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THE  NEIGHBOURS. 


FRANCISKA   WERNER   TO    MARIA   M. 


Rosen vik,  June  1.  18  — 
Here  1  am,  dear  Maria,  in  my  own  house,  at  my 
own  home,  at  my  own  desk,  with  my  own  Bear.  Per- 
haps you  ask,  "  Who  is  iht^  Beiir  7"  ,  Wwi),  who  tUu 
should  it  be  but  my  husband?  t^aiUliim'Mieoi'/'  be- 
cause the  nanue  suita  him  so/^KScUy. ^.Teittrfitl^in^  at 
the  window.  The  sun  is  gn'iiei^^ttytn,  T^o  pwaiis  .in* 
swimming  on  the  lake  traiikiiik  tight  fu^rowa^in  h% 
clear  mirror.  Three  cowa^iki^  ciiw£*^5f^<l  4tiwt,  fat, 
and  ruminating^  on  the  green  inbfi^fni,  01-MUfSff/viihuut 
thinking  of  any  thing.  Whiit^''*iil^siliil,-d'eaiures  [ 
Now  comes  the  maid  with  Iwr  slwl  snid  milk  paila. 
What  delicious  milk  in  the  country !  But  what  is  not 
good  in  the  country  ?  Air  and  men,  food  and  feelings, 
earth  and  heaven,  all  is  fresh  and  animating.  Now,  I 
must  lead  you  to  my  dwelling.  No,  I  must  begin 
further  off, — at  the  hill  from  which,  for  the  first  time, 
1  beheld  the  valley  in  which  Rosenvik  lies;  the  hill  is 
vituated  a  few  miles  within  the  district  of  Smaland. 
Do  you  see  a  dusty  carriage  upon  that  acclivity  ?  In 
it  siu  the  Bear  and  his  wife;  the  latter  peers  out  >m'u\\ 
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curiosity,  for  before  her  in  all  the  beauty  of  a  bright 
and  tranquil  evening,  lies  a  most  fair  valley.  Green 
forests  spread  their  broad  shades  to  the  margin  of  the 
clear  lake ;  com  fields  surround  the  grey-tinted  moun- 
tains, and  white  farm-steads  glimmer  here  and  there 
between  the  trees.  Around  the  wooded  heights  columns 
of  smoke  ascend  towards  heaven  ;  you  might  fancy  it  to 
be  a  volcano,  but  it  is  only  peaceful  Schweudeland. 
No  matter,  it  is  beautiful,  and  I  am  enraptured !  I. 
bend  forward,  thinking  the  while  on  Nature's  happy 
femily,  on  Paradise,  on  Adam  and  Eve,  when  suddenly 
the  Bear  embraces  me  with  his  great  paws,  and  so  hugs 
me  that  I  almost  give  up  the  ghost,  whilst  he  kisses 
me  and  hopes  that  I  shall  enjoy  my  new  abode.  I  felt 
a  little  cross,  but  thought  of  the  kind  meaning 
of  this  caress,  and  could  not  be  dissatisfied.  In  this 
valley,  therefore,  was  my  future  home ;  here  lived  my 
family,  here  lay  Rosenvik  ;  here  was  I  to  live  with  my 
Bear.  We  drove  down  the  hill,  and  the  carriage  rolled 
quickly  forward  on  the  level  road.  Bjom*  pointed  out 
to  me  the  dwellings  which  we  perceived  far  and  near. 
I  heard  as  in  a  dream,  but  was  suddenly  roused  from 
my  reverie  by  my  Bear  saying,  with  a  peculiar  emphasis, 
**  Here  lives  tna  ehire  m^e"  and  the  carriage  drove 
into  a  court>yard,  and  stopped  before  a  large  handsome 
house  built  of  stone.  "What,  are  we  to  stop  here?" 
**  Yes,  my  love."  This  was  by  no  means  an  agreeable 
surprise.  I  would  gladly  have  driven  first  to  our  own 
house,  there  in  some  degree  to  have  prepared  myself 
for  the  meeting  with  my  husband's  step-mother,  of 

*  BJSrm  is  a  Swedish  Christian  name,  and  also  signifies  Bear. 
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whom,  from  all  that  I  had  heard,  and  from  the  re>])L'c  r 
entertained  for  her  by  my  Bear,  I  stood  sonicwh.it  i:i 
awe.  This  visit  appeared  to  me  malapropos;  but  u.y 
husband  had  his  peculiar  ideas,  and  I  could  read  in  lii^ 
manner  that  it  was  by  no  means  advisable  to  resist. 

It  was  Sunday,  and  as  the  carriage  stopped  I  In-.tnl 
the  sound  of  a  violin.  "  Aha  !"  said  Bjorn,  '*  so  inuch 
the  better,"  as  he  jumped  clumsily  from  the  QiirYVMi.' 
and  lifted  me  out.  Bonnet  boxes  and  packiigis  wltl- 
never  thought  oL  Bjorn  took  hold  of  my  hand,  con- 
ducted me  up  the  steps  to  the  handsome  vestibule,  and 
dragged  me  to  the  door,  from  whence  the  sound  of 
music  and  dancing  proceeded.  "  Indeed  !"  thou;rlit  1. 
'*Now,  1  suppose,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  dance  in  tliis 
oortume."  I  wished  to  retire  to  a  room  where  I  mi;rlit 
wipe  of  the  dust  from  my  face  and  bonnet,  or  wIk  re  1 
ooold  at  least  inspect  myself  in  the  glass.  Ini])os^:!>!>  ! 
Bjorn  led  me  by  the  arm — assured  me  that  I  Ik-  ! 
most  lovely,  and  begged  me  I  would  reflect  my--  ii  ii 
his  eyes.  I  was  obliged  to  be  so  impolite  as  to  t..  il  i  !i  ■ 
that  they  were  sadly  too  small.  He  protested  tlr.i  :':.•  y 
were  so  much  the  brighter,  and  opened  the  door  t"  ''■.•■ 
ball-room.  In  a  sort  of  merry  desperation,  1  >.i'l  •  • 
him,  "  Well,  since  you  lead  me  to  the  ball,  you  -).  ;I1 
dance  with  me  yourself,  you  Bear  I"  *'  Gladly  rjiul  t-r 
ever  !'*  cried  Bjorn,  and  saying  this,  we  entert.il  iIk 
room. 

My  terror  soon  subsided,  when  I  beheld  in  a  sj.a.  iou^ 
apartment  only  a  number  of  cleanly  dreps«.d  ni-  u  md 
maid  servants,  who  jumped  about  merrily  to/M!:- r. 
They  were  so  occupied  with  dancing  that  ihey  li;ir<;iy 
observed  us.     Bjorn  led  me  to  the  u]>per  end  (•!   i\\< 
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room,  and  there  I  saw  upon  an  elevated  seat  a  very  ta 
and  stout  female  of  about  fifty  years  of  age,  who  wa 
playing  energetically  on  a  violin,  and  beating  time  t 
it  with  her  foot.  On  her  head  she  wore  a  singular  hig 
cap  ofblack  velvet,  which  I  shall  call  a  casque,  because  s 
first  sight  the  word  came  into  my  mind,  and  I  do  nc 
know  a  better.  She  looked  kind  but  eccentric.  Thi 
was  the  lady  of  General  Mansfelt,  my  husband's  step 
mother:  she  was  ma  ch^re  mire.  She  soon  cast  he 
large  dark  eyes  upon  us,  immediately  left  off  playing 
laid  fiddle-bow  aside,  and  rose  up  with  proud  demean 
our,  but  cheerful,  open  countenance.  Bjom  intro 
duced  me.  I  trembled  a  little,  bowed  profoundly,  am 
kissed  the  hand  of  ma  ckdre  mire.  She  kissed  mi 
on  the  forehead,  and  surveyed  me  for  a  time  so  keenly 
that  my  eyes  fell  beneath  her  gaze,  after  which,  sh 
again  impressed  a  hearty  kiss  on  my  lips  and  forehead 
and  embraced  me  almost  as  roughly  as  my  Bear.  No^ 
came  his  turn.  He  Mssed  the  hand  of  ma  chir 
mire  most  reverently  ;  she  offered  to  him  her  cheeh 
and  they  seemed  on  very  friendly  terms.  "Welcome 
my  dear  friend,"  said  ma  chire  mire,  with  a  loud  mas 
cidine  voice ;  **  it  was  very  polite  of  you  to  come  to  m 
before  you  drove  to  your  own  residence.  I  thank  yo] 
for  this  attention,  and  should  have  given  you  a  bette 
reception  had  I  been  previously  apprised  of  it ;  but,  a 
all  events,  I  know  *'  Welcome,"  is  the  best  fare, 
hope  my  dears  that  you  will  stay  to  supper." 

Bjom  begged  to  be  excused ;  said  that  we  wished  t 
get  home  early ;  that  I  was  tired,  but  that  we  did  nc 
wish  to  pass  through  Karlsfors  without  paying  ou 
respects   to    our    cliire  mire,      **  Very  well ! "    sai< 
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ma  chire  mkrt  delighted,  we  will  talk  more  of  that  pre- 
sently; but  I  must  first  say  a  word  to  the  young 
people  here.  **  Hear  me,  good  friends  1 "  And  ma 
ehire  mire  tapped  with  the  bow  on  the  back  of  the 
fiddle,  till  a  universal  silence  reigned  in  the  room. 
**  Children,"  she  continued  solemnly,  **  I  have  to  tell 

you Zounds  1  will  you  be  still  there  ?     1  have  to  tfll 

you,  that  my  dear  son,  Lars  Anders  Werner,  has 
brought  home  Franciska  Bjorn,  whom  ye  see  at  his 
side,  as  his  wedded  wife.  Marriages  are  made  in 
heaven,  my  children;  and  we  will  pray  to  heaven  to 
send  a  blessing  on  this  married  couple.  We  will  all 
drink  their  health  together  this  evening.  Now,  then, 
ye  can  go  on  dancing,  children!  Olof,  come  here; 
take  the  fiddle,  and  play  as  well  as  you  can."  WhilHt 
a  murmur  of  joy  and  congratulation  ran  through  the 
assembly,  ma  chdre  mire  took  me  by  the  hand,  and  led 
me  and  my  Bear  into  another  room,  where  she  had 
ordered  punch  and  glasses  to  be  brought  Meanwhile 
she  leaned  both  elbows  upon  the  table,  rested  her  cliin 
on  her  clutched  hands,  and  stared  at  me  with  a  gloomy, 
rather  than  with  a  friendly  look.  My  husband,  who 
observed  that  this  scrutinizing  of  his  mother  distressed 
me,  began  to  converse  about  the  crops  and  farming 
concerns.  Ma  chire  mire  sighed  several  times  so  pro- 
foundly that  she  almost  groaned  ;  appeared  by  a  strong 
effort  to  command  her  feelings,  and  answered  to  the 
questions  of  her  son.  When  the  punch  was  brought 
in,  she  drank  our  health  ;  whilst  witli  serious  look 
and  tone  she  cried,  "My  son  and  daughter,  your 
health  !  "  She  relaxed  afterwards  into  a  jesting  tone — 
which  became  her  well — and  said, "  Lars  Anders,  I  dou'  V. 
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think  you  seem  to  have  bought  a  pig  in  a  poke.    Your 
wife  does  hot  look  amiss ;  and  she  has  a  pair  of  eyes  * 
that  you  might  buy  a  fish  for.    She  is  little,  very  little, 
that's  true ;  but  *  little  and  good  goes  a  great  way. '  " 

I  laughed,  and  so  did  ma  chire  mire,  I  began  to  re- 
concile mjTself  to  her  strange  manners.  We  chatted  for  a 
*^ime  very  cheerfully,  and  I  related  several  travelling 
idventures,  which  amused  ma  chdre  mdre  very  much. 
Shortly  after,  w^  rose  to  take  leave ;  and  ma  chire  mire 
said,  with  a  very  gracious  smile,  **  I  will  not  detain 
you  this  evening,  however  much  I  like  to  have  you 
with  me.  I  can  easily  imagine  that  you  are  longing  to 
be  at  home ;  to-morrow,  if  you  like,  remain  there,  but 
the  day  after,  come  and  dine  with  me ;  you  know  very 
well  that  you  will  always  be  welcome.  Now  fill  your 
glasses,  and  come  and  drink  the  health  of  the  people. 
'  Sorrow  one  may  keep  to  one's  self,  but  joy  should  be 
in  common.'  " 

With  filled  glasses  we  went  into  the  dancing- room, 
and  ma  chire  mire  heralded  the  way.  They  awaited  us 
with  flowing  goblets,  and  ma  chire  mire  addressed  the 
people  as  follows.  ''  When  one  begins  the  voyage  of 
matrimony  with  prudence  and  the  fear  of  God,  then 
applieth  the  adage,  *  Well  begun,  is  half  done  I '  and 
on  this,  my  friends,  we  will  drink  a  toast  to  this  married 
couple,  whom  you  see  before  you ;  let  us  wish  that 
both  them  and  their  descendants  may  live  for  ever  in 
God's  pasture  land.     Huzza ! " 

"  Huzza !  huzza  I "  resounded  on  all  sides.  Bjom 
and  I  emptied  our  glasses,  walked  about  and  shook  the 
people  by  the  hands,  until  I  was  giddy  in  my  head. 
When  this  was  over,  and  we  were  ready  for  our  journey, 
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im  Imt  hand, 

oAkMly  Mid»  '^  Ttke  this 

wflffNMfrvMlvMjMfMr  jmvtamUnt,  chU. 

4eB^  ftggit,  agr  JlwightMr,  to  let  me 

K%  jmi  iImII  not  cany 

ItodbwiA^fmirlMgand 

tdMttenqrdMnoMtBMat."  And, 

tig»^«i  iiiiw  Ml  W«i  ifll  >  Bate  boy,    ahe 

«ht«»«B9iit  Hi^ha— %  «  <i  ihe  deaired 
■ifiBilMrlMlfMidiWH^  '^SM'tteftttoletme 
iMMgrMpkfailMMBik  vgidit**  I  lookod  at  my  hua- 
bnt  be  only  amiled,  and 
I  «■•  riglit  beartily  glad 
Hbsre  my  inlnwl»rtioii  to  am Mr§  wtin  lo  a  rim. 
pfl^pte.  I  fch  diat,  if  ihia  had  been  done  in  a  more 
pKpared  and  oeremonioui  atyle,  her  \o6k  and  manner 
voold  have  had  a  more  depreasing  effect  on  me. 

I  waa  ghid  of  the  roaat  veal,  for  I  knew  not  how  the 
hodera  of  Roaenvik  might  he  fturnished.  Right  glad 
waa  I  likewise  to  get  home,  anticipaUug  the  sight  of  a 
waiting  maid  and  a  hed  prepared,  for  we  had  this  day 
tnrelled  ten  miles  *  and  I  was  quite  tired.  I  was  doz- 
ing a  little  during  the  quarter  of  a  mile  firom  Karlsfors 
to  Roaenvik,  and  it  was  ao  dark  when  we  arrived  at 
eleven  o'clock  in  the  evening,  that  I  could  not  clearly 
discern  the  appearance  of  my  little  Eden.  The  house 
appeared  aomewhat  ancient  and  small  in  cumparisuii 
with  that  we  had  juat  left     But  that  was  nothing ;  my 

•  A  Swedish  mile  is  equal  to  six  Englisli. 
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Bear  was  so  thoroughly  kind  and  so  thoroughly  sleepy. 
All  at  once  I  woke  up,  all  seemed  to  me  like  a  £ury 
tale.  I  stepped  into  a  beautiful  and  brightly  illumi- 
nated apartment,  in  the  centre  of  which  I  saw  a  covered 
tea-table  glittering  with  silver  and  china,  and  near  it 
stood  the  neatest  maid  in  the  pretty  festive  garb  pecu- 
liar to  the  peasant  girls  in  this  part  of  the  country.  I 
gave  a  scream  of  delight,  I  was  no  longer  sleepy.  A 
quarter  of  an  hour  after  I  was  installed  as  the  hostess 
at  the  tea  table,  admired  the  fumituro^  the  tea  pot,  the 
cup,  the  spoons,  on  which  I  read  the  initials  of  my  own 
name  and  Bjom's,  and  served  tea  to  my  Bear  who  ap- 
peared to  be  heartily  delighted. 

"  And  the  evening  and  the  mondng  were  the  first  day." 

When  I  opened  my  eyes  the  next  morning,  I  saw 
that  my  Adam  was  already  quite  awake,  and  directed 
his  look  with  a  sort  of  devotional  expression  to  the 
window,  where  a  sun's  ray  had  penetrated  through  an 
opening  in  the  blue  striped  blind.     A  cat  mewed. 

"  My  beloved  husband!"  I  solemnly  began,  "  I  thank 
you  for  the  charming  music  which  you  have  appointed 
to  welcome  me.  I  presume  that  you  have  also  ordered 
a  band  of  whitely  arrayed  young  country  girls  who  are 
to  strew  fir  twigs  under  my  feet.  I  shall  soon  be  ready 
to  receive  them.*' 

"  I  have  ordered  something  better  than  this  old  fa- 
shioned show,"  said  Bjom  cheerfully,  in  concert  with  a 
great  artist  I  have  arranged  a  panorama  which  is  to 
show  you  the  prospect  of — Stoney  Arabia.  You  have 
only  to  draw  up  the  blind." 
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Yen  may  imagine  that  I  waa  quickly  at  the  mndow, 
id  with  a  aecret  anxiety  drew  up  the  hlind.  Ah,  Ma- 
a  I  there  lay  before  me  in  the  morning  iplendour  a 
ke  clear  aa  a  mirror,  green  meadows  and  forciti  were 
uiated  round  about,  and  in  the  centre  of  tlie  Ulce  waa 
little  island  with  a  tall  oak  tree,  and  the  sun  shone  on 
i  this  so  brightly,  all  was  still,  beautiful  as  a  paradise  I 
was  so  affected  with  the  view,  that,  at  first,  I  could 
It  utter  a  word.  I  only  clasped  my  hands,  and  tears 
kxl  my  eyes. 

*'  May  you  be  happy  here ! ''  whispered  Bjom,  and 
essed  me  to  his  heart 

"  I  ani  happy,  too  happy/'  said  I  affected  and  thunk- 
L 

"  Do  you  see  that  island,  the  little  Swan  Island  ?     I 
ill  often  row  you  there  during  the  summer.     We  will 
ke  our  supper  across  with  us  and  eat  it  there." 
"  Why  not  our  breakfast  ? "  I  exclaimed  in  ecstasy, 
IVhy  not  take  our  coffee  there  to  day  in  this  beautiful 
oming  ?     I  will  immediately." 
"  No,*'  said  Bjom,  smiling  at  my  enthusiasm,  **  I 
ust  away  to  the  town  and  see  after  my  patients." 
"  Ah !  what  a  pity  that  the  people  can't  keep  thcm- 
Ives  in  health,"  I  exclaimed,  vexed. 
*<  And  what  should  I  do  then  ? "  said  Bjdm  with  cu- 
ius alarm. 

"  Go  with  me  to  the  Swan  Island !  " 
"  1  shall  come  back  to  dinner  at  three  o'clock,  and 
is  evening  we  might — that  abominable  rent  just  at 
e  top  there  I  I  couldn't  have  believed  that  the  blinds 
ere  so  tattered — " 
"  The  rent  shall  remain  as  long  as  I  am  here  I "     I 
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cried  warmly. — "  Never  shall  I  forget  that  through  it  I 
beheld  for  the  first  time  the  sun  in  Rosenvik.  Bat 
tell  me  what  old  fortress  is  that  which  we  see  across  the 
lake,  there,  where  the  forest  is  so  black  t  ** 

*'  That  is  Ramm — a  large  estate." 

"  And  who  lives  there? " 

**  At  present  no  one.  Fifteen  years  it  belongfed  tv 
tna  ch^e  mhe,  but  it  did  not  agree  with  her,  so  she  re- 
moved to  Karlsfors,  and  sold  Ramm.  The  estate  was 
bought  by  farmers  who  cultivated  the  land,  but  lef^ 
the  fine  house  and  park  to  ruin.  It  is  now  said,  a  stran- 
ger, who  wishes  to  hunt  in  this  neighbourhood,  hai 
rented  it  for  the  summer  season.  This  park  itself  will 
afibrd  him  ample  room  for  sport,  since  it  is  above  a  mil« 
in  circumference,  and  the  game  has  long  been  undis- 
turbed. We  will  walk  there  some  day.  But  now,  my 
dear  wife,  I  must  have  my  breakfast,  and  then  bid  you 
farewell  for  a  few  hours." 

After  having  taken  coiSee,  and  my  husband  had  de- 
parted, I  began  to  settle  m3rself  in  my  little  world.    J 
will  describe  the  house  and  other  buUdings  hereafter 
The  master  of  the  house  must  be  my  first  theme,  fr 
you  do  not  know  him  yet,  Maria !      I  have  your  lett 
before  me,  your  dear  letter  which  I  received  a  few  da 
after  my  marriage.  I  thank  you,  sweet,  beloved  Mar 
for  all  those  tender  expressions  and  your  sage  adv' 
They  are  stored  up  in  my  heart  where  they  will  m 
be  forgotten ;  and  now  for  your  questions,  which  I 
endeavour  to  answer  in  their  order. — First  of  Bj 
you  shall  have  his  picture — of  middle  stature,  some 
stout  and  broad,  but  not  in  the  extreme,  fine  ligl 
made  by  nature's  hand,  a  full  face  couleur  de  rot 
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eye  lashes,  and  small  grey  eyes  which  under  strong 
bushy  eyebrows,  have  a  certain  penetrating  look;  nose 
'  well  formed,  rather  thick,  mouth  large,  with  good  teeth, 
which,  alas  I  have  turned  brown  with  smoking ;  large 
hands  but  well  shaped ;  and  large  feet,  his  gait  is  like 
a  Bear.  But  from  all  this  you  will  form  no  correct 
conception  of  Bjdm's  appearance,  unless  in  his  coun- 
tenance you  can  trace  good  nature,  candour,  kindliness, 
•omething  inspiring  cheerful  confidence^  This  expres- 
sion speaks  when  the  mouth  is  silent,  which  it  usually 
is.  The  forehead  is  serene,  and  the  position  of  his 
head  such  as  might  suit  an  astronomer ;  the  voice,  deep 
bass,  and  not  amiss  in  singing.  Here  you  have  Bjom's 
exterior ;  the  inner  man,  dearest  Maria,  ah,  that  I  have 
yet  myself  to  study. 

Two  months  since  a  bride,  a  wife  only  since  a 
fortnight,  I  have  not  yet  formed  my  complete  judg- 
ment of  a  man  who  is  for  the  most  part  silent,  and 
whom  I  have  not  known  above  half-a-year ;  but  I  hope 
and  believe  every  thing  good  of  him. 

You  ask  whether  I  feel  love,  real  love  for  him,  and 
half  in  earnest  and  half  in  jest  you  give  strange  tests 
to  try  this  question  ;  whether  I  feel  an  intolerable  blank 
when  he  is  absent,  whether  I,  like  Madam  L.,  grow 
liale  and  anxious  when  he  joins  a  company  where  I 
am,  whether  he  has  a  fault,  a  bad  habit,  which  would 
be  disagreeable  to  me  in  another  person,  but  which  I 
like  in  him?  No,  Maria  I  All  this  I  neither  feel  nor 
perceive  —  you  see  —  I  liked  him,  I  found  him 
agreeable  or  else  I  should  not  have  married  him — 
but  love — hm  !  In  the  first  place,  he  id  much  older 
than  I.  He  approaches  to  fifty,  and  I  want  iVvTCC  ^^tw^ 


16  THE   NEIGHBOURS. 

yet  of  thirty.  In  the  second  place,  he  has  been  a 
bachelor  a  long  time ;  he  has  contracted  good  and  bad 
habits,  and  the  latter  of  these  I  do  not  pretend  to 
admire.  I  am  determined,  however,  that  they  shall 
not  disturb  my  domestic  happiness.  To  some  of  them 
I  shall  get  accustomed,  from  others  I  shall  wean  him. 
For  instance :  first,  he  has  a  bad  habit  of  spitting  indis- 
criminately on  fine  carpets  and  bare  floors ;  from  that  he 
must ;  but  he  shall  find  spittoons  in  every  room. 
Secondly  he  smokes  a  great  deal  of  tobacco ;  to  that  I 
shall  accustom  myself,  for  I  know  how  dear  and  neces- 
sary a  pipe  is  to  one  whose  companion  it  has  long  been 
in  his  course  through  life.  But  our  contract  shall  run 
thus, — I  shall  be  glad  to  see  the  lighted  pipe,  though 
seldom  in  the  drawing-room,  and  never  in  the  bed-room. 
Bjorn  is  at  liberty  to  puff  away  in  his  own  apartment 
and  in  the  sitting  room.  Thirdly,  Bj5m  has  the 
singular  habit  when  silent  of  making  the  most  fearful 
grimaces,  sometimes  at  his  own  thoughts,  sometimes 
at  the  words  of  others ;  herein  we  shall  make  a  com- 
promise; sometimes  I  shall  tell  him,  Bjorn,  don't 
make  such  horrible  faces ;  but  in  general  I  shall  let 
him  quietly  go  on  grimacing,  for  it  would  be  painful 
to  him  and  probably  impossible  to  avoid  a  habit  so 
long  contracted ;  besides  it  forms  a  sort  of  very  ex- 
pressive language,  and  looks  more  droll  than  disagree- 
able. Fourthly,  he  has  a  little  turn  for  carpentering, 
and  likes  to  enjoy  it  in  the  evening  by  glewing  and 
dirtying  chairs,  tables,  floors,  &c. ;  to  this  I  shall 
accustom  myself  with  all  my  heart,  and  will  only  take 
care  to  have  it  carefully  swept  every  morning.  1  con- 
sider it  good  for  a  husband  to  have  some  manual 
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occupation,  nntl  when  mine  has  fatifj^irdliiniKolfdiirin;; 
the  day  with  hiii  medical  duticH,  thin  will  he  an 
agreeahic  diversion ;  whilst  he  works  I  shall  rrnd  to 
him  some  cntertaiiiinpr  fiction.  Fifthly,  he  has  accus. 
tomed  himself  in  a  certain  depjee  to  use  coarsi* 
expressions ;  but  what  I  have  detennined^to  accustnni 
liim  to,  is  this — to  feel  himself  secure  of  lindinp: 
comfort  and  enjoyment  in  his  own  home.  For  ynu 
know,  Maria,  I  was  poor,  was  oblip^cd  to  earn  my  own 
bread  by  my  own  exertions — teaching  music  is  ng  cnsy 
labour,  was  no  longer  younpr  and  prepossessing — hnd  n<» 
beauty  nor  talents  beyond  my  little  music ;  and  he  oiu*  of 
a  respected  family  in  a  superior  social  position;  h<*  wlm, 
on  account  of  his  skill,  his  charartcr,  and  his  know- 
ledge, is  so  universally  esteemed — he  chose  mo  l)cf<»rt' 
others  of  more  wealth,  more  bermty,  and  nioii*  nu'rit. 
He  treated  me  during  my  sovere  illness  with  unfailiip.v 
kindiu'ss,  and  when  my  mother  wished  to  rennnurate 
his  medical  services  with  our  last  renin iiruig  n>oney, 
he  retused  it,  and  asked  for— my  hand.  Then  he  was  so 
generous  towards  my  family,  bestowed  presents  on  my 
brothers,  and  brought  prosperity  into  our  onee  almost 
destitute  dwelling.  Should  I  not  he  grateful  i  OuL'.hf 
1  not  to  love  him,  to  study  to  make  him  happy  to  th«' 
utmost  of  my  power?  O  yea  I  that  will  I,  with  his 
g(H)d  and  his  bad  habits,  in  jest  and  in  earnest,  in  weal 
and  in  woe  will  I  strive  to  make  him  happy,  and  a 
voice  within  tells  nic  that  I  shall  succeed. 

Tucudny  Morning,  June  ?,t\. 
Alas,  poor  creatures,  what  areour  best  resolutions  when 
we  have  so  little  power  over  ourselves  ?  The  day  beVore 
yestenlny  I  was  Mttw/rpicturmcr  foniyselfhow  h:\vv\  \ 
//     vor..  I. 
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hoped  to  make  my  husband;  yesterday — for  my  own 
punishment  I  will  tell  you  all.  I  return  to  the  even- 
ing of  the  day  before  yesterday  when  1  was  so  con- 
tented with  myself.  Bjorn  was  attending  a  patient 
in  the  neighbourhood  and  I  was  writing;  he  came 
home,  I  left  off  writing ;  we  talked  over  various 
trifles,  we  made  several  little  domestic  arrangements, 
and,  in  joke  and  earnest,  the  contract  in  reference  to 
smoking  was  drawn  up  and  signed.  So  far  everything 
went  on  well,  and  so  ended  that  day. 

The  next  day,  that  is  yesterday,  we  were  to  have 
dined  with  ma  ch^re  mere.  I  had  a  little  head-ache,  and 
which  ever  way  I  put  my  cap  on  and  arranged  my 
curls,  they  did  not  sit  well,  and  I  looked,  so  it  seemed 
to  me  at  least,  old  and  faded  ;  I  believe  my  husband 
thought  so  too,  although  he  looked  at  me  widiout 
saying  a  word.  This  made  me  a  little  low-spirited,  for 
I  feared  ma  cMre  mire  would  not  be  pleased  with  me, 
and  I  knew  very  well  how  greatly  Bjorn  wished  that 
I  should  be  liked  by  her. 

The  weather  was  rainy  and  windy ;  I  had  a  great 
desire  to  remain  at  home,  but  when  I  made  a  slight 
allusion  to  it,  Bjonl  began  to  make  such  frightful  faces 
that  I  immediately  desisted  from  the  attempt,  especi- 
ally as  I  was  besides  more  out  of  spirits  than  ill.  We 
got  into  the  cabriolet  and  drove,  sheltered  by  an 
umbrella,  through  a  pouring  rain. 

Ma  chdre  m^re  received  us  graciously,  but  did  not 
appear  to  be  in  a  good  humour  There  were  some 
strangers  at  dinner,  several  elderly  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  whom  I  did  not  know,  and  who  were  not 
pleasing.  The  dinner  was  excellent,  but  I  had  no 
appetite. 
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In  the  afternoon,  immediately  after  coffee,  BJorn 
went  with  the  gentlemen  into  the  billiard-room  below. 
I  remained  with  ma  eh^e  mh-e,  the  old  ladies,  who 
chiefly  convened  with  each  other,  and  a  certain  coun- 
lellor  Hbk,  a  very  old  firiend  of  ma  chire  mire,  who  aat 
next  to  her,  and  took  snuff. 

Ma  ehire  mSrt  was  silent,  and  looked  serious.  I  spoke 
a  word  now  and  then,  but  grew  gradually  duller,  for  my 
head  ached  much,  the  rain  beat  against  the  windows, 
and  I  was,  to  speak  the  truth,  out  of  humour  with 
Bjdm,  who,  as  it  appeared  to  me,  might  have  paid 
nore  attention  to  his  little  wife  during  the  long  after- 
noon, and  not  have  devoted  himself  entirely  to  biH 
okl  disagreeable  bachelor  habits  of  billiard-playing, 
tmoking  and  drinking.  In  this  unamiable  frame  of 
mind  the  afternoon  ])asf{e(l  over.  About  tea  time, 
ma  chdre  mire  begged  me  to  play  a  little  music.  1  sat 
down  to  the  piano,  preluded,  and  began  to  sing  the 
pretty  song  "  Youth ; "  but  the  headache,  the  heat 
and  diHcontcnt,  had  quite  put  me  out  of  tune.  At  first 
I  sang  treinblinur,  then  incorrect,  and  at  last  stuck  tiist 
in  the  piece,  which  I  had  sung  1  dare  say  a  hundred 
times. 

A  death-like  silence  prevailed  in  the  room,  and  I 
was  on  the  point  of  weeping,  but  I  did  not  wish  to 
appear  so  childish  at  my  age.  I  struck  a  few  conclu- 
ding chords,  and  left  the  piano,  with  an  apology  and  a 
few  excuses  about  my  headache.  Now  ma  chPre  mire 
grew  exceedingly  kind  to  me,  seated  me  next  to  her  on 
die  sofa,  ordered  a  large  cup  of  strong  tea  to  be  given 
to  me,  as  one  would  treat  a  sick  child.  1  was  now  \tv 
feet  quite  vexed,  for  this,  as  well  as  the  poUteuess  o^ 
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the  excellent  counsellor  Frank,  displeased  me.  I  be- 
lieved it  was  the  conclusion  of  the  miserable  part  which 
I  had  played  during  the  whole  of  the  day,  and  thought 
that  ma  chire  mtre  would  judge  that  Lars  Anders  had 
made  a  bad  choice,  as  he  had  brought  home  a  person 
for  his  wife  who  was  both  old  and  childish,  silly  and 
ailing.  I  was  truly  unhappy.  At  length  Bjom  came, 
and  we  returned  home. 

The  weather  had  grown  fine,  and  the  tea  had  done 
my  head  good,  but  the  discontent  had  now  taken  pos- 
session of  me.  I  was  vexed  with  myself,  with  Bjom, 
with  the  whole  world,  and  my  husband  sat  still  the 
whole  of  the  way,  quite  unconcerned  about  my  head- 
ache. After  he  had  asked,  *^  How  do  you  do  ?"  and 
I  had  answered,  **  A  little  better  I  "  we  did  not  ex- 
change another  word. 

After  we  had  returned  home,  I  had  to  attend  to 
something  in  the  kitchen,  and  when  I  again  entered 
the  drawing-room,  Bjom  had  planted  himself  on  the 
sofa,  and  was  puffing  away  the  tobacco  smoke  in  great 
clouds  before  him,  whilst  reading  in  the  journals.  He 
had  not  chosen  exactly  the  most  suitable  hour  for  his 
breach  of  contract  I  remonstrated  in  a  cheerful  tone  it 
is  true,  but  I  was  nevertheless  really  angry.  I  had  a  sort 
of  wicked  desire  to  repay  him  for  my  unpleasant  day. 
He  said,  good-humouredly,  "  I  beg  pardon !  "  but 
nevertheless  remained  sitting  with  his  pipe.  This  I 
would  not  willingly  permit  I  thought  the  old  bachelor 
had  sufficient  free  play  this  afternoon.  He  (my  Bear) 
begged  that  I  would  let  him  have  his  pipe  in  peace  in 
the  drawing-room  but  this  once ;  but  I  would  hear  of 
no  conces&ioii,  and  threatened  that  if  he  did  not  lay 
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aside  his  pipe  immediately,  I  would  sit  in  the  vestibule 
all  the  evening.  Bj5rn  had  at  first  begged  in  jest  to  be 
allowed  to  remain  quietly,  but  soon  became  more  seri- 
ous ;  he  begged  me  ardently,  pressingly,  '*  for  the  love 
of  him ! "  I  saw  that  he  wished  to  try  me,  saw  that  he 
really  wished  most  sincerly  that  I  should  indulge  him 
this  time,  and  I— obstinate  creature — did  it  not ;  I  re- 
mained, though  always  in  a  jesting  tone,  firm  to  my 
resolution,  and  at  length  took  up  my  work  to  go,  when 
my  Bear  put  away  his  pipe.  Had  he  only  been  angry, 
had  he  not  put  away  his  pipe,  but  proudly  marched, 
like  a  Newab,*  out  of  the  door,  clapping  it  violently 
after  him,  and  not  come  back  again  the  whole  evening, 
tlien,  indeed,  there  might  have  been  some  nlternntive 
for  me,  some  consolation,  a  something  **  paid  and  re- 
ceipted," and  I  might  have  let  the  whole  disagreeable 
afiair  resi  there.  But  he  did  nothing  of  all  this,  only 
laid  his  pipe  aside  and  sat  still  ;  I,  however, 
immediately  received  gnawings  of  conscience.  He 
did  not  even  make  grimaces,  but,  with  a  sort 
of  grave  and  quiet  countenance,  which  went  to 
my  heart,  read  his  newspaper.  I  begged  him  to 
read  to  me ;  he  did  so,  but  there  was  sumcthing  in 
his  voice  which  I  could  not  bear  to  hear.  In  a  kind 
of  stified  exasperation  against  myself  I  grew  still  more 
tyrannical  towards  him.  I  tore  away  from  him  his 
newspaper.  It  was  intended,  you  understand,  as  a 
joke,  and  I  said  that  I  wished  to  read  myself.  He  looked 
at  me,  and  gave  it  up.    I  now  began  to  read,  in  a  strong 

*  Tills  is  tho  moru  corruct  way  of  writing  the  woid  Mi\]iA\\>i 
written  "  Nabob." 
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and  cheerful  tone,  about  a  debate  in  the  English 
House  of  Commons.  Long,  however,  I  could  not  en- 
dure it  I  burst  out  into  tears,  clung  to  my  husbaad, 
caught  him  round  the  neck,  and  begged  him  to  forgive 
my  bad  temper,  and  my  unbecoming  conduct  towards 
him.  Without  making  any  reply  he  only  held  me 
quietly,  tenderly  and  forgivingly  pressed  against  him* 
I  saw  one  or  two  tears  slowly  rolling  down  his  cheeks. 
Never  had  I  loved  him  so,  as  at  that  time.  It  was  then  I 
felt  real  affection  for  him.  I  wished  to  enter  into  a 
little  explanation  with  him,  but  Bjom  stopped  my 
mouth.  I  now  begged  him,  if  he  loved  me,  to  fill  bis 
pipe  afresh,  and  to  finish  smoking  it  by  my  side.  He 
would  not;  but  I  begged  so  long,  and  so  pressing, 
begged  it  as  a  token  of  his  forgiveness  of  me»  that  he 
at  length  consented  to  my  wish.  I  held  my  noee  as 
much  as  possible  in  the  smoke;  it  was  now  a  propitia- 
tory incense  to  me.  Once  I  was  ready  to  cougfa  with 
choking,  but  changed  it  into  a  sigh,  and  said :  **  My 
dear  Bear,  your  wife  would  not  have  been  so  cross,  if 
you  had  not  neglected  her  the  whole  afternoon;  she 
lost  her  patience  because  you  were  not  present." 
Bjom  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  mouth,  looked  at  me 
pleasantly,  but  yet  half  reproachfully,  and  said :  "  I  had 
not  forgotten  you,  Fanny,  but  was  at  a  most  painful 
death-bed  in  the  neighbouring  farm  house ;  this  de- 
tained me,  and  prevented  me  from  being  with  you.*' 
I  held  my  hands  before  my  face,  and  was  ashamed  to 
my  very  souL  I,  who  had  indulged  such  an  ui^ust  and 
pettish  feeling  towards  him,  and  had  sought  to  revenge 
myself  in  my  folly — I,  how  worthless !  I,  who  wished 
to  make  my  Bjom  so  happy — what  sweet  refreshment 
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had  I  now  prcpart*(l  for  the  fatigued  body  and  distrcsHcd 
■pints  of  my  hudbaiid  !  The  thou^^Iit  of  my  mad  con- 
duct  tonnrntfl  mc  to  tliinvrry  hour;  and  the  only  thiii)^ 
that  comfortR  mc  in,  that  Hjoni  and  I  love  each  other 
still  more  ardently  iiince  thin  ncene,  than  before. 
DcarPBt,  grood  Bjoni !  rather  than  that  I  Khould  cause 
you  one  unpleasant  hour,  you  may  ttuioke  every  day 
in  the  drawinj^  room,  in  th«  bed  room,  ycH  for  my 
part,  you  may  smoke  in  Ixid,  if  you  like.  II raven, 
however,  grant  that  you  may  not  be  with  this  hiHt 
desire! 

"  I  now  return  again  to  your  letter,  and  to  the  jjucstion 
propounded  in  it:  "Whether  I  kIwiU  bean  glad  and 
equally  as  candid  in  writing  to  you  ana  manitMl  woman, 
Bi  I  was  when  yet  a  girl  ?'*  Yen,  Maria,  y<»n  may  rely 
UD  that,  and  1  cannot  do  otherwiKe.  It  Ik  seven  years 
lince  I  made  your  acquaintance,  and  since  tiiat  period 
you  have  been  to  me  as  my  conKcience,  as  my  better 
"  self."  You  were  the  pure  mirror  in  whicli  I  saw  mysilf 
justly  reflected.  You  were  ever  Hincere,  Mliliough  indul- 
gent ;  and  though  two  years  ago  you  went  far  away  from 
me  beyond  the  sea,  you  continued  the  same  to  me.  ()  that 
it  might  be  so  always,  Maria,  or  else  1  siiould  fear  to 
\oMi  myself.  Under  your  eyes,  and  witii  your  assistance, 
I  first  formed  my  character.  Under  your  eyes  and  by 
your  counHclH,  will  I  teach  myself  to  become  a  good 
wife.  It  is  so  gratifying  ;  it  renders  my  life  richer  to 
be  able  to  live,  as  it  were,  in  your  society  and  under 
your  guidance,  though  lands  and  seas  do  separate  us. 
Bjorn,  moreover,  <loes  not  belong  to  that  class  of  men, 
who  are  jealous  of  the  female  friends  of  their  wives; 
he  is  not  of  the  np'wwn  that  one  ^houId  j»\\e  u^   «\ 
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Iricnd,  because  one  lias  obtained  a  husband  or  wife. 
Bjorn  would  not  contract  the  circle  of  affection ;  he  is 
too  kind,  too  sensible.  I  believe  that  he  would  readily 
subscribe  to  the  following  words  of  a  beloved  teacher, 
who  instructed  me  in  the  principles  of  Christianity; 
"  It  is  with  the  heart  as  it  is  with  heaven  :  the  more 
angels,  the  more  room."  Ah  !  see — here  is  my  Bjom. 
Read  what  I  have  written,  and  subscribe — 

Bjorn." 
Friday,  June  6. 
"  Thank  God !  matters  go  on  well  with  me  and  ma 
chdre  mere.  How  unlike  is  one  day  to  another.  Tuesday 
so  depressed,  yesterday  so  cheerful.  I  proposed 
yesterday  to  my  Bear  to  pay  a  visit  to  ma  ckire  mdre. 
He  was  very  much  satisfied  with  this.  I  told  him  on 
the  way,  how  silly  I  had  lately  conducted  myself,  and 
how  anxiously  desirous  I  was  to  efface  the  impression 
wliich  I  must  have  made  there.  Bjom  laughed,  mused, 
looked  pleasantly — and  we  arrived.  In  the  house  all 
was  in  the  bustle  of  preparation.  The  people  were 
actively  employed,  and  ma  chdre  mdre  was,  as  it  were, 
the  spring  and  wheel  in  the  movement.  She  was  just 
in  the  act  of  ordering  the  rooms  for  her  two  real  step- 
sons— for  Bjom  is  only  half  so — and  their  young  wives, 
who  were  expected  shortly,  and  were  to  live  in  the  house ; 
tlie  one  couple  for  a  few  weeks,  and  the  other  as  .their 
permanent  residence.  Ma  chdre  mdre  received  us  very 
cordially,  and  provided  Bjom  with  Virginia  tobacco  and 
newspapers,  and  appointed  me  her  assistant  for  the 
afternoon.  I  was  glad  and  willing ;  and  I  succeeded 
very  well  in  doing  every  thing  to  the  satisfaction  of 
/jv/y    rAiW    mdre.      The    furniture    was     removed    to 
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(litlVront  placos — the  curtains  put  up:  every  tiling 
went  on  ra])ully  anil  well  under  the  superintendenci!  tit' 
Ma  chdre  indre,  and  by  my  assiRtance.  We  performed  a 
prcat  deal  of  work,  and  were  very  merry  under  it  I 
said  Hcveral  ban  mots,  which  ])IeaBed  ma  ch^re  m^rv. 
bhe  patted  mc  on  the  check,  pinched  my  ears,  lauglied 
and  answered  cheerfully.  On  the  wliole  1  was  very 
much  pleased  with  her.  There  is  something]:  extremely 
peculiar  and  very  vivacious  in  her  character  and  her  de- 
meanour. Without  doubt  she  possesses  natural  talents, 
and  a  great  deal  of  common  sense.  Uer  domestics  she 
treated  iis  slaves,  and  at  the  same  time  as  children  with 
strictness  and  mildness.  Nevertheless  they  all  appeared 
to  be  greatly  devoted  to  her,  and  obeyed  on  the  slightest 
intiniatiou  of  her  pleasure.  Once  ma  chdre  mdre  and  I 
were  very  near  falling  out  a  little.  This  arose  on  ac- 
count of  the  toilet  table  for  the  young  wife,  which  1 
maintained  to  be  somewhat  unfurnished.  Ma  vht^rvnivrc 
was  vexed  about  it,  began  to  be  angry  about  tiie 
abominable  luxury  of  the  present  time  ;  about  the  pre- 
sumptions of  our  young  women ;  and  declared  that  the 
toilet  table  should  remain  just  as  she  had  jilaced  it — 
with  the  Name  covers  and  glasses:  tbey  were  good 
enough,  &c.  Having  been  silent  to  all  this,  all  was 
soon  right  again ;  and  I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  the 
toilet  table  covers  were  not  changed  after  all,  for  ma 
cfiirc  mi'n'Vfcnt  soon  after  to  her  linen-closets.  'J'hese 
arrangements  in  the  room  were  soon  succeeded  By 
various  commoner  domestic  duties,  in  which  lua  chi'rc. 
nirrt'  invited  me  to  assist ;  "for,"  said  she,  "  it  is  well 
for  you,  my  child,  to  see  how  things  are  conducle.d  \\\ 
a  well  regulated  )iousc;  you  mny,  ])robahly,  luuV  W  <>A 
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use  to  learn  every  thing  in  housekeeping.  Roasted  spar- 
rows don't  fly  into  our  mouths ;  we  must  take  care  that 
the  larder  is  not  empty,  if  we  wish  to  see  something  on 
the  table,  and  so  forth."  I  accompanied  ma  ehh-emh^ 
into  the  store-room,  where,  with  a  large  piece  of  red 
chalk  in  her  hand,  she  made  many  (to  me)  cabalistic 
strokes  and  marks  upon  certain  small  casks  of  herrings 
and  barrels  of  Stromings*.  She  explained  every  thin;;:, 
however,  and  allowed  me  to  peep  into  every  comer  of 
the  subterranean  well-stocked  vault  We  then  pro- 
ceeded to  the  garret ;  here  I  assisted  in  looking  over 
some  bread-chests,  venting  anathemas  against  rats  and 
mice,  and  weighing  various  flour  sacks ;  at  lengfth  I  was 
obliged  to  let  myself  be  weighed.  Ma  ckh-e  mh^e 
laughed  at  me  right  heartily,  when  it  was  found  that  I 
did  not  weigh  iuHA  five  pounds ;  and,  assured  me,  that  a 
woman  weighing  under  five  pounds,  would  have  been 
burnt  in  the  time  of  Charles  XI.  1  took  all  this  quite 
philosophically,  but  burst  forth  into  a  stream  of  admi- 
ration at  the  domestic  management  and  order  of 
ma  chire  mire.  This  admiration  was  quite  sincere.  In 
truth,  a  house  so  perfectly  arranged,  from  the  smallest 
thing  to  the  greatest,  where  every  thing  has  its  fixed 
place  and  regular  number,  is  worthy  to  be  viewed  and 
admired  no  less  than  the  housewife,  who  is  the  living 
promemoria  of  aU  this,  and  manages  her  affairs  as 
skillfully  as  a  general  does  his  forces. 
'  After  the  preparations  and  housewifery  were  con- 
cluded we  sat  down  to  rest  on  a  sofa,  and  ma  ckdre  mdre 
spoke  as  follows: — "Dear  Franciska,  now  and  then 
only  docs  my  house  require  such  an  inspection,  it  keeps 
the  people  m  respect,  and  the  things  in  order.  If  wc 
'  Stromings  are  a  particular  "kind  ol  sn\a\\\!Lv:i'6sv^%. 
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vind  up  Uie  clocks  in  pro|M}r  time  they  fj^o  ()f  thuiii- 
ttlvet,  aiid  we  have  ho  occasion  to  go  .il>out  tic-tac 
lilU!  a  pendulum;  think  of  this,  my  clear  Frnntuska  I 
Some  wives  boast  and  pretend  to  be  so  buKy  with  the 
bunch  of  keys,  and  are  perpetually  about  the  kitchen 
•nd  the  store-room.  It*s  all  stuff  and  nonKcnsc,  trum- 
piiyand  awkwardness.  It  is  better  for  a  wife  to  super- 
intend her  house  with  her  head  than  witli  her  heels ; 
in  this  way  the  husband  likes  it  better,  and  should  he 
not  do  so,  tlien  he  is  a  blockhead,  and  the  housewife  may 
tlien  rattle  tlie  keys  about  his  ears  as  Khe  likes. 

"Some  wives  are  always  at  their  servantH*  hoelN. 
That  won*t  do ;  survuntH  must  have  both  liberty  and 
rest  We  ought  not  to  muzzle  the  ox,  that  treadcth  the 
corn.  Let  the  people  be  accountable  for  what  they  ilo. 
It  ii  g(MKl  for  them  as  well  an  the  nilHtreKH.  Engage 
(heir  feeling  and  their  seuKc  of  duty,  and  give  tlieiu 
their  due  abundantly.  The  labourer  ih  worthy  of  his 
hire ;  three  or  four  times  in  the  year,  however,  at 
indeiinite  pericnls  come  upon  them  like  the  day  ol' 
judgment  and  ])rove  their  works,  Htorni  like  a  thunder- 
cloud, and  interiKwe  your  aiithority  here  and  tliere 
judiciously,  that  will  purify  the  house  for  many  weeks. 
If  there  were  no  storms  we  should  have  no  rettt  from 
■howere." 

These  were  ma  chire  mcVc'f  house-keeping  doctrines. 
She  then  turned  the  conversation  to  Hjorn : — '*  Yes," 
said  she  *'  my  dear  Franciska,  you  may  justly  say  that 
you  have  a  clever  husband,  but  he  is  likewist?  in  his 
way  very  stubborn,  and  never  fear  but  that  you  will 
have  some  trouble  with  him,  as  I  have  had.  Well, 
WL'U,  we  sbaU  sec  how  you  wiD  manage,  Yuu  arc  Vv\.\lv.\ 
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but  I  see  you  know  how  to  conduct  yourself,  and  th 
I  can  tell  you,  that  however  you  may  conduct  youj 
self,  you  will  never  have  anything  but  an  honest  ms 
in  your  husband,  iind  therefore  I'll  give  you  this  oi 
advice — never  dissemble  in  the  slightest  degree  to  e? 
tricate  yourself  even  from  the  greatest  difficulty.  Or 
insincerity  leads  always  to  a  greater,  for  it  banishi 
confidence  from  the  house." 

I  expressed  my  ideas  on  the  subject  warmly  to  ft 
chire  mire,  and  we  walked  mutually  satisfied  into  tl 
common  sitting-room,  where  Bjom  was  sitting  ax 
yawning  over  his  newspapers.  Miss  Tutten,  (who  wi 
called  Adjutant  Tutten  by  ma  chire  mire,)  was  settle 
the  table  in  order.  Ma  chire  mire  requested  me  I 
sing  (she  had  therefore  quite  forgotten  my  lastui 
fortunate  attempt)  and  I  sang.  I  felt  myself  that 
went  well.  Ma  cMre  mire  laughed  heartily  at  son 
little  merry  songs,  and  I  saw  Bjorn's  eyes  stealin 
towards  us  from  his  newspaper  quite  delighted.  Afri 
tea,  with  Tutten.  we  formed  ma  chire  mire's  game  i 
Boston,  which  was  one  of  the  most  lively  which  I  ha 
ever  played  at.  Ma  chire  mire  and  Bjom  were  ej 
tremely  good  friends,  and  were  making  thcmselvf 
merry  at  my  expense  when  J  committed  any  errors  i 
the  game ;  but  this  pleased  me  better  than  if  i  ha 
played  most  skiUfully,  and  we  laughed  and  screame 
like  children.  When  after  supper  we  were  takin 
leave,  ma  chire  mire  tapped  me  smartly  on  the  bad 
kissed  me,  and  thanked  me  for  an  agreeable  da; 
When  Bjorn  and  I  came  down  the  stairs,  the  weathi 
was  so  fine  that  we  determined  to  walk  part  of  the  wa; 
and  the  open  caHaah  was  ordered  to  follow  us.      Tfa 
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w«Ik  wmi  cxhiliratinp:,  and  after  TariouK  littk'  prnnkH 
which  I  had  ])layed  with  my  hushnnd,  I  Hucceodcd  in 
pushing  him  into  a  ditch.  I  am  Ktill  obliged  to  lau^h 
when  I  think  of  it  lie  was  ho  like  a  real  Bear 
ai  he  lay  there  stretched  all  fourn  (cntre  nous  I  am  not 
sure,  whether  he  did  not  suffer  himself  to  be  thrown 
over.)     "  Good  natured  Bear !" 

"  But  I  will  not  for  ever  talk  to  you  of  the  Bear  and 
his  wife,  you  shall  hear  something  about  the  cKtate  and 
the  family.  To  understand  the  latter  rip^htly  is  some- 
what diiticult.  Try,  dear  Maria,  to  underKtand  what  I 
shall  endeavour  to  explain  to  you. 

"General  Mansfeltwasin  his  first  marriage  united  to 
a  widow,  who  brought  two  step-soiiH  willi  bcr;  tiie 
oldcttt  wjis  my  Bjorn;  the  second,  Adolph  VVcnur,  died 
icveral  y<'ars  since.  By  this  wife  tbe  (Jeneral  liad  two 
lovely  sons,  the  still  livinpj  Jean- Jacques  and  Peter 
Mansfelt ;  these  were  yet  in  their  childhood  wlujn  their 
mother  died.  A  twelvemonth  after  the  (ieneral  married 
the  rich  and  proud  Miss  Barbar.i  Ji.,  our  now  living 
chdre  tiu>rc.  Bjorn,  who  was  then  thirty  yearn  of  age,was 
not  particularly  satisfied  with  receiving  a  sto))- mother 
twenty  years  of  age.  The  latter  however  h(?haved  her- 
self in  an  exemplary  manner,  and  became  an  excellent, 
though  strict  mother  to  the  four  step-Kons,  whose  lovt? 
and  iiigh  esteem  she  soon  gained  in  s})ite  of  a  certain 
rpstriction  and  parsimony  towards  them ;  she  was  eon»- 
pcUed  to  act  thus  by  the  extravagance  of  tlie  General, 
who  brought  his  aflairs  into  the  greatest  disorder,  and 
only  by  means  of  a  settlement  was  i/in  chhc  vihr.  rd»l«' 
to  s<>cure  her  own  pro])erty  ;  from  this  fortune  sh<'  pro- 
videil  for  the  education  of  her  soi\i^^  and  sp;mH\  uo  e'S.- 
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clouded  brow.  In  her  whole  attire,  no  trinket,  no  or- 
naments, but  much  neatness  and  consistency.  Ma  chdre 
m^re  does  not  wear  stays,  (by  the  way  of  parenthesis,  1 
should  like  to  know,  whether  tight  lacing  may  not  ac- 
count for  the  dullness  of  some  ladies  in  society  ?)  the 
mind  can  hardly  be  free  when  the  body  is  in  fetters.  Her 
dress  consists  mostly  of  a  brown  or  grey  quilted  silk  gown. 
A  white  kerchief  covers  the  still  fair  neck  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  is  exchanged  for  a  white  standing  collar  at 
noon.  Her  hands  are  large,  well  shaped,  white,  but 
rough,  and  are  not  always  used,  as  is  said,  for  the  most 
peaceful  employments.  Ma  ch^e  mire  has  arough  voice, 
speaks  loud  and  distinctly,  often  makes  use  of  singular 
words,  and  is  always  ready  with  a  number  of  sayings ; 
she  walks  with  great  strides,  often  wears  boots,  and 
throws  her  arms  about ;  nevertheless,  when  she  likes, 
she  can  be  very  polite  and  genteel.  Ma  chdre  mire  is 
accused  of  covetousness,  of  meddling  in  other  people's 
affairs,  and  of  a  want  of  regard  to  propriety.  There  are 
many  anecdotes  about  her ;  notwithstanding  the  people 
in  the  whole  district  hold  her  in  much  respect  and  her 
words  are  valid  as  the  mandates  of  a  king.  In  this  all 
agree,  that  she  is  clever,  friendly,  and  sincere.  This,  I 
think,  is  no  mean  praise.  She  reminds  me  of  Gotz,  of 
Berlichingen.  But  sometimes  I  fancy  that  gentler 
feelings  dwell  in  this  austere  exterior,  and  then  indeed 
I  feel  I  love  her.  Hitherto  she  has  managed  all  her 
estates  alone,  (and  moreover  has  regulated  her  affairs 
excellently)  but  now  she  wishes  Jean- Jacques  to  assist 
her.  The  latter  has  studied  farming  on  the  continent, 
has  lately  married,  and  will  settle  with  his  young  wife 
in  Karlsfors.    Bjiim  shook  his  head  at  this  partner- 
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■hip  !  "  Ma  ehhre  mire  et  Jcan-Jnainvs.'* 

It  is  impoHHiblc  to  Hpoak  of  wa  vh^re  mi^re,  without 
mentioningf  her  innid-nprvnu  KIsn.  Thi^  Iiavu  lived 
topfcthcr  those  forty  yt^urs  aii<l  appear  :ik  if  tlicy  cdiild 
not  exist  without  cucli  othor.  KIha  is  both  the  shivu 
and  the  tyrant  of  vm  ch^re  whf.  She  is  ro  nvaririoiiK, 
that  she  will  scarcely  allow  her  inistrcss  to  wear  her 
own  clothes,  and  fifrumhlos  at  every  clean  pocket  hand- 
kerchief which  she  is  obliged  to  ^ive  out.  On  the  other 
hand  there  is  not  her  equal,  in  love  of  order,  i  leanli- 
ncss,  and  fidelity,  and  therefore  ma  chi^re  nu^re  has  a 
certain  respect  for  her^  and  in  ninny  a  contention  KIh;i 
pains  her  point;  notwithstnndinpr  kIic  labours  day  and 
night,  if  required,  for  ma  chdre  mdre.  Ma  chdre  mt^re  is 
her  destiny,  ma  chdre  m^re'a  room  her  world,  ma  chdre 
m^re*s  word  her  law,  tna  chdre  mdre*»  person  her  second 
self.  Without  her  Indy,  Klsa  is  nothing.  She  once  had 
pennission  to  visit  her  relations  and  to  stay  away  for 
eight  days;  but  before  two  had  elapsed,  I'llsa  returned 
toiler  miHtress,  as  nIic  could  not  bear  bein^r  away  from 
her.  It  is  said,  that  on  the  evening  of  that  very  day, 
she  received  a  box  on  the  ears  from  ma  chcrc  mdrc,  on 
account  of  some  trifling  neglect  whilKt  dreKsing  her. 
Elsa  took  it  quietly  and  was  silent  and  never  went  away 
again  after  this  attempt  Elsa  is  scraggy  and  Htiir,  and 
her  person  is  quite  angular.  They  say,  tint  she  knows 
more  about  ma  clu)rc  mire  than  any  mortal  being.  Hut 
Elsa  is  dumb  us  a  mummy.  She  deserves  to  i)c  em- 
bnlmcd. 

Shadow  of  a  shade  Tuttcn  appears!  Elsa  is  a  Hem- 
brandist  shade,  Tutten  an  undefined  shadow,  without 
marked  character  of  her  own,  and  incapable  of  rctlect* 
c 
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ing  distinctly  the  outline  of  another's.  Elsa's  strong 
fidelity  is  her  beauty.  Tutten  always  speaks :  "  Ma- 
dam says  this — Madam  believes  that — Madam  wishes 
so  and  so — ;"  but  secretly  traduces  her  behind  her 
back,  and  obeys  her  without  attachment  At  one  time 
humble  even  to  self-humiliation,  she  is  ready  to  pre- 
sume audaciously  at  another,  if  fna  ch^e  merest  hand 
did  not  keep  her  in  proper  restraint,  and  compel  her  to 
develop  the  faculties  which  she  possesses,  and  make 
herself  useful  in  domestic  affairs.  At  a  glass  of  her 
excellent  beer  I  am  almost  ready  to  cry,  "  long  livei 
Tutten ! "  But  how  will  she  one  day  live  in  a  world  I 
wonder,  where  there  is  no  more  baking  or  brewing  go- 
ing on  ?  where  no  beer-glass  foams,  and  no  cake  rising 
in  the  oven,  how  will  she  be  able  to  collect  her  thoughts 
there  ? — but  enough  of  Tutten  and  Metempsychosis ;  I 
will  not  wander  so  far  firom  my  home. 

You  must  now  have  a  slight  sketch  of  my  beloved 
home,  my  little  Rosenvik.  Rosenvik  is  a  farm  below 
Karlsfors,  and  lies  better  than  half  a  mile  from  W., 
where  Bjbm  is  the  first  and  best  liked  Physician.  He 
has  rented  the  little  farm  firom  nia  chdre  mire,  as  he, 
like  myself,  is  particularly  fond  of  the  country.  We 
cultivate  Rosenvik  thus  more  for  pleasure  than  interest, 
however  I  for  my  part  speculate  on  the  garden,  of 
which,  although  it  is  almost  a  wilderness  at  present, 
much  may  be  made.  The  garden,  a  small  birch  wood, 
a  meadow,  on  which  three  cows  and  a  horse  are  grazing 
belong  to  Rosenvik.  Why  this  farm  should  be  called 
Rosenvik,  I  cannot  conceive ;  it  is  true  it  lies  near  an 
inlet  of  the  Helgalake,  but  there  is  not  a  single  Pro- 
vence rose-bush  to  be  met  with  here,  whereas  it  abounds 
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in  hyuop  mad  elder  buihet.  These  ought  Co  be  pre- 
wnred,  but  the  othen  not  neglected,  and  I  hope  that 
Roeenvik  will  yet  fragrantly  answer  to  its  name ;  how« 
ever  the  beautiful  shall  not  supersede  the  useftil.  I 
shall  plant  plenty  of  gooseberry  bushes,  peas  and  beans. 
On  the  whole  I  feel  more  glad  to  have  come  to  a  place 
where  there  is  something  to  improve,  than  to  one  where 
every  thing  is  done  already.  My  character  and  dispo- 
sition require  a  good  deal  of  employment,  and  I  know 
how  much  one  values  that  for  which  one  labours.  The 
house  is  small,  but  admirably  arranged.  We  have  four 
rooms  and  a  kitchen  on  the  ground  floor,  Bjdm  has 
furnished  them  comfortably.  The  sitting  room  espe- 
cially, with  its  furniture  of  blue  chintz  and  white  mus- 
lin curtains,  is  a  most  charming  apartment;  in  the 
upper  story  are  two  comfortable  guest  chambers.  The 
kitchen  and  store  rooms  were  badly  furnished,  but  I  am 
thankful  to  say  we  are  improving  them.  Bjorn  has 
made  an  arrangement  with  regard  to  money,  which  has 
given  me  pleasure,  yet  at  the  same  time  a  certain  degree 
of  uneasiness.  He  puts  all  his  money  into  a  drawer,  for 
which  he  has  had  two  keys  made :  the  one  he  keeps,  the 
other  I  have,  and  I  am  authorized  to  take  money  out  of 
die  drawer,  when  and  as  much  as  I  please,  without  giving 
my  husband  an  account  of  it.  This  proof  of  his  perfect 
confidence  in  my  prudence  delights  me,  and  is  at  the 
same  time  a  much  stronger  fetter  than  my  husband's 
greatest  avarice  could  have  been.  I  fear  to  take  too 
much,  not  to  manage  well  enough  in  the  housekeeping 
or  by  any  little  superfluous  expenditure  to  gratify  my 
feelings  or  fancies,  for  1  myself  put  not  a  shilling  into 
the  drawer.  All  in  it  belongs  to  my  husband,  and  it  tli« 
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reward  of  his  exertions.  It  seems  to  me,  that  I  idiould 
be  more  free,  and  that  it  would  be  better  if  he  were  to 
let  me  have  a  fixed  sum,  monthly,  for  the  expenses  of 
the  house.  I  proposed  this  to  him  one  day,  when,  with 
a  tear  In  my  eye,  I  communicated  to  him  my  scrupleSi 
but  he  would  by  no  means  listen  to  this  proposal 
^  Are  we  not  one  ?  **  said  he,  "  and  I  have  seen  that 
you  are  a  thorough  accountant"  With  regard  to  my 
difficulties,  he  assured  me  that  they  would  vanish  if  we 
only  got  to  know  each  other  better,  and  that  I  should 
then  find  that  there  is  no  mine  and  thine  between  u& 
I  am  almost  inclined  to  believe  in  the  prophecy  of  my 
husband,  but  intend,  for  the  sake  of  my  own  conscience, 
as  well  as  for  regularity,  to  keep  a  strict  account  of  all 
my  expenditure. 

I  am  much  pleased  with  the  little  girl  whom  Bjom 
has  hired  and  who  shall  be  my  own  waiting  maid.  She 
is  a  young  peasant-girl,  with  a  countenance  so  cheorfiilf 
innocent,  and  even  pretty,  that  it  does  one  good  to  look 
at  her.  She  is  quiet  and  industrious,  quick  in  under- 
standing, and  kind-hearted,  and  it  will  afford  me  plea* 
sure  to  educate  her.  Should  God  give  me  children, 
Sissa  shall  be  their  nurse ;  I  will  train  her  up  to  be  a 
real  bonne  for  my  children,  so  that  I  might  be  easy  on 
their  account,  even  when  they  are  not  in  my  arms. 
The  remembrance  of  my  own  childhood  reminds  me 
how  important  first  impressions  are.  Purity,  kindness, 
intelligence,  shall  g^uard  the  cradle  of  my  child  ;  thore 
they  shall  begin  their  impression  on  his  soul ;  the  affec- 
tions of  infancy  do  not  easily  grow  cold  towards  the 
fiiends  of  one's  youth. 

I   talk  of  educating  my  maiden ;  but  believe  me, 
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Miria,  I  thall  not  forget  to  improve  mytelL  Why 
does  the  flame  upoii  the  altar  of  matrimony  die  away 
•0  very  rapidly  7  Becauae  it  is  not  fed.  We  should 
nature  and  cultivate  ourselves  in  the  course  of  our 
daily  life,  and  then  life  itself  will  be  a  continual  deve- 
lopment of  love  and  happiness. 

My  first  care  at  present  will  be  that  of  arranging 
ny  house,  so  that  quiet  comfort  may  dwell  in  it.  I 
irill  try  to  be  a  wise  law-giver  in  my  little  but  not  un- 
important world.  And  what  law  do  you  think  before 
lU  others  I  intend  to  make  and  rigorously  to  maintain? 
A.  law  respecting  the  treatment  of  animals,  to  compre- 
bend  the  following : 

"  AU  the  animals  on  the  estate  shall  be  attended  to 
ivith  the  utmost  care,  and  be  treated  gently  and  indul- 
gently ;  they  shall  live  happy. 

**  The  slaughtering  shall  be  effected  with  the  least 
[KMsible  torture  to  the  animal. 

"  No  animal  shall  be  allowed  to  be  tormented  in  the 
dtchen,  no  one  shall  dare  to  scald  a  fish  alive  or  leave 
it  to  struggle  in  the  pan;  no  bird  be  hung  up  half  dead 
ipon  a  nail.  One  cut  with  the  knife  is  to  give  instant 
leath  to  them  and  liberate  them  from  torture." 

These  and  many  other  precepts  shall  be  compre- 
lended  in  my  law.  How  much  useless  cruelty  is  there 
not  daily  exercised  because  we  do  not  reflect  on  what 
ve  are  doing?  And  how  irrational,  how  shameful  is 
K>t  cruelty  towards  animals?  Is  it  not  enough  for 
ihem,  to  be  doomed  in  the  present  order  of  the  world, 
'JO  serve  us  during  their  life  and  to  nourish  us  after 
heir  death  7  Are  we  to  make  their  hard  life 
(till  harder?     We  are  in  many  cases  compelled  to 
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curb  and  punish  animals,  but  we  need  not  be  their 
cruel  enemies.  How  infinitely  milder  might  their  suf- 
ferings be,  if  they  were  humanely  treated ;  if  we  felt 
compassion  for  their  weakness  in  old  age,  for  their 
pains  in  sickness  and  in  death ! 

In  the  days  of  antiquity  there  were  laws  in  existence 
which  rendered  gentleness  towards  animals  a  sacred 
duty,  the  violation  of  which  was  severely  punished. 
And  we,  Maria,  who  profess  a  religion  of  love,  shall 
we  deal  worse  with  animals  than  the  heathens  ? 

Saith  not  he,  who  established  the  kingdom  of  love 
on  earth,  that  '  not  a  sparrow  falleth  to  the  ground 
without  the  notice  of  your  Heavenly  Father.'-^Mark 
you  well,  Maria,  he  does  not  say,  that  the  sparrow  should 
not  fall  to  the  ground,  he  only  says,  that  it  b  seen  by 
the  eye  of  the  Father. — Yes,  observed  are  also  all  those 
needless  sufferings,  which  the  excesses,  the  thoughtless- 
ness or  the  cruelty  of  men  inflict  on  animals ;  their 
cries  of  suffering  are  heard.  Will  not  an  avenging 
echo  in  the  other  world  add  one  more  pang  to  the 
torments  of  hell  and  disturb  men's  very  peace  in 
heaven. 

O,  Maria !  Let  us,  wives  and  mothers  of  families, 
not  deserve  this  punishment.  Let  us,  when  appearing 
before  the  tribunal  of  the  Father  of  all,  be  guiltless  of 
the  ingratitude  of  having  mal-treated  the  creatures  of 
His  making  !  Let  us  render  ourselves  worthy  to  see 
ennobled  races  of  animals  about  us  in  a  better  world, 
and  there  to  live  with  them  in  that  amicable  relation, 
which  we  have  already  began  on  earth. 

Here  comes  Bjom,  who  gives  me  notice  to  prepare 
for  paying  some  visits  to  our  neighbours  (of  which 
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we  have  a  great  number)  and  telU  me  that  there 
are  some  who  have  a  great  wish  to  see  mp,  very  kind 
and  intelligent  people,  from  what  he  says  I  Be  pre- 
pared, therefore,  of  soon  forming  some  new  acquaint- 
ances I  I  shall  also  soon  be  able  to  introduce  to  you 
my  mother-in-law  and  my  sister-in-law.  I  am  glad 
tliey  are  coming,  and  that  I  shall  be  acquainted  with 
my  husband's  most  beloved  brother,  Peter  Mansfelt, 
who  is  said  to  be  a  most  amiable  character  as  well  as 
a  distinguished  lawyer.  I  could  almost  be  disposed  to 
write  a  novel  on  the  subject  Novels  generally  termi- 
nate in  a  marriage ;  does  not  the  real  romance  of  human 
life  begin  with  it  ?  Generally  speaking  every  one's 
life  is  in  fact  a  romance,  a  little  episode  in  that  great 
history  "  the  book  of  life/'  which  is  written  by  the 
original  author  of  the  "  world."  Take  it,  therdore,  ns 
a  novel  which  I  am  writing  to  you,  Maria!  Let  it  find 
a  place  in  your  heart,  my  good,  sweet,  aiTectionate 
reader ;  merry  or  sad — may  it  only  not  be  rejected  by 
you !    Farewell — think  of  your  romancing  and  loving 

Franciska. 
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II. 

SECOND  LETTER. 

FRANCIbKA  WERNER  TO  MARIA  M. 

Rosenvik,  June  Mh. 
Yesterday  morning  the  weather  was  fresh  and  clear* 
I  took  my  seat  beside  Bjom  in  the  one-horse  carriage, 
when  he  was  riding  into  town,  as  usual,  at  eight  o'clock 
in  the  morning.  He  left  me  at  Karlsfors,  and  promised 
he  would  call  for  me  on  his  way  home, — ^providing  be 
did  not  forget.  ''Forget?"  Abominable  Bear!  With 
this  passport  he  drove  on.  I  walked  along  the  grand 
and  beautiful  avenue  leading  to  the  principal  building. 
In  the  court  stood  a  tall,  strange  figure ;  she  wore  a 
wide  grey  cloak,  a  green  cap,  and  struck  about  her, 
with  something  which  looked  like  a  magic  stick,  whilst 
with  a  loud  voice  she  called,  "  Drive  up ! — Do  you 
hear? — drive  up  with  the  Heaven- chariot  !*  I  looked 
up  involuntarily  towards  heaven,  and  the  thought  of 
the  chariot  of  the  prophet  Elijah  entered  my  mind,  but 
was  as  soon  expelled  again ;  when,  in  the  beckoning 
female  in  the  grey  mantle,  I  recognized  mach^re  mir$. 
On  coming  nearer  1  heard  her  violently  abusing  the 
groom,  because  the  oats  had  all  been  used,  and  she  ac- 
companied her  moral  sermons  with  powerful  lashes  of 

*  The  word  tranilated  heaven  here,  signifies  in  the  original 
likewise,  canopy  or  aroo/  of  a  covered  carriage,  (especially  of  a 
coach  and  chariot})  also  a  carriage. 
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the  whip,  although  only  in  the  air.  On  perceiying  me 
ber  countenance  suddenly  changed ;  the  took  bold  of 
my  hand  quickly ;  shook  it,  and  said  pleasantly,  **  Look 
now  I  Good  day  to  you,  my  dear  Franciska,  you  are 
joit  coming  at  a  lucky  time.*  I  have  put  on  my 
JmuartM*  to-day  (pointing  to  the  cloak),  for  it  appeared 
to  me  to  be  cold.  My  grey  horses  will  soon  be  here 
with  my  heaven-chariot"  At  this  instant  a  singular 
equipage,  drawn  by  four  horses  with  a  canopy  resting 
on  four  supports,  drove  up  the  court  yard.  This  was 
the  heavenly-chariot.  Ma  ckirg  M^rv  ordered  me  to  get 
in :  climbed  herself  in  after  me,  and  took  the  reins  in 
her  hand.  Behind  stood  a  footman.  Maehirtmirt 
cnu:ked  monstrously  loud  with  the  whip,  and  we  drove 
o£  At  first  I  was  afraid,  for  it  went  at  full  speed,  and 
the  heavenly-chariot  went  anyhow  rather  than  heavenly. 
At  one  time  the  horses  were  refiractory.  Ma  ek^re  mire 
stood  up  in  the  carriage  and  administered  the  whip 
until  they  returned  to  their  allegiance  again.  With  a 
contented, "  the  deuce  take  me,  if  I  won't  give  it  you," 
she  sat  down  again.  Seeing  me  quite  pale  she  laughed, 
but  drove  much  slower,  chatted  at  the  same  time  very 
merrily,  and  made  me  answer  various  questions  about 
my  house-keeping  aflfuirs  at  Rosen vik.  Having  con- 
vinced myself  of  the  charioteering  abilities  of  ma  ch^e 
mirft  I  became  more  calm  and  comfortable,  and  re- 
signed myself  to  the  pleasure  which  I   always  in- 

*  Hfm  Kommer  i  grefveru  iid,  in  the  Swedish  original.— 
TliiA  is  literally  translated :  You  come  in  the  Count's  time.  It 
is  a  Succism.  and  refers  to  the  time  vrhen  the  Hansiatic  League 
attacked  Denmark,  in  order  to  liberate  their  captive  King 
Christian. 
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voluntarily  feel  in  her  presence.  We  inspected  a 
number  of  fields,  fresh  lands,  drains,  &c.  Ma  chin 
mire  talked  to  several  persons ;  found  fault  with  some, 
and  praised  others.  The  relation  between  the  mistress 
and  dependents  appeared  to  me  most  friendly,  juid 
tliat  they  understood  each  other  very  well. 

On  our  journey  we  had  very  near  overturned  Counsel- 
lor Hok,  who  drove  up  to  us  in  a  Desobligeant,  and 
whose  coachman  was  so  startled  at  the  sight  of  our 
heavenly-chariot,  that  he  confounded  the  right  side 
with  the  left,  and  chose  at  last  that  on  which  we 
were  driving.  "  Where  the  deuce  are  you  driving  to. 
Counsellor?"  cried  ma  chit e  mere  with  a  thundering 
voice,  whilst  her  powerful  hands  held  in  the  horses,  and 
by  a  dexterous  turn  avoided  a  collision.  Soon  the 
heavenly-chariot  and  Desohligeant  stopped  quite  famil- 
iarly along  side  of  each  other,  and  ma  chire  miret  who 
was  again  in  good  humour,  said  laughing  and  joking 
to  Counsellor  Hdk,  who  peeped  out  amazed  from  be- 
hin4  his  green  curtains :  "  Dear  Counsellor,  you  so 
infect  yoiur  coachman  with  your  poetic  phantasies,  that 
he  forgets  the  rules  of  the  road."  "Counsellor  Hok 
and  poetic  phantasies,"  thought  I,  "that  will  never 
rhyme  together."  "  When  a  heavenly-chariot  comes," 
said  Counsellor  Hok,  more  poetically  than  I  should 
have  expected  of  him,  "  who  can  think  of  earthly  laws  ?" 
Thus  ma  chdre  mire  and  Counsellor  Hok  joked  together 
awhile,  after  which,  the  heavenly-chariot  and  the  Z)m- 
ohligeant  proceeded  each  h's  own  way. 

Coming  home  ma  chire  mire  was  in  the  best  humour, 
and  we  fell  into  a  warm  conversation  respecting  hus- 
bands, wives,  and  matrimony.  Ma  chdre  mire's  doctrine 
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for  wives  was  in  reality  no  encouragement  to  coquettes, 
and  was  comprehended  in  the  following  words.  Act  in 
such  a  manner  that  your  husband  and  all  men  will 
respect  you ;  so  you  shall  enjoy  peace  in  your  house 
and  honour  in  your  life — (esteem  and  respect  are  in 
fna  chire  mire's  estimation  the  highest  possessions  of 
life) ;  certainly  her  rules  of  conduct  for  young  women 
in  their  behaviour  towards  men  are,  generally  speaking, 
a  little  too  strict.  They  reminded  me  of  a  song,  which 
I  had  often  heard  in  my  youth,  of  a  lady  llegina, 
and  of  which,  the  words  still  sound  in  my  ears : 

In  case  a  young  gentleman  oflbrs  his  arm, 

Refuse  it,  and  say,  without  any  delay, 

No  thank  you,  good  Sir,  I  can  walk  by  myself; 

And  if  a  young  gentleman  asks  you  to  dance, 

Deny  him  and  say  in  a  positive  way, 

No,  I  thank  you,  most  kindly,  I'll  dance  by  myself. 

I  repeated  the  song  to  ma  cJidre  mire.  She  lauglicd 
but  said  gravely,  **  the  song  is  really  not  so  silly,  my 
dear.  I  won't  exactly  go  so  far,  but  this  I  munn  to 
say,  that  a  promenade  and  a  waltz  with  any  other 
gentleman  except  the  husband,  may  be  but  doubtful  as 
to  its  propriety.  A  young  wife — mark  well  my  words 
^-cannot  be  too  circumspect,  not  to  compromise  her- 
self. You  must  be  circumspect,  dear  Franciska,  you 
must  be  circumspect,  I  grant  that  our  tiines  arc  more 
moral  than  when  I  was  young,  when  Gustavus  III — 
most  blessed  be  his  memory — introduced  French 
fashions  and  French  manners  into  this  country ;  and  I 
believe,  that  there  are  at  present  far  fewer  Atheists 
and  libertines  in  the  world ;  however,  as  I  have  before 
said,  you  must  be  circumspect,  Franciska.  The  tempter 
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can  come  to  you,  as  he  has  to  many  other  women ;  not 
because  you  are  handsome,  for  tliat  you  are  not  by  any 
means ;  and,  besides,  you  are  very  little ;  but  your 
April -face  has  nevertheless  its  own  little  charms; 
and  then,  you  know,  you  are  a  very  charming  singeTi 
— as  I  have  said  before,  you  have  your  little  attractions. 
And  should  a  young  coxcomb  some  day  try  to  figure 
himself  into  your  good  graces,  listen  to  my  advice. 
Keep  him  at  a  distance  by  reserved  behaviour ;  and  if  this 
be  not  sufficient  to  command  his  respect,  and  he  should 
proceed  to  be  impertinent,  you  must  look  at  him  with  an 
air  of  great  surprise,  and  say :  "  Sir,  you  are  strangely 
mistaken  in  the  person  you  address."  If  this  is  not 
a  sufficient  hint  for  him,  should  he  repeat  his  rudeness, 
then  go  straightway  to  your  husband  aad  tell  him: 
**  My  friend  so-and-so  has  been  rude  to  me,  and  so-and- 
so  I  have  acted.  Now,  do  what  you  think  proper."  And 
depend  upon  it,  dear  Franciska,  the  corydon  will  soon 
find  out  what  o'clock  it  is,  and  move  off  with  shame 
and  disgrace.  No  shame,  however,  can  reflect  upon 
you  in  this  matter,  but  rather  honour ;  and  you  will 
feel  that  a  good  conscience  makes  a  cheerful  face, — that 
a  good  conscience  is  the  softest  pillow." 

Ma  chire  mdre's  good  advice  delighted  me  beyond 
expression.  Unfortunately  she  had  invited  two  poor 
old  maids,  who  are  partly  supported  by  her  bounty,  to 
dinner.  They  came  when  ma  chire  mire  and  I  were 
just  about  entering  into  a  most  lively  discussion.  One 
of  them  had  two  rows  of  lace  as  a  trimming  to  her 
dress.  On  perceiving  this,  ma  chire  mire's  countenance 
immediately  darkened ;  and  scarcely  had  the  unfortu- 
nate old  maid  paid  her  compliments  and  seated  herself. 
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when  wa  eMr§  mire  began  to  talk  quite  angrily  on  (he 
ml^^t  of  the  trimminga.  "  One  trimming,'*  aaid  she^ 
"  was  more  than  necessary,  but  two  are  unpwdonable ! " 
It  waa  a  terrible  reprimand  for  the  poor  old  damsel. 
In  Tain  she  endeavoured  to  excuse  herself,  by  saying 
dwt  the  upper  trimming  was  put  on  in  enter  to  hide  a 
patch.  "  I  must  tell  you,  my  good  friend,"  cried  ma 
dtire  mire,  **  that  if  we  are  not  above  receiving  charity, 
neither  should  we  be  above  showing  our  patches.  Yes, 
yes,  this  much  I  must  tell  you,  poverty  is  no  disgrace  i 
every  one  is  not  bom  with  a  silver  spoon  in  his  mouth  s 
but  the  love  of  dress  in  poverty  is  <  the  devil  in  the 
boat.'  Come,  come,  don't  cry  about  it ;  reprimands 
are  no  millstones,  and  we  don't  grind  to  the  bones.  Rip 
off  your  lacea,  and  I'll  take  care  that  you  shall  have  a 
gown  without  a  hole."  The  old  maid  looked  quite  com- 
forted. Ma  ehire  mire,  resumed  her  kind  manner ;  and 
when  I— on  hearing  our  carriage  drive  up  to  the 
door — rose  to  take  leave  of  her,  she  said,  very 
pleasantly,  "  So  you  are  going,  dear  Francisko.  1  can 
see  very  well  that  it  would  not  suit  to  invite  you  and 
your  husband  to  dinner.  Well,  well,  go ;  God  be  with 
you ;  but  come  again,  soon  ;  for  you  see,  my  child,  I 
liked  you  from  the  first  time  I  saw  you,  and  you  cannot 
come  too  often !  Now  go.  I  can't  bear  people  to  be 
long  taking  leave.    Adieu  !  adieu  I " 

I  made  haste  to  be  off,  and  ran  away  laughing.  And 
now,  I  shall  also  bid  you,  farewell !  Adieu  1  adieu  1 
for  I  must  welcome  my  Bjbm,  who  has  just  come 
home.  I  shall  now  be  able  to  have  him  for  a  few  days 
by  myself 

The  11th. 

Here  I  sit  agah,  pen  in  hand,  feeling  a  aort  of  de- 
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sire  to  write,  without,  however,  haying  anything  parti- 
cular worth  relating.  All  is  in  order  in  my  household. 
In  the  kitchen,  little  patties  are  haking.  The  weather 
is  sultry,  the  leaves  look  withered,  and  the  birds  gasp 
for  breath.  The  hens  lie  in  the  sand  before  the  win- 
dow ;  the  cock  stands  solitary  upon  one  foot,  and  looks 
about  him  with  the  air  of  a  sleepy  Sultan  in  his  Harem. 
Bjom  sits  in  his  own  room,  and  writes  letters ;  the 
door  to  his  own  room  is  open.  I  hear  him  gaping ;  it 
is  infectious.  Ah  !  ah !  I  must  pick  a  little  quarrel 
with  him,  to  rouse  us  both.  I  just  want  a  sheet  of 
paper,  to  bake  some  cakes  upon.  Bjom  is  a  monstrous 
niggard  with  his  paper,  and,  therefore,  he  must  let  me 
have  some  now.  We  have  managed  it;  a  perfect 
quarrel,  and  we  are  both  quite  wide  awake  after  it 
You,  Maria,  must  share  it  too,  that  you  may  see  what 
a  terrible  life  it  is  between  man  and  wife. 

I  went  to  my  Bear,  and  said,  quite  meekly,  "  My 
Angel-Bear,  you  must  be  so  kind  as  to  give  me  a  sheet 
of  your  writing  paper,  to  bake  some  sweet-cakes 
upon  it" 

Bjom  (quite  startled). — "  A  sheet  of  my  writing- 
paper  ? " 

/. — "  Yes,  my  sweet  friend,  of  your  very  best  writing- 
paper.*' 

Bjom, — "  Best  writing-paper  ?    Are  you  crazed  ? " 

/. — "  Not  in  the  least ;  but  I  believe  that  you  are  a 
little  mad." 

Bjom, — "  Greedy  monkey  I  Don't  rummage  my 
papers  about  so  I    You  shall  not  get  any  of  my  paper." 

/. — **  Covetous  creature !  I  will  and  must  have  the 
paper  !" 
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BJonu — '' '  I  muit  I  *  Did  any  body  ever  hear  I 
Now,  then,  let  ua  aee  how  you'll  carry  your  point ;  " 
and  at  the  aame  time  the  rough  Bear  held  both  niy 
little  handa  faat  between  his  great  pawa. 

/. — **  You  odioua  Bear  I  you  are  worae  than  thoae 
that  run  on  all-fours.  Instantly  let  go  my  hands !  Let 
go,  I  say,  or  I'll  bite  I "  And  not  letting  go,  1  bit  i 
yes,  Maria !  I  really  bit  into  hia  hand  i  he,  however, 
Uughed  deridingly,  and  said, 

"  Yea,  yea,  my  dear  little  woman,  so  goes  it  with 
those  without  power.  Now  take  the  paper,  pray 
take  it!" 

/._«  Oh  I  let  me,  let  me  loose !  " 

Bjdrn.'-'**  Bite  nicely  I " 

7.— "Sweet  Bear  I" 

Bfim. — "  Confess  that  you  are  conquered  1 " 

/.—"Yes  I" 

BJom, — "  Beg  my  pardon  I " 

/.—"Oh  I     Pardon  I" 

Bjom, — **  Promise  to  be  better !  ** 

/.— "  Oh,  yes !    yes,  I'll  be  better ! " 

Bjbm. — "  Well,  then,  I'll  forgive  you!  Now  let  me 
have  no  sour  faces,  my  little  woman !  but  embrace  me, 
and  give  me  a  kiss ! " 

I  gave  him — a  little  box  on  the  ear,  stole  a  sheet 
of  paper,  and  flew  away  loudly  exulting,  Bjom  grum- 
bling after  me  as  far  as  the  kitchen ;  but  then  I  turned 
round  well  armed  with  two  delicious  patties  towards 
him,  which  were  aimed  against  his  mouth  and  there 
they  vanished.  Bjbm  was  quite  silent  after  this,  the 
ftheet  of  paper  was  forgotten,  and  reconciliation  com- 
plete. There  is  no  better  way  Maria,  to  stop  the  mouths 
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of  these  lords  of  the  creation  than  to  fill  them  with  good 
things. 

In  the  afternoon  we  intend  to  hegin  our  visits  to 
the  Neighbours.  I  shall  dress  myself  well,  (I  have  a 
little  straw  hat  with  Syringas  in  it,  which  is  most  love- 
iy)  and  take  notice  with  what  satisfaction  Bjdm  will 
introduce  me :  "  My  wife,  my  wife,"  he  always  says 
**  my  wife,"  in  a  most  peculiar  tone  of  satisfaction.  Bat 
now  **  my  wife"  must  leave  off  talking ;  she  must  attend 
to  her  husband's  dinner." 

Evening. 

Another  little  quarrel!  It  is  dangerous  to  rouse 
the  sleeping  lion.     The  scene  occurs  at  dessert 

'*  Dear  child,  what  bonnet  do  you  intend  to  put  on 
to-day?" 

"  My  little  straw  hat,  with  the  Syringa's." 

**  That  one  ?  O,  no,  don't  I  wear  your  white  Crape 
bonnet,  which  is  so  pretty." 

"  That  one  ?  my  only  dress  bonnet  I  What  can  you 
be  thinking  of,  darling  ?  To  sit  with  that  bonnet  ex- 
posed to  the  dust  in  the  open  carriage — and  who  knows 
we  may  have  rain." 

"  Well  then,  at  least,  there'll  be  no  dust  I " 

"How  clever  you  are! — But  that  wont  mend  my 
bonnet  I " 

"  My  sweet  Fanny,  it  would  please  me  very  much,  if 
you  would  put  on  that  bonnet" 

**  Then  I  will,  dear  Bjbrn,  even  if  it  should  be  dusty 
and  rain  at  the  same  time." 

And  now  I  am  going  to  put  on  the  white  bonnet 
What  would  Mrs.  Folker  say,  if  she  were  to  see  me  rid- 
ing In  it  on  the  turnpike  road  in  an  open  carriage! 
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The  little  gardener-lad  playt  on  this  occaiion  the  part 
of  footman,  drested  in  a  grey  jacket  with  a  green 
velvet  eolltf. 

Friday,  tha  ISth. 

"  You  look  more  than  lovely  in  this  honnet ! "  cried 
fijom,  when  he  saw  his  wife  yesterday  dressed  for  a 
visit.  **  Ma  dtire  m&t  must  needs  see  you  in  it.  We 
must  look  in  at  Karlsfors,  before  we  drive  any  further. 
It  is  really  most  lovely !  '* 

*'  Indeed,  do  you  think  so  t  Well,  as  you  like,  my 
sweet  friend  I  If  we  only  don't  arrive  too  late  at  the 
other  places." 

*'  Whether  we  do  or  not,  sia  ehire  mire  must  see  my 
little  wife  to-day.'* 

Now  see  the  <'  little  wife"  in  her  little  bonnet  jog- 
ging in  her  little  carriage,  casting  uneasy,  almost  en- 
treating looks  upward  to  the  sky,  which  looks  down  ra- 
ther dark  and  threatening  upon  the  little  bonnet  How- 
ever we  reached  Karlsfors,  without  receiving  a  single 
drop  of  rain.  In  the  drawing-room  we  met  with  visi- 
tors. Ma  chire  mire  came  gladly  and  cheerfully  to  meet 
us,  kissed  me,  looked  at  me,  patted  me  on  the  cheek, 
and  said,  I  looked  like  a  winter's  new  moon.  To  Bjorn 
she  said :  "  You  have  a  little  wife,  Lars  Anders,  but  it 
may  be  said  of  her,  little  but  good."  Bjom  appeared 
highly  delighted.  (I  am  rather  vexed  iYitXmackiremire 
should  find  mc  so  dreadfully  little ;  sometimes  it  seems 
as  if  she  thought  me  insignificant,  but  that  I  really  am 
notwithstanding.)  Fresh  visitors  came,  and  I  sat  mo 
doim  surveying  the  company.  My  attention  was  sooa 
attracted  to  a  young  lady  (I  am  sure  less  than  I)  whos^ 
whole  air  displayed  an  extraordinary  vivacity.    Sk 
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had  a  sallowish  complexion^  sparkling  brown  eyes,  a 
somewhat  large  and  aquiline  nose,  and  a  chin  a  little 
projecting ;  she  was  not  handsome,  but  she  had  some- 
thing piquant,  and  her  fashionable  but  somewhat  over 
dressy  attire  suited  excellently  well  to  her  little  lively 
figure.  Bjorn  and  her  cordially  extended  the  hand  to 
each  other ;  and  her  lively  sharp  eyes  soon  rested  on  me. 
Bjorn  made  a  move  as  if  he  wished  to  introduce  us  to 
each  other ;  at  this  moment  however  ma  chh-e  mire  took 
hold  of  me,  turned  me  quite  round,  led  me  to  the  piano, 
and  I  was  now  compelled  to  play  and  sing  to  the  com« 
pany.  Having  finished  my  song,  the  lively  little  lady 
came  and  seated  herself  at  my  side.  She  looked  at  me 
penetratingly,  but  kindly  and  almost  familiarly,  and 
asked  how  long  I  had  been  in  this  place,  and  if  I  did 
not  find  the  people  here  "  horribly  en  arriere  in  compa- 
ison  with  the  Stockholmers."  I  cheerfully  replied  to 
her,  when  she  said,  looking  at  me  for  a  long  time,  and 
inquisitively,  "  You  are  very  much  like  your  mother — 
an  excellent  woman  your  mother — I  have  often  seen 
her  ere  this ;  and  I  feel  to  know  you  very  well  too,  Mrti 
Werner,  although  I  have  never  seen  you  before." 

I  looked  at  her  inquiringly,  and  had  the  words, 
"  with  whom  have  I  the  pleasure,"  etc.  on  my  tongue, 
but  she  anticipated  me,  and  asked  me  whether  I  had 
yet  seen  many  of  my  neighbours  ? 

I  told  her  that  I  w  as  now  on  my  way  to  make  some 
visits. 

"WeU,"  she  replied,  **then  you  will  become  ac- 
quainted with  many  curious  personages,  some  of  a 
water-gruel,  others  of  a  horse-radish  nature.  It  would 
be  a  pity  for  you  not  to  get  a  little  fore-taste  of  what 
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you  will  meet  with  liereaftcr.  When  you  come  to  v. 
P — '8.,  the  new  nobility,  at  Holma,  speak  of  accom- 
plishments and  the  arts ;  mention  en  pattemi  your 
g^teel  acquaintances,  at  least  if  you  wish  to 
be  in  favor  with  the  v.  P — 's.  Has  it  ever  yet 
occurred  to  you,  after  being  with  certain  persons  for  a 
few  hours,  to  feel  as  if  you  were  soaked,  or,  if  I  may 
BO  express  myself,  drenched  ?" 

"  O  yes  I"  said  I,  laughing. 

MWcll,  then  you  know  the  sensations  with  which 
you  will  return  from  the  v.  P — 's.  At  Major  Stal- 
mark's  family,  in  Adam's-rest,  don't  let  your  conver- 
sation be  on  art,  that  is,  if  you  wish  to  be  in  favor  with 
them  ; — nature,  liberty,  simplicity,  is  the  motto  there. 
My  good  friend,  the  Major's  wife,  will  speak  of  nothing 
else  but  of  servants  and  house- keeping.  With  the 
Migor  nothing  goes  down  but  thorough  good  sense  and 
strong  energy.  I  shall  be  anxious  to  hear  whether  you 
are  very  much  edified  by  it.  There  are  disputations 
which  do  not  strengthen  the  wits ;  but  take  care  that  the 
young  Adamites  do  not  play  you  some  unparadisc- 
like  tricks ;  the  old  ones,  I  suppose,  keep  in  the 
stable." 

"  I  advise  you,  as  a  friend,  not  to  pass  by  the  old 
maiden  Hellevi  Hausgiebel,  who  lives  in  her  Bird's- 
nest,  near  the  town,  for  she  would  not  take  it  well ;  with 
her  angular  figure  and  her  sharp  tongue,  she  just  re- 
minds one  of  a  wood-pecker,  and  at  the  same  time  of 
a  gingerbread-cake, — but  perhaps  you  know  her 
ah«ady." 

"  No,  but  I  have  heard  that  she  is  ill-natured  and 
ridiculous." 
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"  Ill-natured  ?  ridiculous?"  repeated  my  neighboa 
hesitating ;  "  hm  ! — Heaven  knows  if  that  is  not  sayii 
too  much.  Ill-natured  ?  She  expresses  her  opinion  i 
people  tolerably  free,  but  she  does  it  openly  and  m 
too  severely.  Ridiculous  ?  Well,  perhaps  that  mi 
be  true.  She  has  her  failings  just  as  much  and  pn 
bably  more  than  many  others.  But  my  comparisc 
you  will  at  all  events  find  striking.*' 

"  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  I,  amused  mth  hi 
ideas,  which  from  her  lips  sounded  less  malicious  ths 
they  appear  on  paper ;  "  I  should  very  much  like  tokno 
what  you  have  to  say  about  my  husband  and  me,  an 
what  you  would  compare  us  to  ?" 

"  Who  can  ever  look  at  the  good  Doctor  Weme 
without  thinking  of  a  plum-pudding  ?  And  you,  dci 
Madam,  are  the  hot  sweet-sauce  to  it,  without  whic 
the  former  would  not  have  half  its  flavour ;  but  whs 
I  have  yet  to  add  about  your  future  acquaintances  i 
that  you  will  not  know  what  is  most  exemplary  amon 
us,  until  you  have  seen  the  old  Dahls,  nor  can  you  hai 
a  clear  conception  of  perfect  amiability  until  you  hai 
made  the  acquaintance  of  their  grand-daughter  Seren 
the  flower  of  the  Dale  ;  •  the  name  doubly  applies  1 
her. 

"  Serena  V*  I  repeated,  "  that's  a  singular  name  ?" 

"  It  won't  appear  so  to  you  when  you  see  her.  SI 
seems  to  have  been  christened  in  heaven.  But  I  mui 
be  going;  and  if,  after  our  conversation,  you  say  thi 
I  am  either  mad  or  spiteful,  I  tell  you,  I  care  nothin 

*  In  the  Swedish  it  is  here  the  pun  with  Dahlen*  blomnutt  tl 
flower  of  the  Dahlflal  Fsmtly  and  dalen»  blomma,  the  flower  < 
the  Dale. 


TBI  VBlOBBOOli.  M 

about  it  I  bImII  like  you  any  way,  and  hope  to  aee 
you  foon  again." 

With  thia  aha  aqueesed  my  hand  very  heartily,  roae, 
and  quickly  took  leave  of  ua  alL  On  her  going  out, 
I  nodoed  Uiat  ahe  waa  a  little  awry,  to  conceal  which 
ahe  aeemed  to  give  heraelf  no  trouble  whatever. 

"  Who  ia  ahe  t  who  ia  ahe  V  I  aaked  when  ihe  had 
left  the  room. 

".What,  Franciakaf"  aaid  ma  ehir$mir$t  "don't 
you  know  Miaa  Hellevi  Hauagiebelt  Well,  then  I 
have  been  very  fooliah  not  to  introduce  you  to  one 
another." 

I  atood  aa  if  thunderatruck.  "  Misa  Hellevi  Ilaua- 
giebel  7"  I  at  length  exclaimed,  "why  the  ia  aaid  to  be 
old  I" 

"  Thoae  are  her  own  storiea,"  aaid  ma  chire  mire. 
"  She  haa  her  whimg,  and  taket  aa  much  pains  to  make 
herself  out  old  as  others  do  to  appear  young.  She 
pretenda  to  be  forty  yeara  old,  but  is,  I  am  sure,  not 
yet  five  and  thirty.  Her  fine  Bird's-nest  I  don't 
particularly  admire,  for  I  am  no  connoisseur  in  snails, 
worms,  and  sponges,  which  she  collects  there ;  but  she 
herself  is  a  clever  estimable  peraon  whom  I  like  very 
well." 

**  But  what  will  she  think  of  me  ?"  thought  I  to  my- 
aelf,  whilst  aahamed  of  my  own  atupidity,  I  returned 
with  Bjorn  to  the  cabriolet  My  hat  had  made  no 
great  ahow,  and  I  had  been  guilty  of  a  sad  inadver- 
tence. The  commencement  of  our  journey  waa  not 
encouraging. 

Pshaw  I  thought  I  to  myself,  by  way  of  comfort, — 
Misa  Hauagiebel  ia  a  aenaible  peraon ;  I  am  not,  upon 
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the  whole,  so  stupid ;  we  can  manage  to  make  it  all 
straight  again.  La  Bruyere  says,  "  Le  sot  ne  se  retire 
jamais  du  ridicule,  c'est  son  charactere,  1'  on  y  entre 
quelquefois  avec  de  1'  esprit,  mais  V  on  en  sort;  "  and 
merrily  the  carriage  rolled  along  to  Adam's-rest,  the 
residence  of  Major  Stalmark.  Not  far  from  the  estate 
we  met  a  young  girl,  of  about  fourteen  years  of  age, 
riding  on  an  CElandish  poney,  without  a  saddle ;  her 
hair  was  reddish^  and,  as  well  as  the  whole  of  hex  dress, 
in  great  disorder.  "  Good  day.  Miss  Malla,"  ^5*^™ 
called  to  the  young  Amazon,  "  Are  your  father  and 
mother  at  home  ?  "  **  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  "  she  cried  in 
reply.  "  I  am  riding  Putta  to  the  pasture,**  She  rode 
on,  we  drove  further.  "  Heaven  keep  me ! "  cried  I, 
"  is  that  intended  to  be  a  young  lady  V*  "  Yes !  '* 
answered  my  husband,  laconically.  We  arrived  at  the 
house.  A  tremendous  noise  resounded  there.  Three 
young  gentlemen,  in  hunting  costume,  were  loitering 
about,  with  not  less  than  a  score  of  dogs.  At  the  sight 
of  my  Bear  and  his  little  wife  the  barking  company 
turned  upon  our  innocent  equipage,  but,  fortunately 
for  my  heroism  and  that  of  my  beloved,  they  were 
called  oft*  by  the  young  gentlemen,  and  the  lively  but 
unharmonious  choir  moved  further  off.  This  spot  of 
land  ought  properly  to  be  called  Adam's-««rest,  thought 
I  to  myself.  Whilst  I  was  walking  through  the  hall, 
something  came  between  my  feet  which  nearly  over- 
threw me.  I  perceived  it  was  a  piece  of  wood  j  I  looked 
round  and  discovered  in  one  corner  of  the  hall  two 
cunning  little  grinning  figures,  who  were  preparing  to 
bombard  a-firesh  the  peaceable  guests.  I  threatened 
them  with  the  piece  of  wood,  and  had  an  indescribable 
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desire  to  make  the  wild  young  things  more  intiniAtely 
acquainted  with  it  Bjorn,  however,  who  was  already 
in  the  ante-chamber,  called  me,  and  I  was  obliged  to 
fly  rapidly,  for  something — heaven  knows  what — came 
rattling  at  my  heels.  I  was  cross,  but  was  nevertliclcss 
obliged  to  laugh.  Bjbrn  was  angry  when  he  heard 
what  had  happened  to  me,  again  opened  the  door  to 
the  entry,  clenched  his  fist  at  the  Adamites,  and 
promised  them  a  ducking  if  they  would  not  let  people 
alone. 

After  we  had  collected  ourselves,  my  Bear  had  ceased 
growling,  and  I  laughing,  we  entered  the  room  and 
fuund  in  a  comfortable  drawing-room  two  persons  of 
the  appearance  usually  indicating  a  certain  degree  of 
rank  and  fortune.  It  was  the  major  and  liis  wife. 
The  major — an  elderly,  still  handsome-looking  man — 
had  a  good  tempered  and  well-bred  manner. 

The  Lady  was  very  stout,  still  young,  but  not  pretty ; 
in  her  look  there  was  a  particularly  open  and  straight-  j 
forward  expression.     Bjbrn  introduced  "  my  wife  I"  and  J 
"  my  wife"  was  received  as  cordially  as  my  Bear  himself.  J 
The  gentlemen  walked  up  and  down  talking  together.l 
The  ladies  were  left  on  the  sofa  to  make  nearer  ac-f 
quaintance  with  each  other.     She  looked  at  mc,  and 
at  her.      Her  face  seemed  familiar  to  me,  her  voicj 
still   more   so;    this   latter  especially — which    had 
Finlandish  accent — made  such  an  extraordinary  inJ 
pression  upon  me,  I  could  not  take  off  my  eyes  from  hef 
I  saw  a  little  scar  upon  her  neck  and  memory  Kuf 
denly  recalled  an  Episode  of  my  former  life;  I 
traced  by- gone  scenes,    which  you  must  contempll 
with  me,  in  order  to  understand    that    which 
follows. 
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First,  accompany  me  to  my  exploits  in  the  Gym- 
nastic Hall ;  go  back  with  me  as  far  as  a  time  when  I 
was  yet  young,  when  my  pulse  beat  quicker  than  it 
does  at  present  (although  Bjom  maintains,  that  it  might 
run  more  quickly,  yet  without  being  the  wone)  to  a 
time  when  I  was  heartily  tired  to  see  always  the  same 
sun,  the  same  faces ;  when  I  longed  with  impatience  for 
adventures;  when  a  conflagration  or  a  tumult  were  real 
refreshments  to  me;  when  the  Battle  of  I'rague  and  the 
Battle  of  Fleury  were  my  most  favourite  pieces  of 
music ;  when  I  wept  that  I  was  not  a  man,  that  I  mi^t 
enjoy  a  Campaign ;  when,  in  a  sort  of  craving  for  excesi» 
I  drank  five  cups  of  watery  Tea  at  ChamberlainArbelf  s, 
whereupon  his  wife,  in  a  firenzy  of  generosity,  would  in- 
sist dn  making  me  take  the  sixth. 

I  was  then  sixteen,  and,  fortunate  for  my  restless 
character,  my  right  shoulder  began  to  project  at  that 
time.  Gymnastics  were  then  in  fashion,  as  remedies 
against  all  manner  of  defects,  and  my  parents  deter- 
mined to  let  me  try  Gymnastics.  Arrayed  in  trimmed 
Pantaloons,  a  Bonjour-co&t  of  green  cloth  and  a  little 
morning  cap  with  pink  ribbon,  I  made  my  appearance 
one  day  in  an  assemblage  of  from  thirty  to  forty  fi- 
gures, dressed  almost  the  same  as  myself,  who  were 
merrily  swarming  about  a  large  saloon,  over  ropes,  lad- 
ders, and  poles.  It  was  a  strange  and  novel  scene.  I 
kept  myself  in  the  back  ground  the  first  day,  and  learn- 
ed from  my  governess  the  **  bending  of  the  back,"  and 
the  **  exercise  of  the  arms  and  legs."  The  second  day 
I  began  to  be  intimate  with  some  of  the  girls,  the  third 
I  vied  with  them  on  ropes  and  ladders,  and  ere  the 
close  of  the  second  week,  I  was  the  leader  of  the  second 
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9f  and  began  to  encourage  tliem  to  all  manner 
jriclu. 

\t  that  time  I  was  studying  Greek  history:  their 
roes  and  their  heroic  deeds  filled  my  imagination, 
en  in  the  Gymnastic  schooL  I  proposed  to  my  band 
t  assume  masculine  and  antique  names,  and  in  this 
>lace  to  answer  to  no  other  than  such  as  Agamemnon, 
2paminondas,  &c.  For  myself  I  chose  the  name  of 
Orestes  and  called  my  best  friend  in  the  class,  Pylades. 
There  was  a  tall  thin  girl,  with  a  Finlandish  accent, 
whom  I  greatly  disliked,  chiefly  on  account  of  the  dis- 
respect for  me  and  my  ideas,  which  she  manifested 
without  reserve ;  she  quizzed  this  change  of  names, 
and  in  derision  called  me  and  my  friend,  (who  were 
both  little)  Orre  and  Pylle.  I  was  extremely  vexed 
at  this,  for  it  lowered  the  enthusiastic  spirit  with  which 
I  wished  to  inspire  the  whole  troop.  My  tall  enemy 
did  not  wish,  as  she  said,  to  be  called  any  thing  else 
than  Brita  Kaijsa;  I,  notwithstanding,  continually  called 
her  Darius ;  from  this  arose  fresh  causes  for  quarrels. 
Although  in  love  with  the  Greek  history,  I  was  no  less 
taken  with  the  Swedish.  Charles  XII  was  my  Idol, 
and  I  often  entertained  my  friends  in  my  class  with  i 
narrations  of  his  deeds  till  my  own  soul  was  on  fire  with  1 
the  most  glowing  enthusiasm.  Like  a  shower  of  coldT 
water,  Darius  one  day  came  into  the  midst  of  us,  and^ 
opposed  me  with  the  assertion  that  Czar  Peter  I.  was  / 
much  grreater  man  than  Charles  XII.  I  accepted  thf 
challenge  with  blind  zeal  and  suppressed  rage.  My  ou 
ponent  brought  forward  a  number  of  facts  with  cooing 
and  skill,  in  support  of  her  opinion;  and  when  I,  ca 
ftiting  all  her  positions,  thought  to  exalt  my  victoril 
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hero  to  the  clouds,  she  was  perpetually  throwing 
Bender  and  Pultawa  in  my  way.  O  Pultawa!  Pultawal 
many  tears  have  fallen  o'er  thy  bloody  battle-field,  but 
none  more  bitter  than  those  which  I  shed  in  secret, 
when  I,  like  Charles  himself,  suffered  a  defeat  there. 

A  third  spark  fell  on  my  smothered  imagination, 
and  the  flame  burst  forth.  A  young,  pretiy,  but  lame 
girl,  in  whom  our  masculine  costume  could  not  hide  the 
feminine  and  timid  disposition  shared  my  love  of  he- 
roism, and  I  declared  myself  her  knight  One  day, 
when  I  was  reciting  some  verses  from  Racine,  the  abo- 
minable Darius  came  forward  and  said  scornfully :  "  I 
am  your  rival !  "  I  cast  an  annihilating  look  on  my 
rival,  and  said  contemptuously :  **  BritaKaijsa,  stick  to 
your  needle!  "  This  vexed  Brita  Kaijsa,  and  she  blush- 
ed, whilst  my  party  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  A 
short  time  after,  I  was  sitting  upon  the  ladder,  and  was 
looking  from  my  elevation  at  the  swarming  little  crowd 
beneath  me,  when  suddenly  I  felt  one  foot  laid  hold  of 
by  a  strong  hand ;  I  saw  my  tall  enemy,  who  had  reached 
up  her  arm  and  was  holding  me  fast,  whilst  she  deri- 
dingly  said :  "  Holloa,  up  there !  help  thyself  now  as 
Orestes,  or  stay  on  the  step  and  cluck  like  an  "  Orre" 
(Heath-cock)."  What  Orestes  would  have  done  in  my 
situation,  I  know  not,  but  my  wrath,  my  cries,  and  my 
gestures  resembled  a  bird  caught  in  the  snare,  rather 
than  a  captive  hero ;  an  indescribable  laughter  was  set 
up  all  around  me,  and  threw  me  into  a  perfect  rage. 
With  a  loud  voice  I  called  Pylades  to  my  aid,  but  Py- 
lades  looked  like  a  poltroon,  and  only  made  some  faint 
remonstrances  to  my  enemy.  "  I  challenge  you,  I  de- 
mand satisfaction,"  cried  I  to  Darius,  who  only  laughed 
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d !  **  Bravo,  One,  bniTo !    Look,  that's  jait  the 

1  which  Czar  Peter  held  faat  great  Charles  XII, 

ider."     I  was  on  the  point  of  committing  some 

rate  act,  when  one  of  the  teachers  came,  quickly 

a  end  to  this  scene,  and  liberated  me.    But  my 

.  foamed  in  bitterness,  I  went  to  Pylades  and  said : 

a  have  behaved  disgracefully,  Pylades,  this  instant 

s  with  me,  I  will  challenge  this  great  bragger  who 

insulted  me — ^you  shall  be  my  second."    Pylades 

ced  as  timid  as  a  hare,  but  did  not  venture  to  re- 

e. 

I  went  to  Darius,  who  with  provoking  indifference 
18  leaning  against  a  wall  and  humming  to  herself, 
('ith  frowning  brow  I  approached  her,  and  asked: 
'What  did  you  mean  by  your  conduct  to  me  just 
iiow?"  Brita  Kaijsa  stared  at  me  indignantly,  and 
loswered  carelessly :  **  What  did  I  mean  ?  why,  exactly 
ivhat  I  said,  to  be  sure."  **  Well  then,  I  have  a  word 
to  speak  to  you,"  said  I  enraged, — "  You  have  insulted 
one  shamefully,  and  I  request  that  you  ask  my  pardon 
in  the  presence  of  the  whole  class,  and  acknowledge 
iiat  Charles  XII  was  a  greater  man  than  Czar  Peter, 
)r  else  you  shall  fight  with  me,  if  you  have  any  honour 
D  your  breast  and  are  not  a  coward."  Brita  Kaijsa 
)lu8hed,  but  said  with  detestable  coolness  :  "  Ask  par- 
ion,  indeed  ?  I  should  never  dream  of  such  a  thing. 
Pight  7  (>  yes,  I  have  no  objection  !  but  where  and 
»ith  what?  With  pins,  think  you,  or — "  "  With  the 
tword,  if  you  are  not  afraid — and  on  this  very  spot 
We  can  meet  here  half  an  hour  before  the  rest ;  arms 
I  shall  bring  with  me,  Pylades  is  my  second,  and  you 
ihall  appoint  your  own  I "    This  I  said  with  an  air  of 
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great  haughtiness.  ^  I  shall  not  trouhle  myself  to  get 
one/'  answered  Brita  Kaijsa,  with  intolerable  insolence 
— "  I  don't  fear  being  a  match  for  you  both." 

"  You  must  have  a  second  ! "  I  cried,  stamping  with 
my  little  foot,  **  it  is  the  rule." 

"  Very  well.    Gronvall,  come  here  a  moment." 

"  Elizabeth  Gronvall  was  also  a  tall  girl,  stupid  ani 
helpless,  with  pouting  lips ;  she  called  me,  by  way  of  de- 
rision, "  Nestor."  Having  been  made  acquainted  with 
the  affair,  she  consented  with  an  air  of  great  importance 
to  second  my  opponent. 

**  To-morrow  morning  at  nine  o'clock  I "  I  said, 
going  away. 

"  At  nine  o'clock ! "  repeated  Brita  Kaijsa,  with  a 
scornful  laugh. 

On  my  way  home,  I  endeavoured  to  inspire  Pyladet 
with  courage,  and  to  bind  her  to  secrecy,  and  being 
strongly  attached  to  me  she  promised — after  many 
fruitless  expostulations,  and  with  tears  in  her  eyes — ^to 
observe  silence  and  be  faithful  to  me  unto  death. 

My  blood  was  in  violent  commotion;  at  night, 
however,  I  had  gone  to  bed,  and  when  all  was  still 
around  me,  I  cannot  deny  that  a  kind  of  surprise  and 
horror  seized  me  at  the  thought  of  the  deed  I  was  about 
to  commit.  But  to  recant,  to  forsake  Charles  XII,  to 
bear  the  self- incurred  disgrace  unrevenged,  to  merit 
the  scorn  of  my  enemy  and  expose  myself  to  further 
persecutions, — no  I  raUier  die  I  Then  again  I  thought 
on  the  words  of  the  commandment,  and  on  my  parents, 
how  they  would  weep  if  I  perished.  My  antagonist 
stood  before  me,  fierce  and  powerful  as  Czar  Peter,  and 
J— ah,  I  felt  indeed  I  was  no  Charles  XII.    At  the 
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thougbtt  of  the  tears  of  my  parenti ,  at  my  own  tears 
filling,  and  weeping,  I  fell  asleep.  On  my  awaking  I 
found  it  was  already  broad  day-ligbt,  and  the  clock 
struck  half-past  eight  I  had  almost  overslept  the 
time  of  the  duel ;  but  whilst  rubbing  sleep  from  my 
eyes,  I  felt  as  if  a  voice  sounded  loudly  in  my  ears  as 
through  a  trumpet,  **  Nine  o'clock  1  *' — I  jumped  up. 
The  rendezvous  stood  clear  before  my  memory.  In  five 
minutes  I  was  dressed.  I  took  the  two  small  swords, 
which  I  had  taken  the  evening  before  from  my  bro- 
ther's room,  who  was  then  from  home,  with  me.  But 
suddenly  the  thought  struck  me  that  I  ought  to  have 
written  a  letter  to  my  parents,  to  be  ready  in  case  I 
should  fall  a  victim  in  the  combat.  On  a  strip  of  paper 
therefore  I  wrote  in  pencil :  "  My  dear  parents  I  on  the 
receipt  of  these  few  lines  I — "  Despair  1  the  clock 
f  truck  a  quarter  to  nine ;  I  should  have  been  too  late, 
if  I  had  delayed  going  another  instant  I  hastily  threw 
the  letter  just  begun  into  my  desk,  threw  myself  like 
Caesar  into  the  arms  of  fortune,  and  repaired  bearing 
the  swords  under  my  mantle,  to  the  Gymnasium. 

You  may  easily  imagine  that  I  knew  nothing  of  the 
art  of  fencing ;  but  that  mattered  little  to  me.  To  dash 
blindfold  into  the  adventure  appeared  to  me  both  sim- 
ple and  easy.  Besides,  I  confess  that  I  reflected  as 
little  as  possible  on  the  way  to  the  meeting-place. 
When  I  had  entered  the  spacious  saloon,  I  found  my 
enemy  already  there  with  her  second,  but  Pylades  was 
nowhere  to  be  seen.  I  was  secretly  enraged  with  her. 
Darius  and  I  saluted  each  other  proudly  and  distantly. 
I  gave  her  the  first  choice  of  the  swords.  She  took  one 
and  flourished  it  about  quite  dexterously,  as  if  Bhe\\8A 
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been  accustomed  to  the  use  of  it  I  saw  myself  (in 
imagination)  already  stabbed  to  the  heart.  At  this 
moment  Pylades  arrived  quite  pale  and  terrified.  I 
cast  an  angry  glance  at  her,  and  locked  the  door. 

**  For  heaven's  sake,"  cried  Pylades,  '*  don't  murder 
one  another,  it  is  downright  madness  I " 

**  Silent ! "  I  called  out  with  anger,  and  said  hurriedly 
to  Darius :  **  Do  you  still  continue  in  your  obstinacy, 
not  to  acknowledge  yourself  wrong,  nor  to  ask  my  par- 
don ? " 

"  I  continue  so ! "  said  Darius,  whilst  with  unparal- 
lelled  coolness  she  proved  the  temper  of  her  sword  by 
bending  it  against  the  ground :  "  Czar  Peter  was  a  great 
man!  " 

"Down  with  him!  long  life  to  Charles  XIII**  I 
cried,  bursting  out  into  a  furious  rage.  I  placed  my- 
self in  an  attitude  of  defence,  Darius  did  the  same. 

"Stop,  stop  !  "  cried  Pylades  in  an  agony.     "Stop, 
it  is  my  place  to  give  the  signal  first !  " 
"  Then  be  sharp  about  it ! " 

"  Stop,  stop  ! — I  am  thinking  of  something — stop  I  ** 
"  ril  not  wait !  "  cried  I,  "  my  Russian  friend,  I 
count  one,  two,  three,  and  then  we  begin.  One — two- 
three  ! — Our  swords  clashed  one  against  the  other,  and 
in  the  nextnnoment  I  was  disarmed,  and  thrown  on  the 
ground.  Darius  stood  over  me,  and  I  believed  my  last 
hour  had  arrived.  How  astonished  was  I  however, 
when  my  enemy  threw  her  sword  away  from  her,  took 
me  by  the  hand  and  lifted  me  up,  whilst  she  cheerfully 
cried:  "Well,  now  you  have  satisfaction;  let  usbc 
^ood  friends  again ;  you  are  a  brave  little  body !  " 
Pyladts  sank  upon  her  knees  ready  to  faint.     Nat* 
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tor  sat  upon  the  ladder  and  cried  bitterly,  I  felt  utterly 
bewildered,  while  I  stared  at  my  former  enemy,  who 
was  bleed injf  profus^'ly  from  a  wound  in  the  neck. 

**  You  arc  bleeding ! "  I  called  out  at  length,  *'  I 
have  killed  you  I " 

"  Nonsense  1  a  little  scratch,  which  will  soon  be  well 
again.  Besides,  I  must  tell  you  notwithstanding,  that 
I  like  the  Russians  just  as  little  as  you  do,  and  that  I 

only  feigned  all  this  in  order "    She  grew  pale, 

faltered,  and  was  obliged  to  sit  down. 

"  What  have  I  done,  O  wretched  me  ?  '*  I  exclaimed, 
overwhelmed,  I  threw  myself  on  the  ground  by  the  side 
of  the  bleeding  one. — "  Forgive,  oh  forgive  me  I" 

At  this  moment  a  tremendous  noise  was  heard  at 
the  door ;  Pylades  crawled  to  it,  opened  it,  and  in  rush- 
ed the  fencing  master  and  three  teachers.  My  senses 
now  forsook  me. 

It  was  not  until  three  weeks  afterwards  that  I  as- 
certained that  Pylades  had  betrayed  me,  had  written 
that  very  morning  to  one  of  the  teachers,  and  intreated 
her  to  prevent  my  foolish  purpose.  But  the  note  had 
been  delayed,  and  consequently  the  affrighted  teachers 
had  arrived  too  late  to  prevent  the  duel. 

Brita  Kaijsa,  for  after  this  I  re-christened  no  one  any 
more,  was  in  a  short  time  perfectly  cured  of  her  wound, 
but  I  was  laid  up  dangerously  ill  for  upwards  of  three 
months.  This  illness  however  had  a  good  and  salutary 
etfect ;  it  cooled  my  violent  temperament.  After  being 
restored  to  health,  I  learned  that  Brita  Kaijsa  had  de- 
parted with  her  friends  to  Finland,  which  was  their 
place  of  residence;  that  she  had  visited  me  several 
times  during  my  illness^  and  expressed  her  sincetete- 
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fht    One,  two,  three " 

The  Mi^or't  lady  looked  at  me  for  a  moment,  as  if 
e  thought  I  were  not  in  my  right  tenBei,  and  the 
xt  minute  she  cried :  **  Czar  Peter  was  a  great  man ! " 
>k  up  likewise  a  knitting-needle,  and  placed  herself 
an  opposing  position  to  me.  We  then  at  once  drop- 
d  our  weapons  and  fell  laughing  immoderately  into 
ch  others  arms. 

**  Now  imagine  (if  you  can)  Bjttm  and  the  Major's 
tonishment  at  this  scene,  and  you  may  easily  conceive 
e  questions,  exclamations,  explanations,  aslonish- 
mts,  and  the  laughter. 

Brita  Kaijsa  and  I  surveyed  each  other  again. 
**  Good  gracious,  how  aged  you  are  since  that  time  1 " 
e  exclaimed. 

And  you  have  not  g^own  more  civil !  thought  I  to 
yself;  but  said,  "  you,  on  the  contrary,  have  grown 
•unflfcr  in  appearance."  And  su  it  was,  the  full 
mely  woman  was  handsomer  by  far  than  the  dark 
inny  girl. 

When  our  astonishment,  retrospections,  and  laugh- 
g  were  ended,  wo  fell  on  the  chapter  of  amunements 
id  youthful  pranks  in  general.  The  gentlemen  were 
lite  vivacious  over  the  reminiscences  of  their  naughty 
icks  and  adventures.  Brita  Kaijsa  declared  that  she 
id  never  spent  any  period  of  her  existence  so  pleasantly 
that  of  her  youth.  All  three  unanimouhly  sgreed  in 
garding  their  young  days  as  the  golden  age  of  life. 
**  Yes,  yes  I  "  said  Bjbrn  at  length,  with  a  sigh,  "  It 
IS  a  happy  time,  never  to  return." 
"  My  love ! "  said  I,  somewhat  teased  by  this  rap- 
rous  preference  of  youth,  **  do  not  fancy,  I  beg,  that 

»      VOL  i 
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it  has  been  so  overabundantly  excellent.  Doei  not  the 
age  of  childhood  appear  to  men  of  maturity  as  a  land- 
scape in  perspective.  It  seems  so  beautiful,  only 
because  it  is  so  far  distant  I  am  firmly  convinced, 
that,  as  a  boy,  you  have  had  many  tedious  hours  with 
lectures,  scoldings^  punishment  and  restraints,andmaDy 
distresses  from  which  you  are  now  free !  "  Bjom 
laughed.  "  I,  for  my  part,  never  feel  disposed  to  praise 
the  days  of  childhood.  With  me,  that  time  was  full  of 
longing  to  be  grown  up.  Ah,  how  delightful  to  be 
grown  up,  to  escape  scoldings  for  tearing  my  clothes. 
Ah,  if  I  were  but  grown  up  and  could  drink  coffee 
every  day.  Ah,  how  charming  to  be  grown  up  and 
go  to  balls  dressed  in  gauze  and  flowers  like  Mammal 
Ah,  were  I  grown  up,  and  might  read  novels  1  All, 
ah,  were  I  only  grown  up !  I  am  firmly  convinced, 
that  all  children,  each  in  his  way,  have  such  longings. 
And  suppose,  indeed,  that  children  are  at  times  very 
happy — to  what,  I  should  like  to  know,  does  this  happi- 
ness amount?  A  transient,  partial  happiness,  of 
which  they  are  but  partly  conscious,  and  for  this  very 
reason  are  able  to  enjoy  it  but  in  part  And  when  ai 
length  we  attain  the  object  of  our  childish  longing, 
when  we  are  grown  up,  drink  Cofi*ee,  read  Novels,  and 
go  to  Balls,  ah !  then  cravings  for  some  future  good 
become  a  part  of  our  existence,  and  anxiety  prevent! 
the  peaceful  enjoyment  of  the  present ;  so  doubtful 
you  see,  is  the  much  extolled  happiness  of  childrei 
and  youth !" 
"  Upon  my  word.  Madam  Werner  is  not  so  far  wrong,' 
said  the  Major  gravely,  *'  and  every  age  no  doubt  ha 
its  grievances.  That  was  a  capital  remark  about  th 
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Landicape  in  penpective.  Yet,  Yei  1  there  is  some 
truth  in  that" 

But  my  Bear  looked  at  me  half  astonished,  half  dis* 
tressed  and  said ;  *'  It  seems  then  that  yours  was  not 
a  happy  childhood,  Franciska." 

*<  Indeed  it  was  not  1"  replied  I,  **  I  was  too  restless, 
too  unreasonable  e^er  to  be  satisfied,  and  without  good 
sense  and  repose  there  can  be  no  real  happiness." 

'*  Well  said,  well  spoken ;"  said  the  Migor. 

The  Tea  was  brought  in,  and  at  the  same  time  the 
young  gentlemen  entered ;  three  hearty,  lively,  but 
somewhat  boorish  young  men.  They  were  Brita 
Kaijsa's  step-sons.  The  young  gentlemen  talked  of 
hunting,  horses  and  dogs;  after  which  the  conversution 
turned  on  the  new  inhabitant  of  Ramm.  **  They  say 
he  is  an  American,"  and,  added  one  of  the  sons,  "they 
say  that  he  is  very  rich  and  has  had  adventures  enough 
to  be  the  hero  of  a  Novel." 

**  Aye,  to  be  sure"  said  our  hostess,  shrugging  her 
shoulders.  **  1  believe  that  he  is  precisely  like  oUier 
people,  but  you  are  always  exaggerating,  Robert" 

Robert  blushed  as  if  he  had  committed  a  breach  of 
propriety.  The  young  Adamites  at  this  moment 
swarmed  in  like  so  many  locusts,  and  rushed  to  the  tea- 
table,  where  they  tried  to  seize  upon  anything  in  the 
shape  of  eatables.  The  Major's  wife  endeavoured  to 
esublish  quiet,  by  preaching  patience  to  them ;  but  the 
young  Imps  took  little  heed  of  her  exhortations,  and 
would  not  rest  until  their  demands  were  satisfied.  I 
wished  Bjdm  had  seen  this,  but  he  was  in  another  room 
with  the  Gentlemen.  "  One  ought  not  to  pinch  chil- 
dren," said  Madam  Sulmark,  let  them  have  liberty. 
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and  they  will  be  natural  and  not  affected  and  pedantie 
as  so  many  are.  Have  you  seen  v.  P.'s  girls  t  good 
gracious!  how  silly  they  seem  to  me,  when  they  sit 
there  in  their  white  gloves,  and  screw  their  lips  together, 
fancying  themselves  ro  elegant  and  genteel  1" 

The  doors  were  now  thrown  open,  and  a  figure  en- 
tered, to  whom  the  reproach  of  appearing  affected  could 
not  well  apply.  Her  hair  and  dress  seemed  to  have 
been  arranged  by  the  wind.  Madam  Stalmark  cried, 
''Come  hither,  Mally!"  and  introduced  her  step-daugh- 
ter. Mally  made  an  awkward  boorish  sort  of  courtesy, 
and  rushed  precisely  like  the  brotherhood  to  the  Tea- 
table,  where  they  all  soon  began  to  quarrel ;  and  I  heard 
the  pretty  expressions,  "Fie,  are  you  not  ashamed?  will 
you  let  my  biscuit  alone  ?  You  urchin  1  You  disgust- 
ing creature !  You  ill-bred  thing  1"  And  then  followed 
loud  screaming,  *' Mamma !  Mamma  1  "  But  Mamma 
was  quite  unconcerned  about  it.  The  gentlemen  came 
in,  and  while  the  Adamites  were  eating  and  abusing 
each  other,  we  gladly  seized  the  opportunity  of  getting 
out  of  the  house  with  safety  to  life  and  limb,  and  took 
a  hasty  leave.  Brita  Kaijsa  and  I  very  cordially  shook 
hands  together,  and  congratulated  each  other  mutually 
as  to  our  neighbourship.  Within  myself,  however,  I 
formed  a  secret  resolution  not  to  expose  myself  soon 
again  to  the  danger  of  being  killed  by  wood- logs,  and 
entertained  with  compliments  on  my  aged  appearance. 
The  Mfgor  escorted  me  to  the  carriage.  He  was  very 
polite,  and  appeared  to  be  very  much  pleased  with  me. 
On  the  whole  I  had  been  amused  with  the  visit,  although 
I  left  the  house  with  two  little  thorns  in  my  aide. 
Would  you  like  to  know  what  these  were  ?     In  thc^ 
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ilrtt  place  I  was  Tezed  a  little  at  Bjorn'a  ezpreMion 
that  be  bad  been  to  extraordinarily  bappy  in  bis  youtb, 
wbile  be  at  the  aame  time  sighed,  as  if  the  present  was 
a  heavy  time  to  him.  In  the  second  place,  I  feared 
that  I  bad  spoken  too  much  and  too  warmly  in  a  place 
where  it  was  my  first  yisit  I  feared  Bjom  might  be 
dissatisfied  with  me,  and  be  inclined  to  rejoin  "  not 
well  I  not  well!"  to  the  Major* b  approving  exclamation. 
Gladly  would  I  have  discovered  his  real  opinion,  but 
my  good  man  sat  quite  dumb  by  my  side,  looking  only 
at  his  reins.  Well  it  matters  not,  I  must  ascertain  it, 
thought  I,  and  began  to  consider  on  the  way  in  which 
1  should  introduce  the  question,  but  as  I  did  not  open 
my  lips,  he  spoke  suddenly,  as  follows ;  "  I  am  sorry, 
Fanny,  that  you  were  not  happy  in  your  Youth.'' 

**  But  still  more  sorry  am  I,"  cried  I,  almost  ready 
to  weep,  *'  that  you  were  so  excedingly  happy  in  yours; 
so  happy,  indeed,  that  you  can  never  enjoy  equal  hap- 
piness, but  must  find  everything  in  comparison,  bur- 
densome. You  were  happier  with  your  cricket,  than 
with  your  wife." 

Bjom  stared  at  me  with  a  look  of  surprise,  which 
put  me  at  once  at  ease.  **  You  little  silly  thing"  said 
he,  **  you  surely  don't  believe  that.  You  cannot  pos- 
sibly think  me  so  mad.  Yes,  those  times  were  certainly 
good,  but  these  are  still  better. " 

"  God  be  thanked  1 "   said  I  softly  but  gratefully. 

''And  yet,"  continued  Bjom,  "few  children  have 
been  happier  than  I.  When  I  remember  how  the 
whole  world  smiled  around  me,  what  I  felt  when  I  laid 
on  the  grass  and  looked  up  to  the  sky,  and  heard  the 
rustling  of  the  forest;  when  1  think  how  I  roved  ia 
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later  years  through  the  forests  in  Rraim,  and  efcrf 
thing  about  me  wais  joy  and  life ;  then  Francido,  I 
wish  that  you  had  experienced  similar  sensations,  diat 
you  had  had  a  like  happy  childhood  and  youth." 

''  But  life,  Bjom,  like  the  years,  has  sometmies  ill 
second  summer,  and  I  feel  that  mine  has  began." 

Bjorn  seized  my  hand  and  pressed  it  We  sat  silent, 
but  happy,  and  the  carriage  rolled  gaily  along  on  the 
level  road.    We  drove  home. 

"  What  a  gloomy  district,"  said  I,  sometime  after. 
"  It  is  not  like  our  valley.  Where  are  we  ?  There  is 
nothing  here  but  hills  and  woods." 

'*  We  are  not  far  from  Ramm,"  said  Bjorn.  "  I 
have  purposely  taken  the  road  through  this  part  of  the 
country,  that  you  might  get  a  view  of  the  spot  where  I 
passed  my  childhood.  Besides,  the  house  of  itself  is 
worth  seeing,  the  park  likewise.  I  am  glad  that  some 
one  is  coming  to  live  here.  It  is  an  unpleasant  thing 
to  see  places  deserted  where  men  might  live  and  ei^oy 
life." 

"  Who  can  rightly  enjoy  life  here,  Bjorn  ?  Eveiy 
thing  is  so  black  and  gloomy  here ;  this  long  avenue  is 
as  dark  as  a  vault ;  and  there  at  the  end  of  it  is  the 
house.     It  looks  like  an  ancient  haunted  castle  !" 

"  And  yet  it  has  been  the  scene  of  much  joy,  of  much 
happiness ;  but  certainly  of  a  great  deal  of  sorrow,  too." 

"  Has  any  sad  event  happened  here  ?" 

**  Yes — a  misfortune." 

"  How  has  it  healed  again  V* 

"  Like  the  scar,"  said  I,  "  which  grows  on  closed 
wounds." 

**True,"  said  Bjbm ;  "  true,  heaven  be  praised !     I 
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have  not  lieen  here  tor  many  yean  paat,  and  acarcely 
kaum  myielf  in  it  again.  And  the  houie, — ^how  black  it 
hat  grown." 

**  I  aaaure  you  this  place  ii  haunted  t  I  saw  a  little 
grey  man  peeping  out  of  the  window." 
**  Perhapa  the  new  tenant  has  already  arrived." 
"  If  he  is  not  more  lively  than  the  place,  than — " 
The  cabriolet  stopped,  and  we  stepped  out  With  a 
sort  of  sensation  of  profound  respect  and  dread,  I  looked 
op  to  the  noble  yet  gloomy  house,  which  with  its 
three  stories,  a  black  tower,  and  two  large  wings  built 
uniformly  with  the  facade,  resembled  an  owl  lurking 
for  its  prey.  Oaks  of  large  size  grew  thickly  round 
about  it,  and  a  number  of  the  younger  children  of  the 
wood,  service  trees,  poplars  and  willows  crowded  round 
the  walls  up  to  the  windows,  like  the  common  people 
when  they  wish  to  see  a  royal  banquet  Towards  the 
left  I  saw  between  the  trees  the  glimmering  of  a  silver 
stream.  It  was  the  Hclga  lake,  the  same  water  near 
which  our  little  Rosen vik  lies  so  pleasantly.  In  the 
great  court  grew  a  number  of  weeds ;  a  stone  basin  was 
in  the  centre,  where  a  disabled  Neptune  surrounded 
by  water  green  with  vegetation,  indicated  the  former 
existence  of  a  fountain.  Every  thing  looked  dilapi- 
dated and  miserable.  But  in  the  house  there  was  a 
movement,  though  not  of  ghosts,  as  we  soon  ascertained. 
The  large  gate  was  open,  and  from  a  workman  who 
was  just  coming  out,  we  learned  that  they  were  busy 
in  putting  every  thing  in  proper  order  for  the  new 
tenant,  whose  arrival  was  expected  shortly.  We  entered 
the  house,  and  I  was  surprised  at  the  spaciousness  of 
the  rooms,  and  the  prospect  from  the  other  side  of  the 
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]building  ;  and  was  ready  to  exclaim,  like  the  yoxmg 
lady,  *'  Ah  !  how  heavenly  it  is  here  I  Trees  here  and 
woers  there.'*  But  I  was  satisfied  to  behold  the  open 
view  over  a  large  pasture,  encircled  in  the  distance  by 
wood-grown  heights.  From  the  left  wing  appears  tbe 
lielga  lake  extending  even  to  the  foot  of  tbe  wall, 
which,  at  this  part  of  the  building,  rests  on  a  low  cliff 
surrounded  by  elder  hushes.  The  waves  wash  gently 
against  the  rocks,  making  a  pleasing  murmur.  In  one 
of  the  most  elegant  rooms  on  this  side,  I  was  surprised 
by  the  sight  of  a  large,  splendid  organ,  which  appeared 
to  have  been  lately  put  up, 

"  Mr.  Romilly  is  very  partial  to  music,"  said  the 
chief  inspector  of  the  workmen,  who  accompanied  us 
very  courteously  through  the  apartments. 

**  What  countryman  is  he?"  inquired  Bjorn. 

"  A  Portuguese,"  was  the  reply.  "He  has  been  of 
the  party  of  Don  Miguel ;  has  since  become  the  heir 
of  a  paternal  uncle  in  the  West  Indies ;  and  wishes,  it 
is  said,  to  spend  his  large  fortune  in  our  country,  which 
is  at  present  the  only  peaceful  and  secure  retreat  in  the 
world." 

"  If  fortune  favours,"  thought  I  to  myself,  "  we  shall 
get  Don  Miguel  himself  for  our  neighbour  in  Ramm." 

I  could  not  forbear  to  try  the  .organ,  which  had  a 
rich,  though  almost  too  powerful  tone ;  but  it  enchanted 
me,  and  I  should  have  been  sitting  there  yet,  if  Bjorn 
bad  not  reminded  me  that  evening  was  drawing  nigh. 

**  Well,  the  only  pleasant  things  to  me  about  this 
house,"  said  I,  "  are  this  organ  and  the  prospect  to- 
wards Rosenvik.  I  should  not  like  to  live  here,  for  all 
the  world  contains.    But  some  autumnal  evening  in 
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I  alioiiUl  Uke^  if  jon,  fiJJSni,  were  with  me, 
ioiit  tlie  Imhim  and  see  whether  there  ere  not 
the  aiudent  cettlet  I  here  read  about,  aome 
Nmela,  ghostly  shadows,  blood-stained  stain^ 
ine  which  roll  along  after  one's  heels  and  at 
i\  and  disclose  a  bloody  dagger,  and — here  I 
topped,  for  Bjdm  sighed,  and  I  saw  on  hia 
ID  good-natured  pladd  countenance,  so  pain* 
easion ;  I  became  alarmed,  trembled  all  oTer, 
atarily  turned  round  to  see  if  any  of  those 
I  were  making  their  appearance.  But,  hea^ 
nked,  I  saw  nothing,  and  with  secret  alacrity 
louse  with  Bjdm.  Just  when  we  had  reached 
utside,  several  score  of  jackdaws  flew  with  a 
om  the  tower  over  our  beads  into  the  wood, 
ere  it  was  once  so  beautiful  and  so  gay  I — ** 
m.      **  It  was  a  home  for  youth,  sport,  and 

sighed  again, 
by  has  it  become  so  changed  ?  "    I  asked,— 

ma  chh-e  mire  leave  a  residence,  which  was 
e  splendid  than  Karlsfors,  and  was  as  you 
rly  so  gay,  and  had  guests  more  lively  than 
-daws  ? " 

le — ^because — ^a  great  misfortune  befel  her 
ot  speak  to  her  of  Ramm,  Franciska ;  do  not 
at  we  have  been  here.  Some  other  time  I 
lu  the  reason  of  this  my  request  Look  at 
All  this  beautiful  forest  of  nearly  a  mile  in 
nee,  is,  or  more  correctly  wot,  a  park !  The 
Qow  most  likely  overgrown.  We  will  stroll 
» occasionally." 

gloomy  indeed,   here !  *'    said  1.    At  thU 
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moment  a  ray  of  the  setting  sun  broke  through  and  cast 
a  golden  lustre  on  the  gray-tinted  bouse,  and  the  dark 
tops  of  the  forest.  I  do  not  know  how  the  name  of 
Serena  just  then  came  into  my  mind,  as  it  were  m  literal 
interpretation  of  this  sun-beam,  but  this  ray  was  sooo 
lost  in  darkness. 

**  Yes !  so  it  is  !'*  said  Bjorn,  as  it  were  to  himself 
as  he  stood  contemplating  with  a  melancholy  smile  the 
suddenly  illumined  and  now  re-obscured  house.  I  ob- 
served a  tear  in  his  eye. 

"  Silently  we  seated  ourselves  in  the  Cabriolet,  and 
silently  we  rolled  along  towards  our  home.  I  breathed 
easier  as  we  came  into  more  open  country.  As  it 
seemed  to  me  that  we  had  been  silent  long  enough, 
thinking  of  that  old  nest  of  Jack-daws  and  misfortunes, 
I  spoke  at  last  and  asked :  '*  Bjorn,  where  is  Serena? " 

A  smile  now  played  on  Bjom's  countenance,  like 
sunshine  in  the  forest,  and  he  said :  **  Yes  she  is  a  most 
lovely  creature  I  '* 

'*  I  have  no  doubt  of  that,  but  where  can  one  get  a 
sight  of  her?" 

<<  She  resides  in  the  town,  and  is  the  handsomest  and 
best  girl  in  the  whole  place." 

"  But,  Bj5rn,  you  have  never  mentioned  a  word  about 
her  to  me ! " 

"  I  like  best  to  let  men  and  things  speak  for  them- 
selves. You  shall  soon  see  her.  We  will  pay  old 
Dahls  a  visit  some  of  these  days." 

I  wished  to  pursue  my  enquiries,  but  a  large  drop  of 
rain  fell  on  my  nose ;  then  came  a  second,  and  a  third, 
succeeded  by  a  perfect  torrent  We  looked  for  our  um- 
brella it  had  been  left  behind  and  now  pocket  hand- 
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kerchieft  and  ihawls  were  in  requitition  to  shelter  my 
bonnet  Alas,  in  vain  t  My  fUlI -dress  gauze  bonnet, 
my  holiday  bonnet,  thoroughly  spoiled  and  done  for  on 
the  way  home.  The  shape,  color,  brightness,  gauze 
flowers  and  every  thing  was  wet  through  and  disfigured. 
But  the  only  sour  look  called  forth  by  this  mishap 
proceed  from — Bjdm. 
Thus  ended  the  first  Visiting  Day. 

THE   SECOND  VISITINQ  DAT. 

\lliat  does  the  bird  of  passage  do  ?  He  wanders  out 
into  the  world  and  seeks  riotously  about  for  a  place 
where  he  may  erect  a  house, — where  he  may  build  and 
live,  for  he  finds  no  repose ;  and  who  I  wonder  would 
find  it,  until  he  has  made  a  home,  a  little  world  of  his 
own,  wherein  he  may  dwell  according  to  his  own 
pleasure  in  freedom  and  tranquillity  ?  And  when  he 
has  at  length  found  the  shore  and  the  tree  where  he 
likes  to  settle,  he  collects  leaves,  wool,  and  straw,  and 
prepares  a  nest  for  himself;  then  he  goes  to  rest,  sits 
in  his  retreat  contemplating  the  world  from  thence,  and 
sings.     Thus  he  remains  till  his  next  passage. 

Af^er  this  introduction,  I  shall  transport  you  at  once 
to  the  Dird-cage,  to  Miss  Ilellovi  Hausgicbul.  My  heart 
was  not  exactly  **  light  as  a  feather  "  when  I  walked 
up  the  steps.  Those  words  "malirious"  and  "ridicu- 
lous" laid  heavy  on  my  conscience,  but  fVom  the  land- 
ing Miss  Ilausgiebel  came  flying  to  meet  me,  and 
embraced  me  smilingly.  I  returned  the  greetinp*  most 
heartily,  and  thought  to  myself:  Miss  Hausgiebel  is  a 
person  of  sense,  and  the  more  I  saw  of  the  Bird-caisQ 


76  THE  NEIGHBOURS. 

the  more  strongly  I  felt  convinced  of  it. 

This  diminutive  house  was  a  perfect  little 
Excellent  eugravings  from  original  paintings  of  the 
great  masters  adorned  the  walls ;  fine  busts  in  bronze 
and  plaster  were  tastefully  grouped  in  one  room ;  in 
another  was  the  gratification  of  a  library ;  in  another 
were  collections  of  shells,  minerals,  and  various  rare 
objects  of  nature  disposed  under  glass-covers.  All 
was  fresh  and  well  arranged ;  wherever  the  eye  was 
directed  it  was  met  by  objects  which  inspired  thought 
and  feeling ;  and  the  little  lively  Hausgiebel,  who  lead 
us  about,  skipping  all  the  while,  and  explaining  to  us 
everything  most  clearly,  was  not  the  least  interesting 
speciman  in  the  collection. 

J  was  quite  glad  and  revived.  "  Dear,  how  de- 
lightful it  all  is !"  I  exclaimed.  "  How  can  any  one 
ever  be  dull  here?" 

"My  dear  Madam  Werner,"  answered  Miss  Hellevi 
smartly,  "you  could  not  give  me  greater  pleasure 
than  you  have  now  done,  for  it  is  just  my  most 
anxious  wish  to  keep  at  a  distance  that  worst  of 
enemies  emiuif  together  with  its  train  of  vapours 
andgapings.  All  my  collection  in  Bird-cage,  made 
during  a  period  of  ten  years,  have  been  intended  solely 
to  preserve  my  friends  and  myself  in  particular,  firom 
finding  our  time  to  hang  heavily;  it  is  my  daily  em- 
ployment and  delight  to  bring  new  straw  into  my  nest, 
and  thus  tastefully  to  improve  it  Look  at  this  en- 
graving after  Dominichino's  St.  John,  and  that  head  of 
Venus,  in  plaster.  I  received  them  yesterday,  and  am 
quite  delighted  with  them  to-day.  I  am  not  rich 
enough  to  possess  myself  of  the  original  master-pieces, 
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let  of  them  I  may  obtain,  and  bring  the  ideas 
ardiU  into  my  neat,  at  little  eoat" 
theae  maater-pieces  aurely  are  originalal" 
whilat  entering  the  little  cabinet  of  natural 

/'  answered  Misa  Hanigiebel, "  and  therelbre 
1  them  as  the  greatett  treasurea  I  poaaeaa.  The 
» ardat,  our  adorable  Creator,  deala  with  thia, 
rerything  m  grand  tiigtmarg  he  icattera  hia 
4e  maater-piecea  over  sea  and  land,  in  deserta 
in-deepa.  The  earth  is  ftdl  of  them,— men 
ly  go  about  and  gather  them." 
remark  came  somewhat  unexpected.  "Oh, 
Ausgiebel  1"  said  1,  "  you  are  right,  the  world 
nd  how  much  richer  might  life  be,  were  we  all 
Hectors,  and,  like  you,  endeavoured  to  bring 
tasures  daily, — each  one  in  his  way, — a  straw 
srm  it  But  we  walk  about,  for  the  most  part 
d  men,  and  see  nothing.*' 

tliat's  the  misfortune  1    Could  the  doctors 
m  this  kind  of  cataract — " 

alone  would  avail  nothing,"  said  Bjom ;  '*  it 
ill  require  some  other  kind  of  operation." 
1   heavens  1      What  do  you   mean  by  that, 
isomer?" 

in  many  cases  the  mind  suffers  incapacity 
ness,  which — " 

■jt  every  thins:  bordering  on  dullness  I"  cried 
usgiebel,  starting  up  like  a  scared  bird ;  "  the 
id  of  the  word  sinks  like  lead  into  my  heart 
trenuously  endeavoured  to  avoid  it,  and,  fiom 
,  I  have  taken  my  flight  up  to  the  Bird-cage ; 

here^  absJ  1  have  bad  to  experience  tViat 
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there  is  a  law  in  the  world,  called  the  law  of  gpravity,  ac- 
cording to  which,  the  body  must  still  cleave  to  the  earth. 
But  I  have  striven  to  unshackle  ray  spirit,  and,  therefore, 
I  gather  around  me  objects,  which  help  it  to  fly  like 
birds  about  the  world,  and  sip  the  dew  of  all  the  flowers 
of  Paradise.  Were  I  a  Corinna  or  a  Madam  de  Stael, 
I  should  probably  give  up  all  this,  and  content  myself 
with  my  own  inspiration.  I  should  sit  myself  down 
alone  in  my  Bird-cage,  with  the  lyre  in  my  hand,  and, 
like  a  nightingale,  delight  my  friends  with  my  own 
melody ;  but  I  am  only  Hellevi  Hausgiebel,  scantily 
endowed  in  body  and  mind,  and  being  nevertheless 
desirous  that  people  should  be  amused  at  my  house, 
I  have  called  to  aid  these  fair  products  of  nature  and 
of  art  And  if,  with  all  this,  my  guests  should  tire, 
I  then  maintain,  that  it  is  their  own  fault." 

Thus  spoke  the  vivacious  Miss  H.,  whilst  she  led  us 
into  the  garden,  where  we  found  hot-houses  filled  with 
blooming  vines,  and  peach-trees,  and  a  number  of 
rare  and  beautiful  plants,  which  Miss  Hellevi  rears, 
and  calls  her  children.  Bird-cage  consists  wholly  and 
solely  of  the  house  and  the  large  garden,  richly  stocked 
with  trees  and  flowers.  In  a  small,  most  lovely  pavil- 
lion  we  partook  of  a  choice  collation.  In  the  midst 
of  this,  several  visitors  from  town  arrived,  among  whom 
was  Counsellor  Hok,  who  received  an  especially  hearty 
reception  from  Miss  Hausgiebel.  The  conversation 
became  general,  and  soon  turned  to  the  future  neigh- 
bour at  Ramm.  The  most  varying  reports  were  re- 
peated and  conjectures  started  about  him.  They 
hinted,  at  the  surmise,  that  he  was  a  spy ;  but  what  he 
intended  to  spy  out  no  one  could  say.    To  an  infinite 
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wci  ABomf  siMpieioiia*  Hin  Han^gieM  laid: 
cU  yoo  wlwt  good  people,  I'll  lay  a  wager,  that 
mA-talked  of  aeigliboar  ia,— aiaiply  a  decent 
vbo  ia  tired  of  hia  Mtivo  conntry,  and  wiihea  to 
twagr  bia  time  ia  Sweden,  by  shooting  harea  and 
I  have  been  sitting  here  for  the  last  ten  yean, 
doage,  and  have  seen  neither  spies  nor  renegadea, 
roea  of  romance.  I  believe  these  kind  of  people  are 
Dally  decreasing  in  the  world.  On  tha  other 
I  have  seen  many  people  who  are  tired  of  them- 
,  and  who  seek  oidy  to  dinipate  the  tedium  of 
Ace.  HeaTen  grant  that  thia  clam  might  Kke- 
Mm  be  at  an  end.  At  the  same  time,  I  hare  no 
ion  to  our  new  neighbour  being  of  the  first  clam; 
i  it  is  just  what  I  wish ;  it  would  enliven  the 

neighbourhood,  and  give  rise  probably  to  an 
iting  romance." 

tliis  chapter  the  conversation  dwelt  at  some 
,  and  was  very  animated.  Miss  Hausgiebel  ia 
those  singularly  rare  persons  who  really  enliven 
-aation,  snd  elicit  bright  remarks  from  others, 
very  much  astonished  to  see  Bjom  so  witty.  He 
fiss  Hausgiebel  criticised  and  bantered  each 
:leverly,  like  two  old  friends.  When  we  wished 
way,  Mifts  Hellevi  accompanied  us  to  the  garden- 

I  felt  anxious  to  make  some  little  apology  for 
pressions  which  I  had  so  incautiously  used  at 
It  meeting. 

dieve  slie  read  my  wishes  in  my  eyes,  for  she 
me  by  the  hand,  and  said  very  kindly:  ''My 
t  Madam  Werner,  you  will  often  come  again  to 
rd-cage,  I  trust,     i  mind  nothing  about  people 
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saying  that  the  old  maid  Hellevi  Hausgiebel  is  ridicu' 
lous  and  malicious.  J  have  heard  the  report  mysell 
My  hair  will  not  turn  grayer  on  that  account  than  it  is 
already,  hut  I  should  like  to  appear  in  a  more  amiahle 
light  to  you,  therefore  I  venture  to  entreat  your  fre- 
quent return ;  and  Doctor  Werner  will  accompany  his 
lady  I  hope ;  I  feel  better  if  I  only  see  him.  But, 
mark  me  well,  I  shall  not  press  you.  I  hate  all 
pressing  in  society ;  and  should  you,  dearest  Madam 
Werner,  say  at  any  time  to  your  husband :  *  Ah,  dear* 
est,  I  suppose  we  must  pay  the  old  Miss  Hellevi  a 
visit ;  its  true  she  is  extremely  wearying,  but  she  has 
asked  us  so  often,'  I  beg  you,  for  heaven's  sake,  then, 
not  to  come.  And  if,  moreover,  you  should  never 
visit  Hellevi  Hausgiebel  any  more,  she  will,  notwith- 
standing, say  the  Werners  are  delightful  people,  and  it 
would  be  a  happiness  to  her  to  see  them  often. 

*But,"  said  I,  "the  Werners  are  less  liberal,  they 
insist  upon  seeing  you  at  Rosen vik,  and  would  re- 
proach you  if  you  did  not  come  very  soon." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  Weil,  then  I'll  come  the  first 
minute  I  can."  And  the  little  lively  person  kissed  her 
hand  and  flew  away.  Miss  Hausgiebel  has  a  remark- 
able likeness  to  a  bird ;  all  her  movements  are  quick, 
but  too  rapid  to  be  graceful. 

While  the  Cabriolet  trotted  along  with  us  in  the  cool 
fine  summer's  evening,  I  endeavoured  to  satisfy  mjrseli 
clearly  of  the  impression  which  the  Bird-cage  and  its 
possessor  had  made  upon  me.  I  had  been  agreeably 
entertained;  I  liked  Miss  Hausgiebel;  first,  because  she 
had  pardoned  my  stupidity  so  cordially ;  and  secondly, 
on  account  of  her  Bird-cage ;  and  her  philosophical 
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way  of  life :  but  I  was  not  quite  satisfted ;  one  objection 
after  another  kept  riling  up  in  my  mind  against  the 
Bird-cage,  then  followed  in  aucceMion  endleia  counter- 
argumenta  in  its  favour ;  ao  in  order  at  last  to  extricate 
myself  from  this  indecision,  I  determined  to  bring 
Bjttm  into  the  discussion. 

"The  Bird  Cage,"  I  began,  <Ms  exceedingly  neat 
and  clean,  but — *' 

"Well,  but?" 

**  But  I  feel  the  absence  of  a  something  in  this  little 
museum,  when  I  look  at  it  as  a  home.  I  mean  that 
altogether  there  is  something  dry,  something  egotisti- 
cal in  the  general  appearance  of  the  place." 

'*  How  so?  "  inquired  Bj&m,  and  grew  attentive. 

"  How  shall  I  say  ? — it  seems  to  me  as  if  the  heart 
must  get  dried  up  by  this  love  of  shells  and  stones. 
Whom  does  Miss  Hausgiebcl  render  happy  by  all  the 
care  and  devotion  of  her  life  ?  Whom  does  she  benefit 
by  it?" 

**  Dear  Franciska  I "  said  Bj6m, "  we  should  take  care 
not  to  judge  too  severely,  nor  to  consider  the  word  use- 
ful in  too  narrow  a  signification.  It  is  true  Miss  Ilaus- 
giebcl  lives  a  pleasant  life  to  hcntelf,  but  she  imparts 
pleasures  also  to  her  friends.  Without  Miss  Uellcvi 
and  her  Bird-cage  this  part  of  the  country  would  be 
wanting  in  one  of  its  pleasantcst  attractions;  Miss 
Hausgiebel's  Wednesdays'  Soirees  are  agreeable  and 
interesting,  we  will  pay  her  a  visit  some  day." 

"  Yes,  Bjorn ;  it  is  well  that  she  entertains  people 
agreeably,  very  well  that  some  one  is  kind  enough  to 
undertake  the  task,  but  still  it  appears  to  mo,  that  the 
Bird-cage  would  have  been  doubly  agreeable,  if  it  had 
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something — what  shall  I  say  ? — something  of  human 
affectionate  interest  about  it" 

''  There  is  no  lack  of  that,  even,  although  it  is  con- 
cealed." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

**  Miss  Hausgiebel  has  a  younger  sister  who  has  made 
a  had  match,  and  has  thereby  been  very  unfortunate. 
When  she  became  a  widow,  and  lost  her  property,  Miss 
Hausgiebel  took  her  and  her  daughter  to  her,  uid  he- 
came  their  benefactor  and  kind  friend.  This  lady  who 
is  an  estimable  mother,  grew  misanthropic  under  her 
misfortunes.  Were  you  ever  to  visit  the  upper  story 
of  the  house,  you  would  see  a  life  of  retirement,  which 
presents  a  no  less  interesting  picture  of  life,  than  Miss 
Hellevi  and  her  Museum ; — ^then  the  two  sisters  are 
most  affectionately  attached." 

**  If  there  are  eggs  of  this  sort  in  the  Bird-cage,  I 
am  perfectly  satisfied  with  it.  You  see  now,  dear 
Bjorn,  without  loving  human  hearts,  I  can  picture  to 
myself  no  happy  dwelling,  even  were  it  filled  with  woAb 
of  art  and  precious  stones.  Long  life,  therefore  to 
Miss  Hellevi  Hausgiebel  and  her  Bird  Cage ! ' 


THii  THIRD  VISITING   DAY. 

"  A  poor  day  in  a  rich  house !  The  house  would  bft 
splendid,  but  it  is  only  fine.  The  master  wishes  to  be 
a  grand  seigneur,  but  lords  it  only  with  his  chandeliers 
and  firench  tapestry.  The  lady  of  the  house  wishes  to 
be  thought  of  the  highest  fashion,  and  to  shine  in  con- 
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▼ersation ;  from  all  which  proceed  a  strange  jumble  of 
inconBistencies.  The  daughters  pretend  to  be  educated, 
talented,  naive,  and  speak  a  kind  of  jargon,  displaying 
utter  Tacuity  of  mind.  The  son  wants  to  be  a  man  of 
consequence,  and  is  a  fair,  diminutive  young  gentleman, 
with  thin  carefully  curled  hair.  The  whole  family  are 
full  of  unsuccessful  pretensions. 

"  A  gT«»at  inheritance,  a  patent  of  nobility  (N.B.  Herr 
V.  P.  says  that  he  has  taken  up  his  German  title  in  the 
Swedish) ;  and  a  journey  to  Paris  have  raised  this  fa- 
mily— in  their  own  ideas — to  the  high  point  of  dis- 
tinction. Two  years  ago  they  settled  in  Britenbcrg, 
stayed  there  during  the  summer,  fitted  up  a  splendid 
house,  and  wished  to  be  like  eagles  among  the  small 
birds  of  the  place ;  but  they  were  obliged,  to  their  as- 
tonishment, to  perceive  that  ma  chire  mire  looked  down 
uponthem. 

"  Madam  Von  P.  was  a  very  polite  lady,  but  a  cer- 
tain air  of  condescending  civility  towurds  myself,  de- 
prived h{?r  courtesy  of  its  value.  Several  young  gen- 
tlemen wtnre  on  a  visit,  and  talked  and  lauj^lied  much 
with  the  Misses  Emilic  and  Adcle,  who  in  tlic  most 
elegant  toilette  and  french  gloves,  sat  and  bowed  their 
heads,  as  if  they  moved  on  springs.  Madam  v. P.  in- 
quired of  me  after  Madam  Mansfeldt,  investigated  my 
degree  of  relationship  with  her,  and  astlie  result  of  the 
examination  discovered,  that  I  was  not  in  the  most  dis- 
tant manner  related  to  ma  chire  mire.  1  had  never 
thought  of  this  before,  and  it  almost  pained  mc  to  per- 
ceive iL  The  conversation  then  turned  on  Stockholm, 
and  society  there,  and  behold  I  all  Madam  v.  P/s  ac- 
quaintances and  intimate  friends  were  Counts  and 


" 
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Countesses.  I  heard  a  great  deal  of  the  Count  L'sl 
family,  she  had  lately  been  in  Britenberg,  the  ▼.  P.'s  hi 
been  invited  to  spend  part  of  the  summer  at  Count  L 
in  H — nas,  the  v.  P's  had  made  up  a  party  last  sui 
mer  to  go  with  Count  L's  to  Uddevalla.  And  they  lu 
lived  together  at  Gustavsberg.  The  Countess  L.  waj 
remarkably  charming  person,  whom  Madam  v.  P.  lov< 
like  her  own  sister.  The  young  Countesses  L.  we 
most  love]y  polished  girls,  toute  afaii  comme  ilfaui. 

"  Do  you  know  the  Countess  L's  family,  Mada 
Werner?" 

'*  No ! "  Madam  Werner  was  obliged  to  confess  th 
she  had  not  the  honor. 

**  TTie  L's  are  visited  by  the  best  society  in  Stoc 
holm:  I  was  there  introduced  by  Baron  N's  famil; 
probably  they  are  known  to  you  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  Indeed  ?  They  are  quite  Bon  Ton  ;  but  if  I  am  n 
mistaken,  I  have  met  you  in  company  one  evening 
Count  B's." 

"  Impossible,  for  I  have  never  been  there." 

"  But  I  fancied  so  just  now ;  pardon  me — ^may  I  tal 
tlie  liberty  to  ask  your  family  name,  Madam  Werner 

"  Buren.—" 

"  Buren, — Buren. — An  ancient  family  of  title,  I  b 
lieve  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know:  I  believe — (I  blushed;  I  knewth 
my  family  was  not  noble ;  but  a  wretched  petty  wea! 
ness  had  come  over  me). 

"  Ah !  yes,"  continued  Madam  v.  P.  consolingly,  •* 
is  most  assuredly  a  noble  name,  but  in  disturbed  tim 
every  thing  is  easily  confounded.     Our  fiEunily,  for  e 
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is  noble  tnd  of  ancient  Ocmum  defcent, 
efen  been  princes  and  landgraTes  of  this 
nily  I  say,  had  as  it  were,  forgotten  their 
)d  quite  in  obscurity  in  Sweden,  till  Count 
husband :  **  It  won't  do  any  longer  my 
'ou  with  your  large  fortune  and  your  ser- 
>  have  a  seat  and  voice  in  the  House  of 
I  Count  L.  said  a  great  deal  more  of  the 
I  would  enable  us  to  assert  our  claim  to 
e  matter  is  in  itself  trifling,  especially  in 
me.  Those  who  advance  with  their  time, 
e  that  manners  form  at  present  the  true 
and  that  acquirements  are  as  good  as  a 
lility.  We  live  in  an  enlightened  age, 
m  Werner ;  and  my  friend,  the  Countess 
(1,  *  Education  always  gives  the  real  rank.' 
e,  one  ought  indeed  always  to  rejoice,  and 
n  that  one  is  not  called  Backstrdm,  or 
ifgren,  Sjogren,  and  so  forth.  To  have  a 
1  have  a  good  property,  is  always  a  lucky 
liave  a  high  situation  assigned  to  us  by 
vc  may  more  easily  select  our  acquaint- 
tain  access  to  certain  circles.  Amalie  L.'s 
id. — Do  you  know  the  Countess  W  ? " 
a  little." 

ihe  not  a  dear  creature  7  Amalie  says 
tr  vaut  mieux  que  moL  I  am  glad  that  you 
distinguished  lady.  Ah,  do  mention  to 
'e  of  your  acquaintances  in  Stockholm ; 
f  so  happen  that  you  know  mine  also." 
iy  weakness,  Maria,  I  searched  in  my 
ts  and  Countesses.     I  believe  I  waa  In- 
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fected  with  Madame  ▼.  F'l  loTe  of  fine  people.   At 
last  I  mentioned  the  Baroness  R. 

Madam  v.  P.  assumed  an  air  of  contempt  ''Dont 
know  her/'  said  she,  most  likely  retiree  du  numJe,  At 
Count  L.'s  and  at  our  house  one  always  finds  the  best 
society.  The  corps  diplomatique  are  quite  at  home  it 
L.'s  and  at  our  house." 

Suddenly  I  got  sight  of  Bj5m,  who  stared  at  me 
with  a  most  disapproving  grimace  ;  this,  as  well  as  my 
unsuccessful  attempt  with  the  Baroness  R.  drove  all  as- 
sumption of  high  acquaintance  out  of  my  head,  and  in 
order  to  conquer  my  weakness  and  at  once  set  myself 
clear,  I  named  the  family  of  His  Excellency  O.  as  oae 
of  my  acquaintainces  in  Stockholm. 

Madam  v.  P.  paused  a  little.  "  Oh,  indeed  1 "  she 
said  slowly.  **  Well,  I  have  also  been  there, — once  or 
twice." 

"  Oh,  I  was  there  two,  even  three  tunes  a  week" 
said  I  smiling. 

"  I ndeed — a  most  distinguished  house.  Perhaps  the 
Countess  O.  is  one  of  your  intimate  friends,  my  dearest 
Madame  Werner. 

"  No  I  saw  her  very  seldom.  I  gave  her  daughters 
lessons  in  Music. 

"  Oh — indeed  ! — for  friendship's  sake,  no  doubt" 

"No,  for  remuneration.  I  was  poor  and  got  my 
livelihood  by  it" 

Madam  v.  P.  blushed  and  appeared  quite  emoar* 
rassed.  But  Bjorn  smiled,  and  cheered  by  that,  I  pro- 
ceeded :  My  brother-in-law  Bergwall,  and  my  firiend 
Madam  Wallquist,  procured  me  through  the  medium 
of  Mist  R.,  the  governess  in  the  house  of  Madam  (X 
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i  ritattioii  of  teacher  of  muiio  to  the  danghten  of 
iwzcellent  family." 

**0h,    indeed — indeed" — aaid  Madam  ▼.   P.   evl- 
mtly  surpriaed,  and  cried,  tmning  the  convenation ; 
dear  children  I  won't  you  play  and  sing  a  little  ot 
NBething  to  ua?  something  of  one  of  thote  pieces  which 
ou  have  sung  with  the  young  Countesses  L.  " 
The  yong  ladies  did  not  stir,  till  several  of  the  young 
;entlemen  supported  Madam  ▼.  Fs.  request,  and  then 
mng  French  and  Italian  pieces,  which  they  entirely 
spoiled  by  their  affected  and  tasteless  manner.  Mean- 
while Madam  ▼.  P.  spoke  of  Coloritt,  of  Weber,  Ros- 
sini and  Meyerbeer.    "  Weber,"  said  she,  is  bizarre ; 
Bossini  poor  in  melody,  but  Meyerbeer  excels  both. 
He  is  in  truth  h  prince  dt  la  muiique.       You  must 
not  think,  Madam  Werner,  that  I  do  not  highly  esteem 
the  exercise  of  an  art  of  whatever  kind  it  maybe.     In 
my  opinion,  it  is  art  alone  that  makes  us  live  a  more 
exalted  life,  and  therefore  I  have  given  my  daughters 
the  same  education  which  I  myself  received ;  they  know 
four  languages,   have  various  talents,   and  we  have 
lately  taken  a  journey  to  Paris,   in  order  to  perfect 
their  acquirements.    Have  you  been  in  Paris,  Madam 
Werner?* 
"No." 

Then  I  would  advise  you  to  go  there  as  soon  as  pos- 
sible !  Onvit  a  Paris  mais  on  v^gite  ailleun.  Adele, 
my  darling,  do  sing  that  short  piece  once  more,  which 
Count  B.  has  sent  you.  Do  you  know  Count  B.,  Madam 
Werner?" 
"  No." 
•*  He  is  coming  to  us  in  the  summer — a  most  dis- 
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tinguished  young  i 

"  Do  you  know  Mr.  DahPs  family  ?"  1  now  asked  ia 
turn,  vexed  at  being  always  the  questioned  party. 

"No — a  little — ^we  move  in  such  different  circles. 
Very  nice  people,  I  believe.  I  have  met  with  tiiem 
once  by  chance  in  company.  A  Merchant — dear,  what 
do  they  call  them  7 — Dall — Dalhens,  they  are  not  much 
in  the  higher  society  of  this  place. 

<*  Because  they  are  too  old,  I  should  suppoce.  I 
have  heard  a  great  deal  about  their  grand-child  Miss 
Lofwen.    She  is  said  to  be  very  amiable." 

**  The  girl  is  very  nice  looking,  but  a  poor  little  ailing 
creature,  she  wo'nt  live  long.  The  whole  fSamily  art 
weakly." 

''Poor  ailing  little  creature?"  I  repeated  in  as- 
tonishment to  myself,  **  what  in  the  name  of — ** 

But  I  had  not  much  time  to  wonder,  for  one  of  the 

Gentlemen  mentioned   the  new  neighbour  of  Ramm 

(soon  I  shall  be  sick  of  hearing  of  the  new  neighbours) 

and  Madam  v.  P.  who  apparently  in  a  sort  of  fear  lest 

the  conversation  should  flag,  took  up  the  subject  and 

treated  it  as  follows : 

i  "  Ah,  he  is  said  to  be  an  interesting  man,  a  real 

'  Hiros  du  roman.     He  is  called  Romanus  or  Romuhu,  and 

is  an   Italian  of  a  princely  race.     He  assassinated 

his  first  wife  and  eloped  with  a  handsome  English  lady 

j  to  America.    Then  he  fought  a  duel  with  her  brother, 

whom  he  killed,  upon  which  his  beloved  died  of  griet 

At  present  he  is  wandering  all  over  the  world  to  drown 

his  sorrow,  and  to  do  good.     His  beneficence  ia  said  to 

be  as  great  as  his  fortune." 

I  sat  with  my  mouth  wide  open. 


nm  vBicBBoiiBi.  M 

I  Mlffiitiirw"— ccmtiimtd  Madam  T.F.  apnUty 
ettdly  ye  ao  aztremely  laittd  to  our  coocn- 
paarionaff  timei,  that  one  oannot  Judfo  tban 
If  to  the  lawa  of  a  rigid  molality.  Deeply  aen- 
laaionale,  If  I  may  be  allowed  the  expreaaion. 
i  naturoa  demand  a  atandard  of  their  own. 
bt  to  take  the  climate  into  conaideration  and 
»ct  from  the  man  who  Uvea  under  the  warm 
le  South  what  ia  reqmred  of  the  inhabitanta  of 
hem  clime." 

mrpriaed  at  Madame  ▼.  Fa.  speech»  and  chiefly 
ezproMion — <*ottr  eccentrio  and  pasaionate 
It  I  icon  perceived  that  Madam  ▼.  P*8.  know- 
the  world  waa  altogether  derived  from  novela. 

Maria,  I  only  reprehend  her  novel  reading, 
live  of  more  improving  atudiea.  In  their  due 
)t   noveli,    noveUreaderi,    and  novel-writera 

especially  ai  I  happen  to  be  one. 
revenons  a  tiot  numtontl  The  young  ladiea 
averedy  and  appeared  to  have  forgotten  that 
luch  a  word  as  "  leave  off."  I  went  up  to  them, 
wicked  enough  to  ask  if  they  could  also  sing  a 
song  ?  to  which  they  replied  **  no." — Then  they 
r  Paris,  of  Malibran,  of  fashions,  and — I  can- 
e  their  remarks. 

ition,  superficial  acquirements,  arrogance,  how 
o  I  detest  you  all  1  and,  therefore,  I  will  now 
thia  owlet's  nest 

Q  v.  P.  took  leave  of  me  with  many  civilitiea, 
ipressed,  and  did  not  beg  me  to  repeat  my 
auapect  that  my  music- teaching,  and  my  ac- 
:ea  with  names  ending  with — valle  and  quiat, 
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satisfied  her  that  I  did  not  belong  to  her  circ 

Well — she  may  be  right  On  ou^way  hpn 
waggons  loaded  with  furniture  for  die  new  i 
If  this  man,  after  all  that  has  been  said  aboi 
only  a  respectable  common-place  man,  then 
yery  angry. 

J 

Yesterday  evening  we  were  at  home,  and 
of  it  we  were.  Bjom  was  working  away  like  a 
carpenter,  and  I  was  reading  to  him  what  I  hi 
on  the  subject  of  our  visits.  He  was  am 
laughed,  but  censured  me  for  having  wi 
severely  about  several  persons.  He  was  n 
satisfied  with    my  judgment  of  the  v.  P. — 

"  You  call  them  a  succession  of  unsuccessfu 
said  he ;  "  and  as  yet  you  have  only  seen  tl 
My  sweet  Franciska,  it  is  very  difficult  to 
rectly  of  character  even  after  long  acquaint 
therefore  impossible,   to  form  a  just  opini 
single    visit;    besides,    men    display    the< 
differently  under  different  circumstances, 
many  affected  and  ridiculous  in  company,  ^ 
admired  on  their  sick-bed.     Many,  on  sor 
tedious  and  assuming,  whom  J  have  after 
agreeable  and  modest     Many   people   ii 
time  in  singularities,  which  they  afterw? 
lay  aside.     Many  conceal  their  better  q 
perform  the  noblest  actions,  whilst  the  w» 
the  fool's  cap  which  they  choose  to  wea 
may  possibly  be  with  this  family.' 

''Granted,  granted,  dear   Bjom;  and 
3rou  if  I  get  a  sight  of  this  fair  side  of  tt 


moft  i^ofving  oolonn.*' 

Id  k  ii|f1b«  better  In  ibeiMmfaM  to  keep 

to  mora  In  theihadef    By  racii  rath  Judg- 

diete  it  if  that  we  if^nra  our  neighbourly  for 

o  lleten  to  them  do  not  ttop  to  ooneider  that 

:  doea  not  condemn  the  whole  roan." 

X  are  your  withee,  BJdm  f    You  make  me  qnlto 

oly.  Shall  I  throw  the  whole  acribble  into 
«f 

let  it  alone  now.  The  aame  reflectiona  that 
Joet  been  making,  willmottprobably  occur  to 
der." 

nake  this  more  sure,  Bjdm,  as  well  as  to  re- 
r  conscience,  I  shall  note  down  this  little 
lion  for  her." 

his  I  have,  herewith,  done,  dear  Maria.    Ah  I 
shall  always  remain  a   thoughtless  creature, 
from  first  impressions.    Forgive  me,  aikd  still 
Lind  to  your— 

Fbancibka. 
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III. 


THIRD  LETTER. 


FRANCISKA  WERNER  TO  MARIA  M. 


Junel 
"  I  am  returning  again  from  a  better  world.  I 
been  in  a  heavenly  land !  "Would  you  like  to  1 
what  I  saw  there  7  Well,  a  patriarch  and  his  wif< 
very  sight  of  the  venerable  old  couple  rcjoicei 
heart.  Serenity  smoothes  their  aged  brows.  C 
fulness  and  wisdom  sit  upon  their  lips,  and  in 
gaze  one  may  read  love  and  peace.  Around  then 
a  company  of  angels;  blooming  young  maidem 
younger  children — one  of  these  who  fully  respond 
my  idea  of  a  seraph,  particularly  claimed  my  attei 
not  because  all  seemed  attached  to  her,  nor  fb 
beauty,  for  she  was  not  handsome ;  but  because 
looked  so  innocent  and  affectionate,  and  because 
seemed  to  live  entirely  for  others.  Now  she  wa 
cupied  with  the  patriarchs,  and  mutual  love  beam 
their  looks.  Now  she  snatched  up  the  angel-chi 
in  her  arms,  kissed  and  caressed  them.  Now  she  t 
with  the  fair  young  girls  with  animation  and  affe 
She  was  a  celestial  creature,  whose  sole  hapf 
seemed  to  consist  in  loving.  She  beckoned  tb 
tendants,  and  nectar  and  delicious  fruits  were  hs 
round,  and  she  herself  took  care  that  the  chl 
should  obtain  as  much  as  their  little  hands  could 


THB  KXIOHBOUEf.  93 

I  her  (air,  moderately  arched  brow,  ihone  a  ray  of 

ty  which  touched  my  heart,  and  fiUed  me  with  the 

i  of  a  heaYcnl^  vision.    The  glance  of  her  fine  blue 

was  bright  and  kind,  and  it  had  that  bashful,  quiet, 

eoious  expression   which  pleases    us  so   much  in 

Jdren.     I  have  never  seen  a  look  which  expressed 

much  of  goodness.    Now  and  then  a  glance  beamed 

>m  that  benign  eye,  which  seemed  to  tell  that  her 

hole  existence  was  made  up  of  bliss.    Her  hair  was 

gfat  brown,  incomparably  radiant  and  beautiful ;  her 

omplexion  white  and  transparent     I  have  never  seen 

1  form  which  displayed  more  the  nobility  of  the  soul, 

nor  a  being  who  reminded  one  more  of  music.  I  learned 

tiiat  this  lovely  girl  is  called  Serena,      and  that  those 

children  were  assembled  to  celebrate  her  birth-day. 

They  all  attached  themselves  to  Serena.    All  wanted 

her,  all  wished  to  hear  her,  and  to  be  heard  by  her. 

**  Ah,  Serena,"  said  the  little  angel-girls,  **  sing  us  the 
Little  Flower-Girl's  song — that  beautiful,  sweet  song  V* 
"  Ah,  Serena,"  entreated  the  children-angels,  "  play 
to  us,  that  we  may  dance." 

**  I  will  do  everything  for  you  that  you  wish,"  replied 
the  sweet  Serena.  "  What  shall  I  do  first  ?  I  think  I 
must  obey  the  children  and  play  a  dance,  and  then  we 
will  ask  the  stranger-lady  for  that  pretty  song,  for  I  am 
sure  she  will  sing  it  better  than  I." 

And  Serena  sat  down  to  play,  the  young  ones 
danced,  and  the  old  ones  smiled,  for  it  was  delightful 
to  see  them. 

After  the  dance  the  fruit-baskets  were  handed  round 
again,  and  Serena  requested  me  in  the  name  of  all,  t 
ling  the  "  Little  Flower  Girl."     I  went  to  the  piar 
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forte.  The  whole  little  party  with  onuigM  in  Aeir 
hands  crowded  round  me ;  their  roiy  fheeks  and  cheer- 
ful countenances  animated  my  voicef  and  when  I  had 
finished,  I  heard  from  all  sides:  "Ahi  once  mon^ 
once  more." 

And  I  sang  once  and  twice  more ;  the  little  angek 
were  never  satisfied  in  listening  to  "  the  Little  Flower 
Girl."  The  patriarchs  thanked  me  for  the  song  at 
heartily  as  the  angels,  and  thanked  the  authw. 

Serena  introduced  games.  You  should  haye  seen 
the  joy  and  mirth  they  produced.  I  sat  near  the  patri- 
archs. During  the  game  one  of  the  heavenly  little 
angelsi  who,  however,  possessed  a  good  share  of  ter- 
restrial avidity,  stole  into  the  room  in  which  I  sat,  and 
took  of  the  refreshments  which  her  sister  had  put  by. 
Serena,  who  at  this  moment  was  pouring  out  negus  to 
the  patriarchs,  followed  the  child  with  her  eye.  She 
then  went  softly  up  to  her,  lead  her  to  one  aide,  took 
her  upon  her  lap,  and  said  with  a  serious,  yet  kindly 
look: 

''Why  have  you  taken  your  sister's  apple,  little 
Eva  ?     Was  that  right  ?     Was  that  a  good  action  !" 

Little  Eva  terrified  and  ready  to  cry,  stammered 
out :  **  Why,  she  had  two,  and  I  had  none.*' 

**  Because  you  had  eaten  yours ;  but  in  no  case  had 
you  any  right  to  take  of  your  sister's  fruit" 

"  I  thought  that  no  one  saw  it  1"  answered  the  weep- 
ing little  one. 

"  If  nobody  here  saw  you,  yet  God  saw  you,  and  he 
does  not  love  children  who  do  what  is  wrong.  Go  now 
and  put  the  apple  down  again,  my  little  Eva!" 

Little  Eva  went  and  laid  the  apple  down ;  (would  to 
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hat  the  flnt  Ere  had  done  the  feme,)  the 

down  her  hce,  whilst  she  seid  to  Serena  s 

I  never  more  be  kind  to  me  again  T" 

you  promise  me,  never  to  take  any  thing 

does  not  belong  to  you,  without  permission  t" 

la  with  a  gracious,  serious  look. 

Ddeedi"  sobbed  the  chUd,  **  I  will  never  do 

I  will  love  you  again,  and  you  shall  again  be 
ttle  Eva  1"  said  Serena ;  she  took  the  child 
n  her  lap,  and  let  it  cry  out  on  her  breast 
ttle  scene  which  I  had  witnessed  furtively, 
nversing  with  the  old  people,  gave  me  a 
ioh  I  never  shall  forget 
Is  also,  mention  was  made  of  the  expected 
Lamm,  but  not  with  silly  conjectures ;  some- 
1  and  noble,  which  he  is  reported  to  have 
spoken  of:  '*The  man  is  certainly  not  Don 
and    there  was  joy  in  heaven    over  the 

7as  a  little  sparrow  in  this  little  heaven ;  such 
1  have  never  seen.  It  was  tame  and  social, 
angels  were  particularly  delighted  with  it 
I  a  laugh,  a  cry  of  delight,  when  the  sparrow 
t  their  little  heads ;  and  the  name  of  **  GuU- 
^1 !"  (golden  or  as  yellow  as  gold)  was  re- 
exulting  choruses. 

laying,  dancing,  singing,  and  laughing  con- 
e  whole  of  the  evening.  Once  the  angelic- 
and  formed,  under  the  direction  of  Serena, 
und  the  patriarchs.  Bear  and  his  little  wife 
d  themselves  surrounded  by  the  fair  and 
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happy  circle ;  then  they  again,  unth  long,  divid 
form  fresh  gtoupes. 

Agreeable  and  lovely  as  it  was  in  this  he 
we  were  nevertheless  obliged  to  think  of  retumi 
our  little  earthly  home,  and,  after  we  had  supped 
the  angels,  we  went  away  in  the  cabriolet.  But  th< 
erable  patriarchs  and  the  fair  Serena  first  entreate< 
cordially  and  earnestly  to  come  again  and  spt 
whole  day  with  them,  that  we  were  obliged  to 
them  our  promise  to  do  so.  I  confess,  that  no 
could  be  more  agreeable  to  my  wishes.  I  could  i 
of  nothing  on  our  way  home,  but  of  Serena,  ai 
asleep  with  her  pure  image  in  my  souL 

Perhaps  I  shall,  some  day,  see  this  house  in  a 
prosaical  light,  and  then  you  shall  receive  a  less  ] 
picture.  Life  has  its  every- day,  as  well  as  its  fie 
garb.  For  the  present,  I  only  know  that  I 
enjoyed  a  heavenly  vision. 

Juno 

It  may  be  good  abroad,  but  it  is  better  at  hon 
have  thought  of  this  a  hundred  times  during 
happy  days  spent  tranquilly  at  home.  I  am  t 
my  Bear  and  my  little  animals ;  my  work  pre 
Six  hens,  three  ducks,  and  two  turkey-coci 
now  my  intimate  acquaintances.  To-day  I 
stroked  and  fed  my  cows.  Splendid  creatures ! 
largest  and  finest  one  I  have  christened  jitu 
in  memory  of  the  fair  Northern  Mythos,  of 
I  had  been  reading  in  the  symbolic  doctrii 
Eddas. 

My  Bjom  is  a  singular  being ;  whilst  I  wea 
from  his  little  faults,  he  wins — heaven  knows  h<r 
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incrcasinpT  power  over  me.  Thiii  much  in  ccrtnin,  that 
he  is  excellent  nnd  RciisiMr.  Yesterday  eveniiiLr  ho 
cnmc,  with  hiH  ])i])e  in  his  mouth,  into  the  drr'/iii]:;- 
room,  but  utood  ut  the  dmir  nnd  nmde  a  sly  iiK  airing 
griniHCu,  whilst  he  was  wutchinfr  me.  I  ran  up  to  iiim, 
took  him  with  his  pipe  in  my  arms,  and  {lulh-d  him 
into  the  room.  I  was  so  happy  tlnit  iiis  pipe  did  not 
hate  the  drawing-room.    But  too  great  familiarity — 

June  10th. 

Miss  Ilcllevi  Ilausgicbcl — exuberant  spirits — sup- 
per at  Svanii ; — this  was  our  afternoon  yesterday. 

Miss  Ilellcvi  Hausfriebel  is  n  lively  clever  creature, 
but  almost  too  lively  for  me.  She  remiii'is  me  of  pre- 
served ginger ;  if  taken  ocea.sionally  it  is  rofrishing; 
one  calls  it  delicious  1  but  it  does  not  do  every  day. 
Bjorn,  come  here,  darling!  —  >Vliat  do  you  say  to 
this  Kimile? 

**  That  it  is  wicked,  and  that  you  are  ginger  your- 
self, you  monkey !" 

**  Ginger  ?     That's  what  you  are,  you  Bear !" 

Juiu*  20tli. 

The  sisters-in-law  are  arrived.  Yest«Tday  morning, 
just  when  Bjornand  I  had  been  scpiabbiiiig,  aiiotiM-anie 
from  »m  cZ/jV**  ///iVc,  inviting  Ujiirn  and  nu*  to  supper ; 
first,  because  she  wished  to  see  us;  sei'onilly,  because 
bhe  wanted  us  to  be  with  her  to  receive  the  relations,  who 
were  expected  at  Karlsfors  that  evening.  She  added :  *'  If 
the  little  woman  would  come  sumewhal  earlier,  I 
should  be  glad  of  it,  and  will  therefore  si-nd  my  b.iy- 
harses  with  the  Nonkopings-earriji{?e  to  lU.senvik. 
Tins  time  I'll  take  it  upon  my  conscienee  to  «*ep:iraU: 
mail  and  wife,  but  if  they  can  buth  c  ^;e       ;|^e7Lef 

U      VOL.  J. 
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I  shall  be  so  much  the  happier." 

I  was  very  curious  about  the  brothers  and  siften-in 
law.  Bjorn  was  quite  happy  at  the  thought  of  seeioj 
his  beloved  brother,  Peter,  again.  On  account  c 
several  patients  however,  he  could  not  go  to  Karlafor 
before  the  evening.  I  therefore  went  alone  in  tfa 
Norrkbpings-carriage,  which  went  much  better  thai 
the  Heaven-chariot. 

I  found  Counsellor  Hok  at  ma  cJiire  tnh-e't.  H 
comes  regularly  once  a  week  and  dines  at  ma  dkir 
wi^re'sj  and  brings  journals  and  law  papers  from  tfa 
town,  where  he  lives ;  for  ma  chire  mire  is  very  fond  o 
law,  and  is  engaged  in  many  law  suits.  They  have  < 
good  deal  to  say  about  her  affairs,  into  which  he  enter 
more  heartily  than  if  they  were  his  own.  The  conver 
sal  ion  begins  at  coffee  time,  (for  during  dinner  ma  chir 
mdre  is  a  most  attentive  hostess  to  all  her  guests,)  ani 
lasts  till  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  Then  ma  ckir 
mdre  says :  "  Now,  counsellor,  we  will  take  a  walk.' 
After  this,  both  rise  and  begin  to  walk  up  and  dowi 
the  large  saloon,  sicio  by  side.  This  period  is  reg^ardei 
as  a  truce  to  business.  The  promenadcrs  do  not  ex 
change  a  single  word,  but  ma  chire  mire  walks  with  he 
hands  behind  her  back,  and  repeats  continually,  inloi 
whisper  to  herself,  "  Trallala,  trallala,  trallala,  trallala 
tralL'Ua,  trail ! "  This  promenade,  which  is  calle< 
"  Trail,"  lasts  about  half  an  hour;  after  which  ma  ek^ 
mire  says :  "  Now,  counsellor,  we  will  sit  down !  "  An< 
now  they  sit  down,  and  resume  their  conversation,  bu 
not  again  on  the  subject  of  business,  but  about  ok 
tiinoK  and  persons  then  living;  they  relate  anecdotef 
;ind  drink  tea.     Thus  have  they  for  upwards  of  twenty 
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m  been  promenading,  trnllaling  and  chatting  to- 
iler.    At  times  the  couniiellor  is  rtMiiarkaibly  nbiient. 

places  himself,  forcxamplo,  within  a  diMinirntrfiinst 
loor,  and  stands  there,  lost  in  thouf^'ht,  without 
ving  from  the  Apot  for  hours ;  sunii'tiini'K  at  tahle, 
m  he  is  pouring  out  wine  or  wutvr,  he  diu's  not 
ice  whether  the  f(iiwu  is  full,  but  koeps  pouriiif^ 
ly,  till  it  runs  on  the  tnlilc-cloth.     Ma  ck^re  mere  is 

particularly  well  8ati»Ht'd  with  this,  as  you  may 
ily  believe,  but  she  never  snys  a  reproachful  word 
ut  it  to  Counsellor  lliik,  only  jokes  with  him  al>out 

"  poetic  distraction."  IIowcvit,  Khe  id  fi;i'm'rally 
f  quick  in  anticipating  his  wiKhcK,  wlifn  she  sees 
\or\\r  hand  rcachiiifr  ovi-r  to  n  dccatitcr  or  bottle. 
•ut  I  am  Icttiup^  my  ))cn  nui  like  a  wild-duck  from 
tiling  to  another.  I  stopped  at  the  evening:  of  my 
tivc's  arrlviil.  Ma  rht^re  tm^re  liad  herself  and  house 
loliday  array.  The  helmet  sat  poiiipously  and 
idly  upon  her  seriouH  forehead,  and  with  the  air 

fitcp  of  a  p^onendi  she  marched  at  the  side  of 
nsellor  Iltik  throuf;h  the  lar^^c  a)}])artnient.  They 
5  occupied  with  the  '*  trail.'*  All  the  doors  were 
1,  domestics  in  livcTy  were  bustling  about  the 
"R.  Kvery  thinp^  wore  a  highly  festive  appearance. 
Welcome,  my  dear  Franeiska!  "  said  ma  chi'rr  mrrCf 
I  a  proud  demeanor,  reaching  me  her  hand.  "  Vou 
now  make  the  acquainUuice  of  your  new  relations; 
hall  soon  see  what  sort  of  youn^  women  they  are; 
ipy  yourself  in  the  mean  time  as  you  liki;,  my  love, 
St  I  finish  my  trail." 

availed  myself  of  the  opportunity  this  permission  she 
!  me  to  inspect  the  rooms  ))reparcd  for  the  siutcrs- 
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in-law.  I  found  the  coarse  toilet-coven  exchanged  for 
much  finer  ones.  I  was  delighted  with  ma  chin  tain  for 
that.  The  rooms  were  in  all  respects  completely  fur- 
nished; everything  was  neat,  substantial  and  comfort- 
able;  but  I  missed  the  little  poetic  embellishments, 
all  those  graceful  superfluities,  without  which  life  and 
time  are  but  bare  and  tasteless.  Afa  cA^r«  tn^re  (thought 
I,)  will  leave  them  to  the  young  occupants,  she  will 
let  them  embellish  their  own  little  world  according  to 
their  own  fancy.  But  though  I  acknowledged  that  this 
way  might  probably  be  the  best,  I  had  nevertheleM 
an  irrcsistable  inclination  to  anticipate  the  tastes  of  the 
sisters-in-law.  I  went  into  the  garden,  gathered  a 
quantity  of  flowers,  which  grew  their  in  abundance, 
wove  some  garlands,  and  hung  them  on  the  toilet  mir- 
ror. I  arranged  also  flowers  in  the  glasses,  and  was 
delighted  with  the  pleasing  eflcct.  At  this  moment  I 
heard  a  shar]:)  voice  say  behind  me :  "  So,  so,  little  one 
it  x)leases  you  to  invade  my  garden,  and  to  spoil  my 
flowers  !  What  do  you  think  I  shall  say  to  that  ?  "  I 
turned  round  and  beheld  with  terror  ma  chire  mMt 
severe  countenance,  the  expression  however  quickly 
changed ;  and  laughing  and  patting  me  on  the  cheek 
she  added :  "  Come,  come,  only  don't  look  so  serious, 
1  only  mean  that  you  are  poetical,  and  that  if 
you  like  to  poetize  and  All  your  sister-in-law's  rooms 
with  all  sorts  of  trumpery  it  is  your  business  and  not 
mine.  Your  work,  I  must  needs  say  notwithstanding, 
looks  very  pretty,  I  see  you  are  not  witliout  taste,  my 
dear.  Will  you  have  a  cup  of  tea  now  ?  then  come  with 
me ;  for  my  commanding  oflicer  (so  ma  chere  m^re  terms 
her  stomach)f  docs  not  feel  disposed  to  wait  for  the 
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jonng  gentry.  Hok  in  planted  in  tbc  saloon,  in  one  of 
hii  reveries,  but  we  will  rouKC  liim." 

I  accompanied  ma  chdrcm^re.t  and  wlirn  T  ciitorpd  tho 
laloon,  I  heard  Bjorn'B  steps  in  tlio  ndjoiniii'r  r(>f)in.  I 
had  only  just  time  to  whisper  to  via  rhi'rf  mi'Tc ;  "if  hv. 
ihould  ask  after  me,  say  tliat  you  have  not  kcvu  mv  \ " 
■nd  I  stole  quickly  beliind  an  open  door.  Ma  vhi're. 
wtkre  nodded  assent  to  my  little  joke,  and  my  iiUHhatul 
entered.  Almost  at  the  same  moment  that  he  Kaluted 
and  kissed  ma  chitre  mare's  liand,  he  asked :  "  Wiiere  is 
my  wife  V* — "  I  don't  know  anything  about  that," — Miid 
ma  chitre  mfre  very  p-avely, — "  I  have  not  st'en  her  at 
all."  "Good  heavens!  where  is  she  then?  "  said  Bjiirn 
with  a  mien  of  such  alarm  and  concern  that  1  coiihl  not 
bear  to  see  it,  and  when,  after  having  looked  round  oti 
all  sides,  he  turned  to  leave  the  room,  I  ruslicd  up  to 
him  and  cauji^ht  him  in  my  arms.  Ah,  how  sweet  it  iH, 
to  feel  one's-self  beloved  !  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  1  ninl  via 
chire  mi^re  lau^^hcd  loudly  out  at  our  emhracitij^. 

Bjiirn  was  quite  in  p^ood  humour,  he  had  fotnid  his 
little  wife  .i;rain,  and  expected  soon  to  embratc  liis  !»•- 
loved  brother.  Mu  c/n're  mi^re  took  her  scat  at  tlu*  hot  • 
torn  of  the  larjrc  saloon,  in  her  j^n-at  arm-cliair  of  n-il 
damask;  made  me  sit  by  her,  and  afterwards  seated 
Bjorn,  Counsellor  116k,  and  Tutten  in  a  semi-circle 
around  her. 

I  siiw  luat  ma  chitre  mdre  wished  to  have  an  im])o- 
sinp^  scene,  and  to  make  an  impreHsion  on  the  youuf? 
ladies. 

In  order  to  pet  up  to  her  they  wen?  obliged  to  tra- 
verse the  whole  length  of  the  salooti.  I  do  assure  you, 
that  my  whole  heart  beat  with  sympathy  for  them,  and 
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I  inwardly  praised  Bjom's  kind  consideration  in  hav- 
ing presented  me,  unprepared  as  I  was,  to  ma  chhre  min 
by  which  he  saved  my  character  the  cruel  ordeal  of  an 
imposing  introduction,  which  is  my  greatest  dread  and 
abhorrence. 

Ma  cliPre  mare's  strong  nerves  prevent  her  being 
able  to  form  any  conception  of  such  feelings ;  whilst 
we  sat  at  our  posts,  she  related  with  animation  the  his- 
tory of  her  first  presentation  at  Court,  how  she  had  a 
long  time  previously  practised  herself  in  courtesying  to 
five  chairs,  and  how  these  courtesies  were  afterwards 
performed  befure  the  crowned  heads.  Ma  chiremin 
described  the  whole  of  this  scene  and  the  principal  per- 
sonages in  it,  in  so  lively  and  distinct  a  manner,  that  I 
forgot  where  I  was,  and  why  I  was  sitting  there.  But 
now  the  rolling  of  a  carriage  was  heard,  ma  chire  mire 
was  silent,  I  felt  anxious  and  rose  up,  Bjom  did  the 
same.  Ma  cMre  mire  laid  her  weighty  hand  in  the  way 
of  interdiction  on  my  arm,  and  said  to  us,  "  Sit  still  \ 
the  old  woman  wishes  to  be  the  first  to  welcome  them 
to  her  house,  the  old  woman  will  await  them  here." 
She  looked  quite  solemn,  and  I  sat  myself  down  again 
with  a  throbbing  heart.  Bjom  hesitated,  but  as  soon 
as  a  bustle  and  voices  were  heard  below,  he  said, — 
"  That  is  Jean  Jacques ! "  and  seated  himself  likewise. 
Now  steps  were  heard,  and  a  servant  announced  withi 
loud  voice :  "  Baron  Jean  Jacques  and  the  lady  Ba- 
roness I " 

We  heard  the  rustling  of  a  silk  dress,  and  in  came, 
accompanied  by  a  gentleman,  a  lady  about  my  own  age 
but  taller  than  I.  She  looked  quite  comme  t7 /ok/,  walked 
quickly,  and  with  a  certain  modest  self-possession,  up 
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till'  n>om  as  far  ;is  mu  rhh-'  lu.n;  wh.-i  r.i!  .  il  ll■^^.■!^ 
inajt>«t'u'ailyt  walkiul  a  low  sttps  hiw.-nls  tin-  iii".vl\- 
Jirrivoil,  aiul  IohUcmI  i-xfrrnu-ly  insjinsin'r.  'I'lif  sister- 
in-law  iMHirlsii'd  viTV  ]'r.ir..mi«;l\.  .mmi  Klv«i-il  i.-i.t  < '.  ;.■ 
wiVif't  liaisil,  as  1  hail  ilmii'.  .1// 1-/.,/.  i:;.  ,-,•  kissrd  Iut 
inrftui'ii,  but  only  on  tlii»  lori'lu-.il,  .jm.I  iMil.:-.-!.  -.1  ami 
welcomed  luT  as  tlu"  ynunr  ulfi-.  Slu-  ils'-n  ..ainicil 
Joan  .Iai-(|Ui's  in  tin-  same  iMatn::-;-  as  >lu-  h.:.l  l»):;in'i-ly 
F:iluti>d  IJjiini ;  afti-r  wliitli  ihr  ;u\v  ri!..!:\.-:  win-  in- 
troducod  to  u**.  I  toij);  njy  seal  \w:a  to  my  .si:.fe, -in- 
law. At  lirst  we  wi're  a  liltli-  a":iia!i'il,  li;M  .\  >.)n  emn- 
posed  oiirsolvrs,  becaint' i|uit(' intimate,  atul  he^'an  an 
anrrei'ablo  coiiwrsation.  .Jam*  .Maria  pleaded  me  inui  h. 
very  iniii-h.  Shi*  is  not  handsome,  but  has  a  look  di' 
su]KTiority,  and  a  very  fine  liL^nre.  Her  manners  ami 
address  indicate  nnich  lHMii}>:nity  and  ,v:ood  sense.  Her 
dn-ss  was  likewise  very  suitaide  and  bi'eomin}; ;  a  inown 
ftilk  pelisse,  over  it  a  lar<,^'  ^old  chain  with  a  waieh,  a 
simple  but  fashionable  cap  with  jiale  bine  libhons, 
which  Kuited  very  well  with  her  li^^ht  hair  and  e(im- 
plexiou.  I  like  a  woman  who  understands  how  to  dress, 
it  is  a  mark  uf  pfood  sense  and  taste. 

"  But  where  is  Peter?  "  lljiirn  had  now  cried  at  least 
seven  times  successively,  ere  yet  the  first  sahiiations 
were  over.  At  lenjrth  Jean  Jaecjues  answereil :  "  I'eter 
will  not  arrive  yet,  if  he  comes  at  all  this  evenin-v ;  I'ihl'a 
took  a  fancy  to  lie  down  to  sleep  at  ('.,  where  we  ilined, 
and  she  wcaild  by  no  means  havi"  hiiMlI'diNlnred.  My 
wife  anil  I  were  at  last  obii'vd  lo  leave  lu-r  bi-liind, 
that  ma  thvrv  mcrv  mij^ht  not  be  disappijinted  in  her 
expectation  of  seein«^  us  this  evenin^^  Khba,  it  seems 
to  me,   mifjht  have  slept  in  tlu'  carria<ce  veiy  w»'ll,  for 
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slie  does  not  care  for  scenery,  and  sits  always  with  her 
veil  down."  Ma  chvre  mere  wrinkled  her  brows  a  little, 
but  Bjorn  frowned  outri<rlit.  I  looked  at  Jane  Maria, 
who  smiled  eni))hatically.  Almost  at  the  same  instant 
we  heard  the  roll  and  stopjiing  of  a  carriage.  "There  he 
is!"  cried  l?jorn,  who  started  off  like  a  bomb- shell,  and 
rushed  out  to  meet  his  beloved  brother,  before  ma  chire 
mdrc  could  detain  him.  She  shook  her  head,  and  looked 
angry,  but  I  •  was  pleased  with  my  Bear  for  loving  liii 
brother  so  dearly. 

Now  behold  my  sister-in-law.  No.  2. 

A  little,  slender  figure  moves  in  conceitedly,  but 
gracefully.     Her  eyes  are  half  closed,  her  little  straw 
bonnet  hangs  over  her  arm ;  the  little  cap  with  pink 
ribbons  sits  on  one  ear,  and  lets  a  few  curls  of  dark- 
brown  hair  droop  out  on  the  other,  as  it  were,  acci' 
dentally.  Iler  husband  follows  her  with  his  eyes,whih 
at  the  door  he  is  again  embraced  by  lijiirn.      Ma  c/idi 
mdre  rises  as  before,  majestically,  and  advances  thr 
paces  to  meet  tlic  little  sylph;  but  to  the  astonislunc 
of  us  all,  the  latter,  without  looking  up,  passes  her,  a 
throws  herself  carelessly    into    the  arm-chair,  wh 
ma  chcre  mere  had  just  left,  exclaiming,    "Oh  dea 
am  so  tired,  so  tired,   so  warm,  almost  ready  to  di 
Her  little  silk  pelisse  Hew  back,  and   exposed  s 
white  frcnch  cambric  dress,  from  beneath  which  p« 
out  a  pair  of  the  most  lovely  little  feet  and  ancles 

You  sliould  have  seen  via  chvre  mere.      She  st< 
if  thunder-struck  ;  but  Peter  hastened  forward 
Ebba's  hand,  and  endeavoured  to  raise  her  fr 
chair,  whilst  he  whispered,  "  Ebba,  for  heaven' 
think  what  you  arc  doing  for  my  sake  !      Eb' 
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*u  ch^re  mire  ! 

**  Heavens!  "  cri<tl  Ebba,  wakiii^^  as  it  were  out  of  a 
dream,  and  looked  up  with  a  pnlr  of  iiiic  dark  vyv^  to 
ma  rhere  mire,  jiiNt  us  one  looks  up  to  achurrli-sti  rplc. 
SMI  cJiere  mere,  on  ber  part,  approached  hcrwitli  amiiii 
which  seemed  to  ftay,  *'  What  sort  of  a  straii;;(:  littU' 
creature  are  you  ?  '* 

When  ma  ch6re  mdre  came  quite  dose  to  Khha,  tlic 
latter  suddenly  tore  her  hand  out  of  I'ctcr*s,  ski)))jcd 
u))on  the  chair,  ilun^  botli  her  arms  round  ma  rhvrc. 
mkre*s  neck,  and  kissed  her  witli  the  swcctni'ss  and  free- 
dom of  a  child.  This  appeared  to  make  a)i(.'c-uli:ir  im- 
pression on  ma  chh-e  mere.  VVitli  hotli  her  ^re.tt  iiands 
she  clasped  IChba's  sh'iidcr  waist,  liikd  h'-r  uji  lii;;h, 
took  hei*  upon  her  arm  as  a  ciiild,  and  ualked  with  her 
under  the  chandelier,  now  shinin<r  in  the  rays  of  the 
declinin;]^  Kun,  and  inspected  the  litlh:  Nera])h  head  un- 
der the  splendour  of  the  bright  sunsiiiiu'.  VAAy.i  I.-m.^Micd, 
we  were  all  obli;(ed  to  lau;^h,  and  now  fun  rhrn:  inrirs 
rou^h  Ila,  ha,  ha!  was  heard  soundiu'^  above  all  Uu; 
rest.  She  patted  and  pinclu.'d  tlie  pretty,  nrni^rhty  child 
on  the  cheek,  till  the  latter  compressed  her  fine  dark 
eyebrows,  and  impatiently  cried,  "  L(;t  me  (rol  "  !Iut 
mti  diere  »//<V«',  who  jirobaijiy  wished  to  jjunisli  her  a 
little,  carried  her  about,  still  jokin;^  witli  Iter  as  with  a 
cliiid ;  and  oidy  when  the  tears  camt!  into  Iht  eyes, 
sIi(K)k  her  ^ood-naturedly,  kissed  Iter  forehead,  and  sal 
her  down  on  the  floor,  ma  chiire  mi'.re  afKrwards  j;re<ted 
IVter  with  the  following  words:  "  My  dear  son,  punisli 
your  wife,  or  she  will  punish  you." 

Kblia  saluted  me  most  un<rra(-iously.  did  not  oncf> 
even  hiok  at   IJjorn,  but  threw  herself  on  a  sofa,  and 
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Stared  about  the  room,  and  at  us,  with  an  air  of  indif- 
ference. Ma  cMre  mPre  suffered  all  this  to  pass  off; 
but  I  saw  a  look  which  said  plainly,  in  my  opinion, 
"  We'll  bring  you  to  your  senses,  you  little  pert  thing!" 

Ebba  is  however,  from  head  to  foot,  the  most  beau- 
tifully formed  little  creature  that  I  ever  beheld.    She 
is  more  like  a  fairy  than  a  human  being ;    but  her  fiice 
is  disfigured  by  a  kind  of  supercilious  and  pert  look, 
which  especially  plays  about  the  lightly  inflated  nos- 
tril, and  the  small  pouting  mouth.     She  is  certainly 
very  young  yet,  but  appears  to  me  to  be  a  child,  whoie 
training  must  have  been  most  difficult.     Bjom  seemed 
to  participate  in  this  opinion,  and  he  looked  at  her  and 
at  Peter  with  an  air  of  the  deepest  concern.     The  Ut- 
ter is  apparently  enamoured,  beyond  measure,  with  his 
whimsical  little  wife,  who  does  not  seem  to  care  much 
for  him.     Nor  can  I  be  in  the  least  surprised  that  be  ii 
not  able  to  win  the  love  of  such  a  young  and  childish 
being.  He  is  plain,  has  a  very  large  nose,  and  his  sandy 
hair  stands  out  towards  all  the  points  of  the  compaA 
He  is  taciturn  and  reserved ;  but  his  eyes  are  fine,  and 
have  a  speaking  look,  full  of  soul  and  feeling.   He  n' 
the  whole  evening  as  it  were,  retired  within  himtel' 
now  and  then  he  squeezed  Bjbrn's  hand,  and  often  cs' 
a  glance  at  his  little  wife,  who  had  fallen  asleep  on  tl 
sofa.     The  evening  would  have  a])pcared  rather  lo 
but  for  the  company  of  Jean  Jac(iucs.     Ue  has  lat 
been  on  the  Continent,  and  described  to  us  many  v 
interesting  novelties ;  he  told  us  of  mechanical  inv 
tions,  of  railways,  the  tunnel  under  the  Thames,  etc 

Jean  Jacques  is  handsome,  he  speaks  rapidly, 
appears  to  be  full  of  life  and  information.  Ma  chire 
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r  much  entertained  byhii  communications,  and 
■tened  to  them  with  grrat  interest;  I  felt  aonry 
WTupted  by  the  announcement  of  aupptT.  Wc 
ound  for  Ebba,  she  was  Iyin|^  on  the  sofa  in  a 
»ep,  and  woa  indescribably  lovely  as  slie  lay 
ke  a  rose-bud  between  green  leaves.  I  ex- 
this  as  we  stood  around  her.  Peter  thanked 
a  bright  look.  He  stooped  down,  kissed  £b- 
ik  in  onler  to  wake  her,  and  said,  "  £bba,  my 
wake  up  1 " 

r  can't  you  let  me  alone  ?  you  are  unbearable  I" 
m's  sweet  reply,  and  she  would  have  fallen 
fain,  if  fria  ch^re  m^rc  had  not  raised  lier]>uwfr- 
',  "  listen  !  my  dear  little  woman,  ii'yttu  don't 
rcctly  to  tabk',  we'll  f^o  uway,  and  yuu  nhall 
thintr  to  eat.  Don't  fancy  tliat  we  mean  to  put 
B  out  of  the  way  for  you  I  " 
.ttle  one  opened  her  brown  eyes  with  an  air  of 
t  extreme  astonishment  raised  herst'lf,  and  ma 
re  took  her,  without  further  ceremony,  by  the 
id  led  her  to  the  dining-room.  Kbha  sutiVTed 
0  be  guided,  but  with  an  indescribable  exprcK- 
•ad  liumour  in  her  countenacc.  Ma  vhvrc  nii're 
lie  was  singularly  kind  to  her,  seatod  her  next 
:  table,  and  paid  her  a  thousand  little  pleasant 
18 ;  there  is  asoniething  in  ma  ch^re  i/itVc'^ploaH- 
eanour  so  iiTcsistihly  ciieoring  and  encuurag- 
,t  evi-n  Kbba  1u-gan  to  feel  it,  and  her  good 
unfolded,  as  the  rose  before  the  Kun-heaniK. 
ish  look  vanished,  and  was  replaced  by  a  clieer- 
> ;  xlie  became  at  once  infinitely  beautiful,  and 
l)-like  head  appeared  to  me  bewitching.    She 
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ate  and  laughed  and  talked  to  ma  chire  mire,  who  took 
much  notice  of  her.  Peter  looked  quite  happy ;  Jean 
Jacques  spoke  to  Tuttcn,  who  appeared  no  less  happy 
with  roast  beef  and  French  Omelette  soi^fflie.  Bjom  • 
sat  mute  next  to  Peter,  making  grimaces.  I  kept  up  a 
continued  conversation  with  Jane  Maria,  whose  ob- 
liging manners,  and  agreeable  conversation,  delighted 
me  more  and  more.  At  the  close  of  the  repast  ma  chere 
mdre  ordered  a  bowl  of  smoking  punch  to  be  brought 
in,  filled  all  our  glasses  and  beckoned  with  her  hand 
to  the  servants  to  withdraw.  We  were  all  suddenly 
dumb,  expecting  something  unusual,  and  ma  chin 
mere  after  having  cleared  her  throat  by  various  hems, 
raised  her  full  sounding  voice,  and  spoke  with  force  and 
gravity  : 

"  My  sons  and  daughters,  I  address  you,  because  I 
find  you  assembled  for  the  first  time  in  my  house  and 
at  my  tabic ;  I  address  you,  my  childien,    because   I 
wish  to  see  you  often  here  as  three  united  and  happy 
couples.       In  an   ancient  work  on   military  regula- 
tions, in  the  possession  of  my  deceased  husband.  Gen- 
eral Mansfelt,  it  was  said,  that  the  moment  the  battle 
began,  the  only  command  to  be  given  to  the  troops 
should  be ;  "  Do  your  best."     Tiiis  rule  may  also  ap- 
ply to  married  people.     Books  on  education,  patenial 
and  maternal  admonitions,  lessons  of  teachers,  only  go 
as   far  as  the  Hymeneal  Altar ;    there  they  stop,  anc* 
say  once   for  all  to    the  newly  married :    "Do  you 
best." — For  it  is  not  an  easy  task  to  -lay  down  fixe 
precepts  here.       Every  marriage  has  its  own    my? 
tery  of  trial,  varying  from  all  others,  and  it  is  not  wc 
for  the  uninitiated  to  intrude  into  it.     But  to  a  fr 
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iwls,  my  children,  fnnn  an  old  woman,  who  has 
1  a  tolerable  portion  of  the  world,  and  acted  a  f^ood 
t  in  the  freemaKoni'  lodp^e  of  matrimony,  1  think 
J  may  listen.  And,  if  you  take  these  counsels  in  your 
irriagc,  ad  notam  you  will  find  yourself  liuppy  in  it. 
you  wish  to  be  happy,  my  children,  guard  a^raiubt  cross 
loks,  and  capricious  tempers.     Uy  tliis,  batan  finds 
as  way  into  the  house.   A  little  cloud  may  soon  dui  ken 
both  sun  and  moon. — Yes,  guard  my  daughters,  against 
that,    which    may    be    called   dark    weatlier  in  the 
house ;  and  you,  my  sons,  guard  against  being  the  No- 
vember stonn,  which  calls  it  forth.  Ueniember,  what  the 
adage  says:  "  i>eace  nourishes,  discord  consumes."      I 
have  already  observed  Kome  things,  my  cliildrcn,  with 
which  I  am  not  pleased  ;  yes,  1  have  seen  tlicni ;  but  I 
hope,  they  may  disapjiear  and  you  may  inii)rove,  and 
therefore  I  shall  speak  of  tliom  no  more.     I)u  not  de- 
ceive each  other,  whether  in  great  or  minor  matters; 
one  single  little  deception  has  often  destroyed  the  ])(s'icu 
of  marriage.     '*  From  small  begiimings  often  jmneed 
great  consequences."     Do  not  fold  your  hands  together 
and  sit  down  idly.     **  Idleness  is  the  devil's  ])illow  !  '* 
Wander  not  much  from  home.     "  He  who  is  oft  from 
home,  will  soon  not  be  missed  at  home."    "  Our  own 
hearth  is  much  treasure  woriii." — 

"  Many  a  marriage,  my  friends,  has  risen  like  th( 
moniing  dawn,  and  consumed  away  like  smoke.     Wlr 
my  friends  ?     Solely,   because  the   married   ])alr  ha' 
neglected  to  be  as  anxious  to  ])lease  after  marriage, 
they  were  before.     Strive  at  all  times  to  ])lease  e{ 
other,  my  children,  but  yet  strive  to  please  (jod ; 
not   lavish   all  your  ali'ections    to-day,  conbidcr 
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marriage  also  has  a  to-morrow,  and  a  day  after  to- 
morrow ;  reserve,  therefore,  some  fuel  for  the  winter. 
Consider,  ray  daughters,  how  much  the  word  htutru 
(housewife)  means ;  the  wife  is  the  hushand's  domettie 
faith  ;  to  her  he  ought  to  be  able  to  confide  his  **  houM 
and  home  ;"  to  her  he  ought  to  be  able  to  trust  the 
keys  of  his  heart,  and  the  lock  of  his  treasures.  His 
honour  and  his  dwelling  are  in  her  care ;  his  prosperity 
rests  in  her  hands.  Think  of  this.  And  you,  my  sons, 
be  yc  true  men,  and  good  fathers  of  feunilies ;  so  act 
that  your  wives  may  be  able  to  esteem  and  love  you. 
And  what  more  shall  I  say  to  you,  my  children  !  Read 
diligently  the  word  of  God ;  it  will  carry  you  through 
storm  and  sunshine  into  the  haven  of  rest.  But  as  for  the 
rest — do  your  best!  I  have  done  my  duty.  God  help  and 
bless  you  all  my  children,  all  together." 

Ma  chire  m^re  spread  out  her  arms  over  us  in  an  atti- 
tude of  benediction,  made  a  solemn  motion  of  salutation 
with  her  head,  and  then  emptied  her  glass.  Ebba  was 
so  rude  as  to  gape  quite  audibly.  She  did  not  touch 
her  glass,  but  reclined  against  the  back  of  her  chair  and 
closed  her  eyes.  Jane  Maria  emptied  her  glass  with  a  re- 
spectful air.  It  had  cost  me  some  trouble  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  speech,  to  refrain  from  laughing  at 
the  ugly  grimaces  which  Bjorn  made  all  the  while.  But 
gradually  the  force  of  ma  chire  m:)re*s  exhortation  made 
me  serious;  Bjorn,  likewise  grew  composed ;  and  when 
the  speech  was  finished,  our  eyes  met,  and  with  full 
hearts  we  drank  to  each  other's  and  ma  citire  mir^t 
health. 

After  this  ceremony  ma  cA^re  merd  struck  with  aknile 
against  her  glass.    The  servants  entered,  and  with  her 
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Ill 


commanding  look,  ma  chire  mdre  stood  up,  took 

iiellor  Hok's  amif  «nd  made  us  all  pass  lu^forc  hrr, 

ain,  whilst  she  inspected  us.    When  I  pnssc<i  her, 

tapped  me  on  the  shoulder  and  said :  **  You  arc 

ainly  the  shortest !"  (This,  however,  is  not  true,  for 

iATe  measured  myself  with  Ebbo,  and  am  half  a  head 

Jer  than  she  {  but  ma  ehire  m^re  wishes  to  tcazc  nic.) 

aba  was  the  only  one  who  would  not  conform  to  her 

.■ders,  but  would  walk  alone  ;  and  in  order  to  sli]) 

way  from  her  husband  she  ski]iped  about  like  a  bird 

imonfo^t  us.     Ma  chdre  mdre  with  Counsellor  Iliik  closed 

the  train. 

Wc  entertained  ourselves  for  some  time  after  supper, 
after  which  ma  chdre  mdrc  conducted  the  younpr  pairs  to 
their  chambers.     IJjcirn  and    I,  who  were  determined 
not  to  be  excluded,  followed.  Ebba's  frood  humour  Mtill 
continued,  but  expended  itself  in  ridicule  of  the  old 
ikshioned  furniture.     Ma  chdre  mt^re  delivered  a  .short 
moral  lecture  to  heron  the  subject,  which  Ebba  listened 
to  attentively ;  and,  after  its  conclusion,  she  kissed  tbe 
mother's  band,  and  courtsied,  and  thanked  her  with 
mock  submission.     She  is  a  peaceful,  but  a  thoroupfiily 
spoiled  child,  and  appears  to  be  ill-suited  for  a  wife  to 
the  quiet  and  serious  Peter.     Jane  Maria,  on  the  other 
band,  '.ecmed  to  be  perfectly  contented  witli  every  thinji^, 
noticed  my  flowers  with  pleasure,  and  formed  by  her 
good  sense  and  polished  manners,  a  perfect  contrast  to  i 
the  wilful  Ebba.     Ma  chdre  mvrc  was    in  good  humour,  / 
nnd  joked  with  us  all — not  in  too  refined  a  style,  it  isl 
true,  but  nevertheless  she  was  really  witty.     There  isf 
something  extremely  peculiar  and  fascinatinp:  in  hci 
character.     1  observed  likewise,  this  evening,  how  bcT 
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Straightforward,  upright  manner  of  dealing,  inspires  aR 
around  her  with  security  and  comfort :  she  makes  each 
feci  at  once  his  place.  One  may  easily  accommodate 
one's  self  to  her,  and  be  comfortable  with  it. 

Ma  chdrc  mire  invited  Bjbrn  and  me  to  dine  with  the 
family  to-morrow.  I  was  glad  at  this,  for  I  was  anxious 
to  know  my  relations  more  intimately.  It  strikes  me, 
that  I  shall  gain  a  friend  in  Jane  Maria,  and  my  heart 
needs  female  friends.  Since  you,  Maria,  have  been  re- 
moved so  far  from  me,  I  have  felt  a  great  blank  in  my 
heart,  for  writing  after  all,  does  not  satisfy ;  and  if  I 
should  even  gain  Jane  Maria's  affection,  I  shall  not 
love  you  any  less  sincerely  on  that  account 

But  to  return  to  the  past  evening,  to  Bjom,  and 
Rosenvik.  Arrived  there  again,  I  communicated  to 
Bjorn  all  my  observations  respecting  the  brothers  and 
sisters-in-law.  He,  however,  was  absorbed  in  one  sole 
reflection,  and  replied  to  all  that  I  said,  only  with  a 
sigh,  and  the  words,  "  Poor  Peter  !**  Rather  out  of 
patience  with  that  everlasting  **  Poor  Peter  V*  I  said 
at  length,  "  Very  well  Peter  ought  to  do  as  a  certain 
Bear  does, — ^he  must  tame  his  wife  by  good  sense  and 
kindness,  and  then  subject  himself  to  her  tyranny." 

Bjorn  gave  me  a  look  of  delighted  love,  said 
many  kind  things,  but  concluded  again,  with,  "  Poor 
Peter!"  He  had  a  kind  of  horror  of  Ebba  ;  calb  her 
a  witch,  and  will  not  even  concede  that  she  is  hand- 
some.   Jane  Maria  he  likes  as  much  as  I  do. 

And  now  I  will  go  and  dress  for  dinner.  I  send  yoi; 
a  thousand  kisses  and  my  letter. 

Franciska.*' 
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IV. 
FOURTH  LETTER. 

FRANCI8KA   WERNER   TO   MARIA    M. 

Roscnvik,  Junc2Ii«t. 
Yesterday*!  dinner  passed  off  very  well.  Ma  (Uh-e 
mire  was  cheerful  and  pleasant;  Ebba  toIcrn]))y  politu 
and  fair  as  the  day.  Jane  Maria  was  clejrnntly  and 
beautifully  dressed ;  still  I  could  have  wished  a  little 
more  simplicityi  and  the  Sevigni^e  away  from  the  iurv- 
head.  I  am  no  friend  to  ornaments  which  concenl  the 
forehead.  Jean  Jacques  helped  to  pass  our  ti nic  a^o(>- 
ably  by  his  intercstinpf  narration.  Counsellor  iliik 
poured  half  a  decanter  of  water  over  the  table,  and  must 
have  been  very  much  roused  by  tiiis  occurrence.  Hy 
and  by  Jean  Jacques  described  to  him,  most  eaji^erly,  a 
winged  steam  carriage,  with  which  one  could  ride  in 
the  air.  Counsellor  Ilok  listened  to  bini  with  exciti'd 
attention.  Encouraged  by  this,  Jean  Jaccpus  con- 
tinued his  description  with  greater  warmth  and  fuller 
details,  when  the  Counsellor  suddenly  interrupted,  and 
exclaimed  with  great  concern,  "  1  beg  pardon, — forjrive 
me,  Baron ; — which  decanter  do  you  mean  ?"  Afd 
chdre  tn^el&ughed,  and  Jean  Jacques  looked  quite  cou 
founded. 

Jean  Jacques  talks  a  great  deal.  I  found  this  a  Iittl(> 
tiring,  especially  immediately  after  dinner  ;  at  last  I 
only  heard  a  kind  of  incessant  buzzing,   out  of  which 
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the  words :  "  Railway,  Manchester,  T 
ria^es,  Penny  Magazine,"  struck  on  i 
Jean  Jacques  went  on  with  his  desc; 
ekepy  I  became;  and  at  last  he  gav 
listener.  Soon  afterwards  a  rema 
roused  me  from  my  sleepiness.  3f( 
the  sufa,  and  laid  out  her  old  patie 
**  la  hloi.ade  de  Copenhague  ;"  next  to 
Hok  taking  snuff.  Jane  Maria  ga^ 
Ebba,  which  certainly  was  very  needf 
not  likely  to  be  useful.  A  young  pa| 
the  room  with  some  coffee  cups.  "  '. 
how  much  he  is  like  Bruno  I"  cried  J 
the  same  instant  ma  chere  mire^s  invj 
a  push,  so  that  it  fell  over  with  "  la 
Jm^ue  ;^^  but  now  all  eyes  were  6xed 
She  first  turned  pale,  then  yellow 
pointed,  her  lips  became  blue,  ai 
sounded  like  a  difficult,  strong  whi 
herself  like  a  foaming  billow,  stretchc 
hand  in  threatening  gesture  against  t 
eyes  stared,  and  the  cap  appeared  to 
head.  Jean  Jacques  also  grew  pale, 
side,  ^f(/  (here  vwrc  was  really  terril 
ajid  almost  breathless  from  fright, 
mendous  explosion ;  suddenly,  how 
to  grow  still'  in  the  threatening  attiti 
dumb,  and  still,  as  if  petrified  by  some 
if  Fi  horrible  ghost  had  been  raised  be 
stood  for  some  time,  and  the  gasping 
indication  of  some  inward  paroxysm 
1  know  not  which.     Whilst  standir 
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changed  into  distress,  and  I  was  on  the  point  of  nin- 
ning  up  to  her,  when  Bjom  held  me  back  with  all  the 
force  imaginable,  and  sat  there  quite  still,  with  his  arm 
round  my  waist  watching  her  attentively;  no  other  per- 
son went  near  her,  and  after  awhile  the  dreadful  seizure 
gradually  subsided.  Her  clenched  hand  sunk  down, 
the  hue  of  life  returned  to  her  countenance,  and  re- 
placed the  blue  tint  of  her  lips ;  her  eyes  grew  milder. 
She  drew  breath  several  times  deeply,  but  lighter  and 
lighter  as  it  were  sighing ;  and  without  uttering  a  single 
word,  or  looking  at  anybody,  she  slowly  left  the  room, 
and  violently  shut  the  door  after  her.  Notwithstanding 
this,  I  wished  to  follow  her,  but  Bjorn  prevented  me; 
and  seeing  me  so  uneasy  and  violently  agitated,  he 
took  me  aside,  and  gave  me  an  explanation  about  this 
singular  and  melancholy  scene,  in  the  following  words : 
"  Ma  chire  mdre  has  had  a  son,  who  was  called  Bruno, 
and  who—"  **  Is  dead  ?"  I  interrupted  him,  inquiring: 
— "  Yes !" — "  And  therefore,  his  name,  the  remem- 
brance of  him,  operates  thus  upon  her?"  asked  I, 
astonished. — *'  Not  on  that  account  only ;  he  has 
brought  much  of  sorrow  upon  her,  and  every  thing 
that  reminds  her  of  him,  especially  the  mention  of  his 
name,  agitates  her  violently ;  but  no  notice  must  be 
taken  of  such  emotions ;  she  does  not  like  it ;  and  they 
always  subside  quicker,  when  left  altogether  to  her- 
gclf  I" — "  But  what  has  happened  to  her  son  ?" — •'  That 
is  a  long  history,  Fanny  ;  I  will  relate  it  to  you  another 
time."  — "  Another  time  is  a  bore  ;  I  detest  that 
*  another  time ;'  I  cannot  wait  any  longer  than  this 
evening,  Bjorn  !" — "  Very  well  then,  this  evening 
At  present  we  dare  not  whisper  together  any  longer." 
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—We  returned  to  the  rest 

Counsellor  Hok  sat  on  the  sofa  by  the  pa 
table,  and  I  saw  that  he  tried  to  lay  out  la  hi 
the  same  point  to  which  it  had  proceeded  at  tli 
of  the  upset,  in  order  that  ma  cMre  m^,  on 
turn  to  the  room,  might  not  have  evidence  to  rem 
of  the  scene  which  had  taken  place.  When 
succeeded  in  getting  the  cards  in  order,  he  too 
snuff  and  sneezed  nine  times  successively,  a 
Ebba  laughed  violently.  His  concern  for  ma  cM 
affected  me.  Such  sympathy  is  amiable :  it  i 
that  friends  should  be  mindful  of  one  another. 
I  sketched  you  the  picture  of  Counsellor  Hi 
fancy  not  Here  then  is  a  slight  outline : — I 
be  about  sixty  years  of  age ;  is  meager  and  ta] 
large  feet  and  hands,  a  long  neck,  and  a  Ion; 
in  tlie  marks  and  furrows  of  which  you  find  i 
but  ugliness,  till  you  come  to  a  Hawk-nose,*  i 
upon  a  pair  of  eyes,  which,  shaded  by  deep- 
eyebrows,  have  a  placid,  kind,  and  pleasant 
they  make  an  impression  similar  to  cheerful 
which  one  sees  on  a  cool  autumnal  e\ 
glimmering  from  the  windows  of  an  Inn.  He  a 
to  have  a  peg  in  every  joint ;  I  have  never  seen 
so  long  and  stiff;  and  I  never  see  him  without  w 
ing  how  any  body  can  accuse  him  of  poetic  phan 
however,  ma  chire  mdre  seems  to  have  establish 
notion  in  her  head.  As  for  the  rest,  I  can  p 
judgment  upon  him.  He  seldom  speaks  to  an; 
except  to  ma  chire  mdre.     His  voice  and  his  g 

*  In  Swedish,  the  pun  is  on  Hoknasa,  Hdk's-nose, 
nose. 
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character  are  gentle,  but,  although  he  it  silent  and  re- 
tiring, itiU  one  doee  not  feel  induced  to  forget  his 
presence.  He  ia  assuredly  a  good  man ;  but  such  a 
terrible  snuff-taker,  that  great  heaps  of  snuff  lie  about 
where  he  has  been  sitting.  Well,  there  is  nothing  so 
very  bad  in  that 

Whilst  Counsellor  Hole  laid  the  cards  in  order,  and 
Jane  Maria,  Jean  Jacques,  and  I,  were  talking  about 
music,  Ebba  had  opportunity  to  show  off  her  sweet 
disposition.  After  having  drawn  the  knitting-needles 
out  of  my  stocking,  upset  the  Counsellor's  snuff-box, 
and  perpetrated  all  manner  of  mischief,  she  glided 
softly  behind  Peter  and  Bjorn,  who,  with  tlieir  heads 
close  together,  were  discussing  some  important  afiair, 
and  sewed  their  coat-tails  together.  The  excellent 
brothers  suspected  nothing,  nor  did  I ;  when,  observing 
the  fine  weather,  I  proposed  to  take  a  walk.  It  was 
agreed  to  ;  both  brothers  rose  up,  and — ritch !  ratch  !  it 
went,  whilst  the  coat-tails  rent  violently  asunder. 
BJorn  made  a  desperate  leap  and  the  most  horrible 
grimaces.  I  could  scarcely  contain  myself  from  laugh- 
ing aloud ;  and  Ebba,  in  a  paroxysm  of  childish  joy, 
was  rolling  on  the  sofa.  Peter  was  at  a  loss  to  know 
how  to  take  the  matter ;  Bjorn  was  at  first  a  little  angry 
at  Ebba,  and  at  me  I  fancy,  but  afterwards  he 
denounced  us  both  merrily  and  good-naturedly.  Jane 
Maria  shook  her  head,  but  could  not  likewise  refrain 
from  laughing ;  when  she  looked,  however,  on  her  own 
beautiful  embroidery,  and  found  that  Ebba  had  been 
busy  over  that  also,  and  made  some  wrong  stitches  in 
it,  she  coloured,  cast  a  severe  look  at  her,  and  said 
something  in  a  sharp  tone  about  '*  unpardonable  im- 
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pertinence."  And  certainly  it  is  vexing  to  see  such 
beautiful  work  so  spoiled.  I  could  more  easily  recon- 
cile myself  to  my  drawn-out  knitting-needles.  Coun- 
sellor Hok  sat  quite  still,  and  endeavoured  to  gather  up 
his  snuff.  In  order  to  end  this  scene,  I  again  proposed 
to  take  a  walk.  All,  except  Ebba,  were  willing.  She 
declared,  lying  carelessly  on  the  sofa,  that  she  would 
never  put  her  foot  out  of  doors  so  long  as  she  remained 
in  the  country ;  that  she  detested  the  country,  and  the 
dust  on  the  roads ;  that  the  green  hurts  her  eyes,  etc. 
In  vain  we  endeavoured  to  persuade  her ;  in  vain  Jane 
Maria  remonstrated  with  her  about  her  childish  folly. 
She  obstinately  adhered  to  her  determination,  and 
Peter — remained  with  her.  Now  I  was  constrained, 
like  Bjbrn,  to  sigh  from  my  heart,  "  Poor  Peter  l" 
Counsellor  Hok  likewise  quietly  kept  his  seat,  no 
doubt  to  await  the  return  of  his  friend.  Under  the 
pretext  of  fetching  a  shawl,  I  stole  secretly  to  ma  ckin 
mire's  bed- room  door,  and  watched  there  with  anxioua 
sympathy  for  her.  I  heard  that  she  was  seized  with 
violent  perspirations,  and  long  spasmodic  yawnings ; 
and,  feeling  more  easy  respecting  her,  I  joined  the 
company  in  a  walk. 

The  weather  was  fine.  Jean  Jacques  spoke  with 
Bjorn  about  the  new  arrangements  which  he  proposed 
making  on  the  estate,  and  censured  ma  chh-e  mire^s 
old-fashioned  management,  at  which  Bjorn  made  mon- 
strous grimaces,  while  puffing  colums  of  smoke  from 
his  pipe.  I  fell  into  conversation  with  Jane  Maria 
respecting  Bulwer's  and  Miss  Martineau's  excellent 
novels,  and  had  great  pleasure  in  listening  to  her.  I 
found  that  Jane  Maria  was  well-read,  and  knew  seyenl 
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fOEgtB,  and  we  agreed  together  to  read  Dante's  '*  Di- 
i  Commedia."  That  will  be  delightful !  During  our 
urea  about  this,  we  walked  along  a  beuutiful  forcst- 
I,  toward!  a  mill,  whoec  waters  wc  hcird  rushing 
lugfa  the  wood.  Suddenly  I  got  sight  of  Honie- 
ig,  which  made  me  stop  and  lay  hold  (if  iijiirn'H 
,  to  draw  his  attention.  Wc  uU  stood  ntiil  and 
Led  silently  to  the  left,  where  the  sun  Hhotie  upon 
(pen  green  spoL  Among  the  oak  trees,  wc  ]ict- 
ed  a  man  of  a  powerful  athletic  form,  in  the  dark 
og-drcis  worn  by  nobles.  He  walked  Hlowly  on, 
irms  crossed,  and  his  head  sunk  as  if  lust  in  profound 
Jtation.  By  his  side,  or  nithcr  behind  him,  went 
Icndid  black  horse,  witli  a  bridle  richly  ornnnieiitcd 
I  little  white  shells.  The  renm  Iiung  loosely,  ;uid  . 
irat  bent  his  noble  head  down  to  the  grass,  tlion 
sd  it  caressingly  over  his  tnastcr's  shoulders,  who 
eared  to  be  accustomed  to  it,  and  gave  his  faithful 
panion  full  liberty.  We  could  only  see  <i  small 
of  the  profile  of  the  man,  for  he  walked  with  his 
1  tuniedaway  from  us,  but  this  gave  uk  the  idea  of  a 
c  and  gloomy  visage.  Thus  man  and  horse  pro- 
led  together,  in  this  friendly  way,  farther  into  tlie 
d,  and  at  length  were  concealed  from  our  sight; 
our  conjectures  followed  them,  and  wc  soon  eon- 
led  that  we  had  now  si>en  the  much-taliced  of  and 
t  mysterious  neighbour  of  Urunm.  But  let  him  he 
:d  Romulus  or  Homaims,  or  answer  to  tlie  romance 
he  V.  P — '8.  or  not,  still  this  much  is  certain,  that 
entrance  on  the  scone,  as  well  us  his  looks,  wore  a 
t  ronuintic  air.  I  confess  that  I  am  very  curious 
US  somewhat  more  of  hini;  I  am  firmly  convinced, 
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that,  if  I  could  only  once  get  to  see  him  em  J 
should  at  once  be  able  to  decide,  whether  he  is  t 
or  a  more  ordinary  man  who  finds  his  time  hang  1 
on  his  hands;  whether  he  is  a  Don  Miguel 
Howard ;  for  what  I  heard  in  the  heavenly  laiid,  i 
the  latter  character. 

After  a  walk  of  about  an  hour,  we  arrived  at 
again.  In  the  drawing-room  sat  ma  chire  nUre  i 
card-table,  and  Counsellor  Hok  next  to  her.  A 
pcared  as  if  nothing  strange  had  occurred,  excep 
ma  chire  mdre's  face  was  pale  and  unusually  ea 
She  saluted  us  very  kindly,  but  spoke  to  no 
Tutten  handed  us  some  tea.  Jane  Maria  seated 
self  at  the  piano-forte,  and  played  a  difficult  piece 
memory,  which  appeared  to  me  more  difficult 
pretty ;  but  how  she  played  I  she  is  perfectly  mas 
the  instrument.  Pity  it  is  that  she  has  no  voic 
ehe  wo  might  have  sung  together ;  hut  she  sha] 
com])any  me.  I  am  truly  happy  to  have  such  a  s 
in-law.  What  a  difference  between  Jane  Maris 
Ebba!  The  latter  was  however  very  amiable 
evening,  and  only  insisted  that  all  should  dance, 
no  one  was  willing,  she  began  to  dance  by  hersi 
the  adjoining  room,  and  sang  to  it  very  prettily, 
devoured  her  with  his  eyes.  I  am  not  surprisi 
that.  She  is  a  little  fairy,  when  she  is  merry,  ai 
j-ood  humour.  Partly  to  oblige  her,  and  part 
gratify  a  wish  I  secretly  felt  for  dancing,  I  soon 
her  company.  We  seduced  Jean  Jacques,  and  at  l< 
even  Peter,  and  we  all  danced  for  a  time,  to  our 
enjoyment  and  to  Ebba's  indescribable  delight, 
nhen  the  gentlemen  were  tired  and  left  us,  and  '. 
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•eated  near  me  on  the  lofa,  began  to  f^ive  me  a  gossip- 
iiig  history  of  all  the  balls  which  she  had  attended  dur. 
ing  the  last  winter  at  Stockholm,  how  she  had  been 
dressed,  and  how  often  she  had  been  asked  to  dance  by 
this  person  and  that  person ;  I  was  overcome  by  a  dispo- 
sition  to  yawn,  which  would  soon  have  sent  me  to  sleep, 
lud  not  the  sound  of  loud  voices  in  the  saloon  aflfordcd 
mean  excuse  to  escape  Ebba's  chatter.  Ma  chdre  mire 
was  playing  with  Jane  Maria,  Counsellor  llok  and 
Bjom,  at  Boston,  and  was  very  angry  with  Jane  Maria, 
who  I  suppose  plays  better  than  I,  and  had,  in  conse- 
quence, made  nia  chire  miret  bete,  "  How  could  you 
think  of  not  following,  when  you  were  elduHt  hand,  with 
four  trumps  and  the  king  of  spades  7 "  *'  1  shouUl  not 
think  of  following  when  1  see  that  1  cannot  maku  my 
play,"  replied  Jane  Maria,  ofTendcd.  "  No !  and, 
therefore,  1  am  to  be  made  bete"  cried  ma  chiire  miire, 
enraged ;  "  and  I  was  renounce  in  clubs  and  you  in 
diamonds."  They  were  not  at  all  ]>] eased  witli  eacii 
other.  This  scene  was  interrupted  by  the  steward, 
who  came  in  and  complained  of  two  grooms,  who  re- 
fused to  obey  his  orders  in  the  stable.  Ma  chire  mire 
made  him  explain  distinctly  the  nature  of  the  charges, 
and  when  it  appeared  from  the  evidence  that  the 
grooms  were  guilty  of  nothing  short  of  rel)ellion,  her 
countenance  darkened,  and  she  started  up  impetuously. 
Jean  Jacques  rose  likewise,  but  ma  chdre  mere  motioned 
him  down  again,  and  said,  passing  him,  **  Sit  still ! "  and 
to  the  steward,  "  Stop  here ! "  She  walked  out,  and  soon 
after  returned,  clad  with  her  "Jannariiis**  and  hchmit; 
she  then  marched  off,  with  long  strides,  accompanied  by 
the  steward,  towards  the  stables.    Ten  minutes  after, 
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she  returned  from  her  husines,  to  all  appearance,  quite 
refreshed.  **  How  did  you  get  on  7 "  inquired  Bjom. 
*  How  should  I,  hut  well?"  replied  ma  ckire  mire^ 
cheerfully.  *'  I  gave  them  words,  and  no  songs  ;  that* i 
the  way  to  let  them  know  what  they  are  ahout ;  and  I'l 
see,  if  they  dare  refuse  to  ohey  instantly.  The  deuce  take 
it,  if  I  don't  find  them  some  hands  and  feet  For  the 
rest  I  was  safe  enough  with  the  people ;  Tannenstrom 
was  too  easy  for  them ;  I  let  him  know  that  too,  you 
may  depend  upon  it  But  so  it  is,  <  All  would  like  the 
axe  to  work,  hut  no  one  will  lay  hold  of  the  shaft'  *  All 
wish  to  he  masters,  hut  nohody  will  carry  the  sack.'  " 

Supper  was  announced,  and  ma  chire  mdre  was,  af 
she  usually  is,  at  her  tahle,  a  courteous  and  cheerful 
hostess.  All  traces  of  the  scene  of  this  afternoon  had 
vanished. 

Late  in  the  evening,  when  Bjom  and  I  were  at 
home  again  in  our  quiet  little  dwelling,  I  asked  for, 
and  obtained,  an  explanation  of  the  events  which  had 
disturbed  ma  cMre  m^re*s  happiness ;  and  here  yon 
have,  nearly  in  Bjom's  own  words,  the  strange  and 
melancholy  history : 

Ma  chire  m^re  had  an  only  son,  by  General  Mansfelt, 
who  was  called  after  his  father,  Bruno.  His  birth  was 
almost  at  the  cost  of  his  mother's  life,  and  this  child, 
so  dearly  bought,  was  dearer  to  her  than  life.  More 
than  once  his  mother  was  seen  kneeling  by  the  cradle 
of  her  son,  almost  worshipping  him.  Many  a  night, 
when  slight  indisposition  made  him  restless,  she  sat 
near  his  bed,  and  watched  quietly.  She  nursed  the 
child  herself ;  would  suffer  no  one  else  to  wait  upon  it, 
hardly  even  to  touch  it ;  her  bosom  was  his  cradle,  her 
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knee  hix  chair,  her  arms  his  wnrhl.  With  ur.tirinix 
love  she  cherished  that  wayward  boy,  imprtnciis  tVcuu 
hiii  earliest  infancy,  and  he  on  his  part,  rhin^r  t<>  hi>r 
with  vehement  tenderness,  and  nidy  n])}u'.-irt-d  id  he 
happy  when  reposing  on  her  host.m.  It  was  idvtly  to 
see  tliem  tojorcther ;  it  was  the  iioiu'ss  and  hix  yotmnr 
one,  who,  with  a  mixture  of  wild  strontfth  and  (U>i']tfst 
tenderness  at  the  same  time,  fiurht  with  and  ra!'i'>s 
each  other.  Notwithstandin*;  this,  the  relation  hi  tu ten 
mother  and  son,  was,  from  tlie  cradle,  stranirc.  and  s'iii:(>- 
times  hostile.  One  day  she  laid  the  halio,  then  nine 
montlia  old,  to  her  breast;  the  hoy,  who  w.is  citliiT 
hnn^jfry  or  anjH'V,  hit  it  violently  with  hi<i  ynnn^ 
teeth.  Made  impatient  by  ]iain,  the  mother  prave  him 
a  slap ;  the  child  immediately  let  go  the  breast,  aiid 
never  took  it  apfiiin.  He  was  ubli;;ed  to  he  weaned,  for 
his  mother  could  not  bear  the  thought  that  a  str.inje 
nur»e  should  nourish  him.  At  another  time,  when 
about  eii^ht  years  old,  his  mother  had  occasion  to  in- 
flict some  well-deserved  cluistisement  upon  him,  and 
he  turned  upon  her  like  a  ycmnj^  lion,  and — struck  at  her. 
But  amidst  such  wild  scenes  there  were  also  endless 
occasions  which  testified  their  unbounded  love.  She 
interposed  between  him  and  every  danprer ;  he  kissed 
the  traces  of  her  footsteps.  When,  after  a  short  sepa- 
ration, they  beheld  each  other  .ijrain,  they  met  with 
outpourinprs  of  most  vehement  afTeetion.  The  very 
next  moment,  mi^^ht  perhaps,  find  them  embroiled  in  a 
quarrel.  This  state  of  thiufrs  jrrew  with  the  frrowth  of 
years.  Both  had  a  violent  and  detennined  will  :  they 
appeared  to  be  able  to  exist  neither  without  nor  wi;U 
one  another. 
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A  more  beautifvl  boy  could  not  I 
ever  much  his  mother  idolized  him  in 
sense  of  justice  and  propriety  was  so  st 
favoured  him  even  in  the  smallest  n 
step-brothers.    Never  was  he  spared 
never  feceived  more  than  an  equal 
and  ei^joyments.    The  only  preferen 
the  caresses  of  his  mother. 
We  were  all  kept  under  strict  rule,  an 
supplied  much  too  penuriously.    I  w 
to  parsimony,  in  spite  of  which   I 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  innocent 
to  procure  postage-money  and  mean 
ditures,  which  ma  chire  mire  looked 
ous ;  I,  therefore,  secretly  became  a 
was  naturally  a  spendthrift,  and  inci 
In  order  to  satisfy  his  taste  for  dai 
he  already  early  took  refuge  to  a  le 
ment  He  pilfered,  what  he  could  i 
from  his  brothers,  and  then  from  f 
ventured  to  correct  him  for  it,  or 
mother.    Endowed  with  the  str 
the  active  and  strong  lad  soon  i 
dancy  over  his  brothers,  and  wf 
all  the  household.      He  was  be 
I  cannot  say,  what  it  was  that 
admired  his  great,  natural  ta) 
nious  tricks  often  extorted  a  sr 
I  was  obliged  to  censure  th< 
fluenced  me  was,  that  he  real 
paused  a  moment,  deeply  afi> 
I  must  do  him  the  justice 
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irh«n  fpoken  to  with  retBon  and  ^ntlcnen ; 
ban  once  be  detUted  from  acts  of  violence 
reatiei,  or  wept  bitterly  during  my  lerioiis 
€et,  whilst  he  perceived  hit  first  sad  step  in 
•y  path  of  vice  ;  but  about  that  time  I  was 
lome.  Being  much  older  than  Bruno,  I  had 
r  academic  career  when  be  began  his,  and  I 
constantly  from  home,  in  the  practice  of  my 
IS  phjrsician. 

as  a  child,  a  little  girl,  who  possessed  rc- 
owcr  over  Bruno  from  his  thirteenth  to  his 
rear.  It  was  tlic  same  Serena  Lbfren,  with 
were  lately  so  charmed.  She  was  at  timt 
t,  fair,  but  ailing  child. 
!  mire,  who  ever  had  a  great  regard  for 
ihl,  prevailed  upon  her  lor  three  ytara  to 
Rummer,  a  couple  of  months  at  Kaniiii,  in 
f  recruiting  the  health  of  the  little  Serciiu 
g  waters  of  tlie  springs,  and  brciithing 
»untry  air.  The  wild  Bruno  attaciii-d  him- 
little  angel-like  child ;  and  it  wuh  wondcrliil 
onstraintand  privations  he  would  submit  to 
e ;  how  he  neglected  every  thing  in  ordiT  to 
bout  the  woods  of  Ilamni,  to  cliat  with  her, 
li  and  look  at  her  when  she  Ble])t.  On  holy- 
id  to  take  Serena  on  his  arm,  with  a  basket 
in  his  hand,  and  wander  from  home  at  an 
and  seldom  were  they  seen  again  before  the 
Dy  this  kind  of  life  Serena's  health  was 
•d,  and  Bruno  grew  more  gentle.  One  re- 
Serena's  child-like  voice,  one  tear  of  her's 
Bective  to  restrain  Bruno  than  the  command 
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of  either  his  mother  or  his  preceptor. 

Had  attention  heen  paid  to  this  peculiarity  in 
of  resisting  severity  and  yielding  to  kindness; 
heen  treated  accordingly,  he  would  have  tumec 
am  convinced,  an  excellent  and  distinguished  m 
one  whowonld  have  been  a  credit  to  his  fomily; 
preceptor,  a  man  of  harsh  and  unbending  chi 
appeared  as  well  as  her,  to  have  determined  1 
his  wild  passion  by  force  alone. 

Ma  chire  mire  meanwhile  did  not  suspect  the  d 
ous  road  on  which  Bruno  had  started ;  and  I 
remember  to  have  feared  any  one  thing  in  all 
so  much  as  that  she-  might  discover  it ;  she,  wl 
so  proud,  so  sensitive  in  matters  touching  her  I 
so  rigid  in  her  principles,  and  in  her  whole  mo] 
Bruno's  blooming  beauty,  his  great  abilities,  his 
in  corporeal  exercises,  his  boldness,  and  even  hif 
city,  were  subjects  of  pride  to  his  mother,  and  hi 
glittered  with  joy  at  the  sight  of  him,  or  the  men 
tion  of  his  name.  To  hear  anything  to  his  disl 
would  have  been  her  death-blow.  Bruno  also  poi 
both  pride  and  ambition ;  the  opinion  of  his  i 
had  an  indescribable  weight  with  him,  but  his 
passions,  and  the  inability  to  restrain  them,  con 
tempted  him  to  the  commission  of  crime. 

A.  period,  however,  now  arrived  in  which  the 
of  his  evil  disposition  appeared  about  to  cease.  I  \ 
couple  of  summer  months  at  Ramm.  Bruno  had 
the  spring  attended  the  Sacrament.  I  found  hi 
usually  quiet  and  thoughtfuL  The  relation  ht 
him  and  his  mother  was  more  peaceful  and  lovin 
ever.    I  hoped  that  Bruno  had  for  ever  turned 
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the  error  of  his  way ;  and  he  himself  told  mc  that  it  was 
BO ;  that  ho  hod  still  secret  and  far  more  than  prudent 
expenditures  I  notwithstandini?  soon  perceived.  I  had 
been  for  some  time  in  a  condition  to  assist  liruno  with 
money,  and  hoped  thereby  to  prevent  him  from  ]>ro- 
curin};  it  in  un  unlawful  manner  ;  he  had  npfilicd  to  mu 
more  than  once,  and  I  had  let  him  have  what  1  could. 
One  day,  however,  he  requcKted  so  larf^i;  a  sum,  that  1 
refused  him  with  some  surprise  and  voxation,  nor  could 
I  refrain  from  reproaching  him  with  his  extravagance. 
Bruno  was  silent,  but  gnashed  his  teeth  and  left  me. 
It  waa  the  last  day  of  our  being  together  at  home  at 
that  period  ;  in  the  next  we  were  botli  to  di'part,  he  to 
the  academy,  I  to  S.  In  the  forenoon  Bruno  rodi*  to 
town  in  order  to  take  leave  of  the  old  Dalil's  and  his 
little  bride,  as  he  called  Serena.  He  was  not  expected 
to  return  before  evening. 

Immediately  after  dinner  the  steward  with  the  utmost 
consternation,  reported  that  a  considerable  sum  of  money 
which  he  had  had  in  the  morning  safe  in  his  oilice,  was 
gone ;  and  that  he  was  com])(>llc'd  to  KUK])ect  that  the 
thief  must  hi'long  to  the  household,  as  only  one,  wi'Il 
acquainted  with  the  house,  could  know  where  he  usually 
kept  his  money. 

This  was,  as  far  as  ma  rhi^n;  mi^rr  knew,  the  first 
time  that  a  ease  of  this  kind  ever  occurred  hi  her 
house.  She  took  up  the  subject  viol(>ntIy,  and  innne- 
diately  entered  into  a  strict  investigation  of  all  the 
house.  Accompanied  by  the  steward  and  two  of  her 
oldest  and  most  faithful  servants,  she  went  herself 
thnnigh  the  house,  rummaged  every  corner,  and 
.searched  th(>  domestics  with  most  diligent  scrutiny 
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the  oldest  servants  were  alike  compelled  to  undergo 
the  examination.  There  being  nowhere  anything 
found,  which  might  give  the  smallest  cause  of  isuspi- 
cion,  7na  chtre  mire  arrived  at  the  suspicion  that  the 
informer  himself  might  be  the  thief,  and  accordingly 
every  thing  belonging  to  the  young  steward,  even  the 
clothes  which  he  wore,  were  examined  with  still  greater 
minuteness  than  the  rest.  This  young  man  was 
Bruno's  personal  enemy ;  and,  whether  from  a  real 
suspicion  of  Bruno,  or  from  a  desire  to  vent  the  indig- 
nation which  ma  chire  mire  excited  in  him,  he  said, 
with  bitter  emphasis :  "  My  lady  might  find  what  she 
is  seeking  nearer  to  herself." — "  What  do  you  mean  ?" 
inquired  the  latter,  with  a  look  of  terror. — "  Yes !" 
continued  the  irritated  man,  **  you  may  find  that  with 
your  own  flesh  and  blood,  my  lady,  which  you  suspect 
to  be  with  innocent  people!" — ^**  Man,  thou  liest!" 
cried  ma  cMre  mire,  pale  with  wrath,  whilst  seizing 
his  arm  and  shaking  it  violently.  Still  more  provoked, 
and  almost  furious,  the  latter  said :  ''  I  am  willing  to 
be  a  liar,  if  one  of  your  sons,  my  lady,  is  not  a 
thief!" 

"  Follow  me  !"  said  ma  chire  mire;  and,  with  flaming 
looks  and  pale  cheeks,  she  went,  accompanied  by  the 
steward  and  the  two  servants,  to  our  rooms.  I  bad 
been  out ;  had  only  lately  come  home,  and  been  in- 
formed of  what  had  taken  place,  when  ma  citire  mire  and 
her  attendants  came  in  to  me.  1  cannot  describe  the 
feeling  which  at  that  moment  seized  me.  A  forebo- 
ding of  the  real  truth  ran  through  me;  I  grew  pale, 
and  involuntarily  sat  myself  down  on  Bruno's  travel- 
ling-trunk which  stood  in  the  room  packed  up  next  to 
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Ma  ek^€  m^r§  looked  at  mc  with  a  picrrin^ 
gUnce,  pauted»  and  turned  still  paler  than  bt*tore. 
She  then  said,  with  a  firm  voice,  to  mc  and  my  brothers, 
Kho  had  also  entered : 

**  My  sons !  for  the  honour  of  the  hoiiito,  you  numt 
submit  to  the  same  examination  which  all  the  rt-st  of 
the  household  have  underj^one.  I  suppose  I  need  not 
tell  you,  that  it  is  done  only  from  form,  and  that  I 
am  convinced  of  your  innocence."  Hereupon  Khe  cast  a 
look  towards  me,  (the  meaniiijr  of  which  wiu),  at  that 
time,  inexplicable  to  mc,)  passscd  by  my  trunk,  and  ex- 
amined the  ciSects  of  my  brothers.  She  then  came  back 
into  the  room  and  opened  my  packed-up  trunk,  which 
was  turned  over  to  the  bottom.  There  whh  nothiufr 
found  tliat  did  not  belong  to  me ;  my  carpenter'n  tools 
laid  lowermost.  Every  thin^  l)eing  examined,  she 
gave  me  a  look,  full  of  maternal  ten(lern€>fi8  and  joy. 
Ahl  she  had  suspected  the  circumspect  man,  rather 
than  the  wild  youth  ;  for  now  hIio  raised  her  head,  and 
in  her  powerful  expressive  face  was  clearly  to  be  read : 
Heaven  be  thanked !  now  I  am  easy. 

"The  only  things  left  to  be  examined  arc  the  young 
Baron's,*'  said  one  of  the  old  servants,  respectfully, 
"  but  his  trunk  is  locked,  and  besides  it  is  unneces- 
sary—" 

"  That  may  be  I"  cried  ma  chire  mirtt  "  but  it  must 
share  the  lot  of  the  rest.  The  trunk  must  be  broken 
open  !" 

**  But  the  young  Baron  is  not  at  home,"  said  the 
servant,  timidly ;  "  we  cannot !" 

"  His  mother  commands  it !"  cried  ma  chi:rv  wiTf, 
violently. 
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It  was  done.  With  her  own  hands,  hii  motlier  too! 
out  the  books  and  apparel,  which  had  been  thrown  ii 
in  great  confusion.  Suddenly  her  hand  drew  bacl 
as  if  burnt  by  a  red-hot-iron ;  it  had  fallen  on  a  bond! 
of  notes ;  it  was — the  missing  money.  She  took  u 
the  notes,  turned  them  over  in  her  hand,  looked  i 
them,  as  it  she  could  not  believe  her  own  eyes,  an 
turned  paler  and  paler;  a  scream  of  inezpreasibl 
terror  and  grief  at  length  struggled  forth  from  he 
breast  "  My  own  blood  I"  cried  she ;  "  my  own  lies 
and  blood !"  And,  without  a  sigh,  she  rank  lifeless  t 
the  ground.  We  carried  her  off,  and  our  exertions  t 
length  re-animated  her.  Her  awsdcening  was  frightful 
but  she  shed  no  tear,  expressed  no  word  of  anger  o 
of  complaint, — she  appeared  strong  and  determined. 

She  immediately  dispatched  a  messenger  to  th 
provost  Rhen,  the  spiritual  shepherd  of  the  flock,  H 
was  a  man  of  iron ;  rigid,  energetic,  ready  to  oonten 
for  the  law  with  voice  and  hand,  and  moreover  ma  ehir 
mire*8  sincere  and  confidential  friend.  She  imparte 
all  to  him,  and  they  arranged  between  them  what  wa 
to  be  done.  I  surmised  what  was  at  work,  and  in  vain 
endeavoured  to  employ  the  influence  I  sometimes  h» 
over  ma  cfUre  mire,  to  induce  her  to  a  less  severe,  o 
at  least,  less  violent  procedure.  My  remonstrance 
remained  fruitless.  Ma  chire  mkre  only  replied  to  me 
'*  Sin  grows  on  unpunished  offence.  Bitter  sins  mut 
be  bitterly  expiated." 

In  the  evening,  about  the  time  when  Bruno  wi 
expected  to  be  back,  my  three  brothers  and  I,  the  ol< 
servants  and  the  Steward,  were  summoned  into  ma  ek^ 
mire't  room.      It  was  only  dimly  lighted,  and  in  th 
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glooniy  thadoir,  sat,  in  a  lug*  am-chair,  Bruao'i  mo- 
thcTy  with  the  dargyman  near  her ;  on  her  countenance 
the  grief  whieh  ahe  bora  in  her  heart  waa  plainly  legi- 
ble. But  over  grie(  ahame  endanger,  predominated 
a  reaolution  more  determined  than  I  had  erer  before 
leen  in  the  countenance  of  any  one.  Here  alio  w:ui 
the  amall  but  fearful  tribunal  before  which  Bruno  waa 
to  enter.  Hera  we  awaited  him  for  the  ipace  of  a  ter- 
rible hour.  No  one  tpohe.  By  the  weak  glimmering 
of  the  light,  I  aaw  the  cold  penpiration  filling  down 
in  dropa  from  the  fbrahead  of  the  unhappy  mother. 

It  waa  an  erening  towarda  the  doae  of  September ; 
it  blew  violently,  and  the  rain  beat  against  the  win- 
dows, which  shook  and  rattled.  For  a  short  space  the 
atorm  was  hushed,  and  at  this  moment  the  trampling 
of  a  horse's  foot  was  heard  in  the  court-yard.  I  saw 
ma  chhe  mire  tremble.  I  had  never  seen  her  do  this 
before  {  thera  was  a  strange  sound  heard,  it  was  not  the 
atorm  that  rattled  against  the  windows,  but  the  chatter- 
ing  of  teeth.  My  brothers  wept,  the  old  servanU  stood 
dumb  with  downcast  looks ;  and  the  countenance  of  the 
steward  betrayed  a  aort  of  repentance  i  the  iron  headed 
clergyman  himself  i^peared  to  gasp  for  breath.  At 
this  moment  the  door  opened  quickly,  and  in  came 
Bruno.  Methinks  I  see  him  yet,  as  he  then  stood. 
He  waa  heated  by  the  ride  and  the  storm,  full  of  health 
and  spirits  I  never  had  I  seen  him  more  strikingly 
handsome.  He  made  towards  his  mother,  ready  as  was 
his  wont,  after  a  day's  absence,  to  throw  himself  into 
her  arms.  Thus  he  entered,  but  suddenly  paused, 
started,  and  cast  an  afiHghtcd  look  on  his  mother.  She 
covered  her  face  with  her  hands.    Bruno  grew  pale, 
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Provost  Rlien,  in  the  fury  of  anger ;  and  fbrgettiog  him- 
self seized  Bruno  in  his  arms ;  the  latter,  howeTor, 
possessed  the  elasticity  and  strength  of  a  lion,  and  after 
a  short  struggle,  the  priest  laid  levelled  to  the  grouad. 

"  Seize  him,  stop  him  I  "  cried  ma  dtirt  mire,  beside 
herself  «rith  anger. 

The  steward  and  my  brother,  who  laid  hold  i^  him, 
were  soon  prostrated  beside  the  Provost.  Bruno  qprang 
back  a  few  steps,  caught  up  a  stick,  which  stood  ia  a 
comer,  swung  it  whizzing  over  his  head,  and  threa- 
tened with  frantic  gestures  every  one  who  should  dare 
to  approach  him. 

Mother  and  son  looked  at  each  other's  defying 
flaming  eyes.  Thus  they  stood,  for  a  conciderable 
time ;  again  the  question  was  repeated,  and  then  fol- 
lowed dreadful  words  on  both  sides.  Silence  ensued ; 
the  cursing  lips  grew  benumbed,  the  defying  looks  be- 
came fallen,  both  mother  and  son  fell  into  a  profound 
swoon ;  they  were  carried  to  their  roonuu 

Bjorn  was  silent  **  Oh!  dreadful,  dreadftd ! "  cried 
I,  whilst  I  laid  my  head  shuddering  against  hii 
shoulder. 

Bjorn  was  pale,  and  paused  for  a  time,  lost  in 
thought    He  then  proceeded. 

Both  came  to  themselves  again,  but  did  not  see  each 
other  again  that  evening.  I  wished  to  speak  to  Bruno, 
but  he  pretended  to  be  asleep,  and  at  length  I  repaired 
to  my  room.  In  the  night,  when  all  was  silent  and  dark, 
a  wild,  lengthened  and  piercing  scream  was  suddenly 
heard  in  Bruno's  chamber.  I  jumped  up  and  hastened 
thither.  Bruno's  mother  was  there  alone,  with  dishe- 
reJied  hair  and  wild  appearance  I  Bruno  was  gone.  The 
4?pen  wiadow  appeared  to  ft\ieN«  tUat  he  had  escaped  by  it, 
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although  a  leap  from  luch  a  height  scorned  ulnioKt  in- 
credible. NotwithitandinjCf  luch  was  the  case.  Bruno 
had  fihia  night  deserted  the  maternal  roof:  and  never 
returned  to  it  again.  We  never  heard  more  uf  him. 
In  vain  were  all  searches  and  inquiries.  Bruno  was 
gone,  aa  if  vanished  from  the  number  of  the  livint?. 
Seventeen  years  have  elapsed  since  that  unhappy 
period,  and  we  have  not  discovered  the  slightest  traces 
of  his  existence.  We  have,  therefore,  accounted  hia 
death  aa  certain. 

On  his  flight,  Bruno  took  nothing  with  him,  save  his 
clothes  which  he  wore  and  a  few  papers.  Upon  his 
table  lay  a  strip  of  paper,  on  which  die  following  words 
were  addressed  to  me,  in  apparent  haste : 

'*  Severity  I  have  treated  with  defiance,  violence 
with  violenoe,  and  this  has  made  me  appear  more  cul- 
pable than  I  really  am.  But,  in  your  eyes,  brother 
liars,  who  hast  never  been  harsh  or  unreaHonable  to- 
wards mc, — to  you,  who,  as  I  believe,  have  loved 
me, — to  you  I  would  not  appear  worse  than  I  really 
am.  Listen  to  me,  therefore,  for  it  is  the  last  time. 
This  last  theft  (and  I  have  vowed  that  it  should  be  the 
last)  waa  not  a  robbery.  The  day  after  to-morrow  the 
money  would  have  been  replaced.  Speak  to  Mr.  C, 
in  W.,  if  you  wish  to  be  convinced  of  it.     I'hc  money 

was  not    for  me,    but   for  the    unfort but  what 

avails  whom  it  was  for.  My  mother  would  lend  mc  no- 
thing; I  took  of  that  which  must  have  become  mine 

some  day.     It  was  discovered,  and  she on    her 

fails  the  guilt  of  what  has  passed,  and  what  will  come. 

ifarcwcll  for  ever. 

Bruno.'* 
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Ma  chire  mirt  tore  the  paper  out  of  my  hand  and 
read  the  contents.  "  He  has,  therefore,  stolen  often  1 " 
cried  she  violently.  "  Then  have  I  truly  given  hiitk 
to  a  thief !  '*  and  saying  this  she  tore  the  note  into  a 
th  ousand  pieces.  From  this  time  forth,  she  never  sp<dn 
for  the  space  of  three  years.  She  locked  herself  up  in 
her  rooms  ;  ordered  them  to  he  darkened;  tolemted 
neither  light  nor  sight  of  men ;  she  ate  and  drank  little ; 
scarcely  slept  at  all :  spoke  to  no  one,  and  no  one  was 
permitted  to  be  about  her  excepting  Elsa,  If  any  of 
us  dared  to  attempt  to  see  her  she  fell  into  a  vioUat 
rage,  and  beckoned  to  the  intruder  to  be  gone ;  orwith 
her  hands  before  her  face,  sat  immovable  and  iilent» 
deaf  to  all  entreaties. 

Counsellor  Hok  and  Provost  Rhen  meanwhile  under- 
took the  management  of  her  affairs,  which  in  thehanda 
of  these  honourable  men  were  in  good  keeping.  A 
clever  inspector,  well  acquainted  with  the  place, 
managed  the  estates  under  the  supervision  of  these 
men.  As,  however,  ma  chdre  m^e*s  hypochondriacal 
state  lasted  for  such  a  length  of  time,  and  threatened  to 
be  permanent,  I  determined,  in  agreement  with  those 
friends,  to  call  her  family  together,  and,  in  common 
with  them,  to  lay  down  plans  for  the  future  conduct  of 
her  affairs.  This  family  convocation  was  held  in 
October,  18 — ,  three  years  after  the  flight  of  Bruno. 

One  day,  when  we  were  all  assembled  in  the  large 
ITall,  and  engaged  in  earnest  consultation,  the  doors 
suddenly  opened,  and  ma  chire  mire  entered,  dignified 
and  calm,  and  commanding  greater  respect  than  ever. 
She  addressed  the  assembly  in  her  peculiar  solemn  and 
powerful  manner,  saying,  that  she  was  acquainted  with 


pprov^^cl  of  it  ji)  r4?£!irtl  td  liur  loijg  it]api!i, 
*ed  the  Conpresa  t*>  *'  bo  tlistfolved  "  bc'c^iiuNi? 
sent  capabiHty  of  person ftlly  super itUcmlJiiij 
rty  and  her  famiJy  a^  foriijerJy. 
ti  etiroeitneai  which  affected  aJI»  she  ihankfil 
ts  for  tli^ir  asaistonce,  and  their  psitii-iH-tJ  wi(h 
I  thc"  Lord  had  soht^avily  cka^^titfiiuL  She  thvn 
1«U  licr  relstiTet,  and  entnAted  them  to  stay 
SlBtyet^  ttud  enjoy  d>cniadT€t  at  Bamiiiy  at 

ptmAon  irHidi  tiiiaaeene  made  on  the  aeiem- 
ieiih  to  deieribe.  Attoniahment,  eiteem,  and 
>n,  were  the  feelings  of  most,  but  I  felt  real 
loved  ma  ehire  mir€  sincerely. 
T  to  satisfy  her  wish  the  relatives  remained  a 
jret  at  Ramm,  from  which  however  all  gaiety 
rted.  Ma  ehire  miref  although  vigorous,  and 
^  as  formerly,  appeared  only  as  it  were  the 
;  what  she  had  once  been.  Her  complexion 
ped,  her  hair  was  turned  quite  gray,  her  fair 
ice,  once  so  fresh  with  life,  bore  the  traces  of 
depressing  sufferings ;  her  formerly  cheerful 
IS  now  dull  and  gloomy.  She  wore  continually 
dresses,  and  avoided  all  adornment  She  had 
attacks  of  deep  melancholy,  and  would  sit 
lours,  covering  her  face  with  her  hands. 
It  act  in  which  ma  chire  mire  employed  her 
^vernment,  was  to  remove  from  Ramm  to 
Soon  after  she  sold  her  former  possessions, 
ired  to  regard  Bruno  as  dead,  never  mentioned 
and  could  endure  nothing  which  might  call 
r  remembrance.    The  old  servanta  were  dia-^ 
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missed  with  a  pension,  she  arranged  her  whole  house 
anew.  Elsa  only  remained.  Years  rolled  <m,  and  gra- 
dually the  gloomy  dejection  in  ma  chin  mh^9  character 
diminished,  and  for  seTeral  years  past  she  haa  regained 
much  of  her  former  animation,hut  one  must  he  very  care- 
ful to  avoid  any  allusion  which  might  touch  the  wound 
in  her  heart, — it  will  perhaps  never  be  tboroqgfalj 
healed  here  upon  earth. 

Bruno's  flight  excited  mndi  remark  in  die  neigh- 
hourhood^  but  9nix  cA^e  ffi^  was  so  respected  and  be- 
loved by  the  people  in  the  house,  that  the  disgraceful 
cause  of  bis  flight  remained  unknown  to  all  besfond  her 
household.  Several  vague  reports  soon  fell  to  the 
ground  of  themselves,  and  the  neighbours  contented 
themselves  at  the  conjecture,  that  disagreement  be- 
tween the  character  of  the  mother  and  son  had  been 
the  sole  cause  of  this  sudden  separation.  And,  in  real- 
ity, such  was  no  doubt  the  case.  Under  other  early 
treatment,  Bruno's  lot  would  probably  have  been  a  dif- 
ferent one,  but  as  it  was — ^unfortunate  Bruno  1  I  shall 
for  ever  mourn  over  and  lament  him,  said  Bjom»  in 
conclusion,  with  a  tear  in  his  eye  and  a  deep  sigh.  I 
was  sorrowful  and  heavy  after  this  narrative,  but  I  con- 
fess that  it  gave  ma  chh-e  mtre  increased  interest  in  my 
eyes.  I  perceived  now,  through  her  inmost  soul,  a 
wounded  and  bleeding  mother's  heart,  and  her  misfor- 
tune was  greater  than  her  fault.  I  felt  myself  drawn 
towards  her  with  ties  of  sympathy  and  affection. 

June  22nd. 


I  will  now  dispatch  this  packet  of  letters,  but  i 
Bnt  tell  you  that  I  am  now,  for  the  present,  a  widow  j 
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B)om  has  taken  a  Journey  for  a  fS^  days  with  Peter,  to 
lettle  aome  money  matters  hi  O.  the  former  has  saved 
a  pretty  Kttle  fortcme  during  his  twenty  years'  practice, 
which  hy  the  advice  of  Peter,  he  now  wishes  to  put  out 
on  inter^t  with  the  great  commercial  house  of  E. 
Meanwhile  I  rule  in  undivided  sovereignty  over  Ro« 
senvik,  Ihe  cabriolet,  and  PoUo.  Bjom  has  requested 
me  to  make  frequent  use  of  the  latter,  and  to  call  at 
Karlsfon  i  and  Peter  begged  me  very  earnestly  to  look 
after  hia  little  Ebba.  I  will  attend  to  their  wishes,  al- 
Aoogh  I  ahould  rather  prefer  remaining  at  home  at 
pi'eicnt,  in  my  dear  little  snuggery,  and  see  my  peas 


At  the  end  of  next  week  we  shall  have  a  visit  paid 
ns  at  Roaenvik,  which  alarms  me  a  little,  namely,  the 
youi^  Baron  Stellan  8.*  the  son  of  BJom's  youthful 
friend  and  companion,  the  late  8.  Bjom  had  been 
guardian  to  the  son,  and  loves  him  on  his  father's  as 
well  as  on  his  own  account  The  young  Stellan  8.  is 
Chamberlain,  rich,  handsome,  and  most  talented.  All 
this  is  certainly  not  terrifying,  but  some  things  which 
I  have  heard  respecting  his  elegance,  dress,  and  style, 
really  inspires  me  with  fear  not  to  be  able  to  receive, 
auitably,  so  fine  a  gentleman  in  my  humble  and  limited 
establishment  I  do  not  see  how  he  could  be  satisfied 
here,  and  I  am  naturally  anxious  tbat  a  friend  of  Bjom's 
should  find  himself  comfortable  in  our  house. 

But  perhaps  all  will  go  well — ^yet,  what  will  become 
of  my  Novel  7  I  have  no  mysteries,  no  entanglements 
— hence  also,  no  unravelling.  I  merely  make  new  ac- 
quaintances. How  shall  I  be  bewildered  with  them 
all?    How  am  I  to  keep  all  these  threads  together, 
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without  entangling  them  into  a  maze  t  At  this  time 
two  new  personages  appear,-  both  suited  for  heroes  oi 
romance, — the  brilliant  Stellan  S.  and  the  mjrsterious 
Romilly.  My  breath  actually  fails  me  I  How  will 
my  Novel  fare  ? — but  however  it  may  Care,  I  still  re- 
main, 

Your 

Franciska. 


V. 

FROM  A  STRANGER  LADT  TO  THE  READER. 

I  hope,  respected  reader,  that  this  letter  will  find  you 
in  sound  health  and  good  humour.  In  consequence  of 
which  I  further  hope,  that  you  will  excuse,  if  between 
the  **  Letters  of  a  young  wife"  now  and  then  one  or  two 
from  **  a  Gentleman  "  should  venture  to  creep  in;  as 
also,  that  yuu  will  not  take  it  amiss  if  an  unmarried 
lady  should  occasionally  take  up  her  pen  to  hold  con- 
verse with  you.  All  this  is  done  to  save  you  trouble, 
and,  in  truth,  I  do  not  know  how  you,  dear  reader,  or 
the  young  wife  could,  without  it,  see  your  way  deady 
with  the  Neighbours. 

I  remain,  respected  reader, 

With  the  greatest  esteem, 
Yours, 

A  Stranobr. 
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VI. 

BRUNO  MAN8PELT  TO  ANTOMIO  DB  R. 

Ramm,  BU  John%  ere.  18— 

Here  I  am  again,  here,  where  I  was  bom,  where  aa 
a  child  and  as  a  youth  I  played  and  loved.  Between 
that  time  and  the  present,  lies  an  ocean,  an  ocean  full 
— but  enough,  I  am  here  again.  The  oak-trees  are 
still  as  green,  the  summit  of  the  mountains  as  tower- 
ing, and  the  clouds  still  rest  on  them  as  formerly. 
Feelings,  thoughts,  actions,  are  but  clouds  too ;  they 
are  driven— they  flee-Hipace  absorbs  them — annihilates 
them.  Annihilates?  not  something  still  remains. 
This  I  feeL 

I  have  ascended  the  summit  of  the  mountain,  I  have 
stood  there,  where  once  I  stood  as  a  boy,  where  I  stood 
with  high-heaving  breast,  and  saw  the  billows  of  the 
lake  lashed  into  foam  by  the  winds,  saw  the  blue- tinted 
mountains  ascending  high  on  the  opposite  shore,  and  I 
anticipated,  sought,  longed  for  something  far  beyond 
them.  I  stood  near  the  same  fir-tree;  it  was  now 
sprung  up  high  although  its  roots  cleave  to  the  moun- 
tain A  stone-heap  lay  near  it,  I  knew  it  well.  The 
boy  had  erected  a  pyramid  on  the  summit  of  the  moun- 
tain and  planted  upon  it  his  banner  of  liberty.  The 
pyranud  was  now  fallen,  and  the  man  stood  there  and 
thought  of  the  ardour  of  the  boy  and  smiled,  a  bitter 
imile! 
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I  have  wandered  about  in  the  forest,  In  the  field,  on 
the  sea-shore,  I  have  sought  up  many  a  well  known 
spot,  awakened  many  a  recollection ;  the  stormy  ap- 
peared to  me  calm,  die  criminal  guiltless.  You  can 
guess  the  reason.  I  have  heard  my  whole  spring  of 
life  over  again,  I  have  eigoyed  and  wept--<jlal  wis 
hUssI 

It  is  now  evening  and  every  thing  around  me  is 
quiet,  I  likewise  eigoy  a  moment  of  tranquillity.  The 
foliage  of  the  ash-tree  waves  in  the  evening  breeze, 
and  taps  gently  against  the  window  as  formerly;  ss 
formerly  the  falcon  soars  above  the  meadow.  The  mist 
lies  white  and  thin  upon  the  green  plain  And  the  slum* 
bering  flocks.  I  hear  the  monotonous  song  of  the 
hedge  sparrow,  I  know  of  none  sweeter.  Lulled  by 
this  song,  I  fell  asleep  when  a  child  every  summer  eve- 
ning, my  £aoe  turned  towards  the  evening-sky,  red  st 
that  time  as  now,  and  beheld  the  clouds  lighting  ny 
with  more  golden  radiance  as  the  sun  declined  lowe 
and  lower— like  the  actions  of  a  noble  life  when  it  sink 
into  the  deep.    Oh  t 

And  when  my  eyes  closed,  when  the  thoughts  of  1 
begran  to  interweave  themselves  in  dreams,  then  alvn 
approached — every  evening  some  one  approached 
bed,  and  fostering  hands  replaced  the  covering  wl 
I  had  thrown  carelessly  off;  a  warm  caressing  br 
passed  over  my  cheek.    I  well  knew,  who  was 
me,  it  was — my  mother.    Oh  how  beats  my  pulse 
trembles  every  nerve  of  life  at  this  adored  and  dr^ 
name.    My  mother  1  she  was  a  fine  and  noble  w 
I  was  proud  of  being  called  her  son.    Someti 
suddenly  threw  off  the  covering,  in  which  she  ha 
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r  wrapped  me,  with  one  iprlng  I  wai  at  her  breast 

embraced  and  kiised  her  lo,  aa  I  had  never  yet 

led  any  beloved  one.    And  the  likewise  closed  me 

her  arms,  that-— IAa<  waa  love!     At  times,  I  re- 

iined  quite  still  and  feigned  to  sleep,  then  I  saw 

jr  sink  down  on  her  knees  at  the  side  of  my  bed. 

he  prayed— prayed  for  me!      How  has  her  prayer 

>een  heard  t 

I  have  caused  the  apartments  here  to  be  improved 
and  newly  furnished.  1  did  not  wish  that  they  should 
retain  too  much  of  their  former  appearance  (  I  feared 
that  the  ghost  of  childhood  in  the  white  garments  of 
innocence  might  haunt  and  terrify  me.  The  sleeping- 
chamber  of  my  mother  only  have  I  left  as  it  was.  I 
have  not  been  in  it.  I  could  not  It  is  locked  at  pre- 
sent 

Shall  you  recognize  me  in  this,  think  you  ?  Will 
you  not  accuse  me  of  weakness  t  Hear  me.  I  rejoice 
in  being  capable  yet  of  natural  feeling ;  rejoice  that 
rest,  quiet  as  the  grave,  has  not  yet  chilled  my 
heart ;  no  feeling — ^not  the  very  flames  of  hell,  how- 
ever, shall  while  I  live  unman  and  depress  me,  neither 
joy  nor  sorrow. 

I  know  only  too  well,  alas  I  that  I  shall  never  be 
happy,  never  find  peace,  never  forget    No  matter. 
1  will  endure ;  I  alone  will  bear  what  I  alone  have 
committed.    Life  may  draw  many  an  utterance  iron 
my  breast, — ^never  that  of  complaint    I  bid  defianc 
to  pain  and  the  world ;  besides,  one  can  always  malr 
an  end  when  one   is  tired  of  this  ugly  farce  call* 
<'lifel" 
Someiines  I  have  thought:  ''perhaps  it  may 
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better  with  me ;  perhaps  bright  days  may  illumine  the 
shadows  of  the  past ;  perhaps  the  storm  will  abate  and 
be  hushed,  and  these  plaintive  accusing  voices  die ! 
....  Occupation,  time,  perhaps  domestic  happiness. . . . 
You  laugh  Antonio !  I  laugh  too,  for  I  dn;am  like  a 
child.  Well,  it  may  be  so ;  but  in  my  waking  state  I  seek, 
at  all  events,  a  something — ^perhaps  again  only  a  dream. 

Have  you  heard  of  a  man  who  was  seeking  for  his 
own  shadow  ?  (He  had  lost  it,  and  he  did  not  feel 
happy  afterwards  in  the  world.)  I  am  this  very  man ; 
I  am  seeking  my  own  lost  shadow  t  I  seek  for  esteem 
for  respectability  in  the  very  place  where  I  first  trans- 
gressed against  the  laws  of  society.  I  wish  to  win  the 
civic  crown,  and  atone  for  past  offences  by  acts  of  bene- 
ficence. Can  that  be  done  ?  Before  the  world — ^yes; 
but  before  the  judge  in  my  breast  ?— = — 

One  thing  I  wish  for,  and  not  attaining  this,  every 
thing  else  is — nothing.  If  this  be  denied  me  I  shall 
once  more  leave  the  land  of  my  childhood,  and  again 
go  into  the  wide,  wild  world,  and  remain — cursed.  Why 
was  Cain's  Forehead  marked  by  Heaven  to  bear  the 
stamp  of  eternal  misery  ?  He  was  cursed  hy  Ms  moiker, 
I  know  what  Cain  felt  I,  also,  am  cursed  by  my 
mother,  and  a  vagabond  upon  earth.  And  now  I  desire 
I  long  that  she  would  lay  her  hand  upon  this  forehead 
on  which  her  curse  rests  heavily ;  that  she  would  re- 
move it  hence,  and  in  its  place  lay  her  blessing.  Oh, 
then,  and  not  till  then,  will  the  heat  of  this  brow  be 
cooled.  Shall  I  be  permitted  to  lean  my  head  against 
that  breast  which  furnished  me  with  my  first  nourish- 
ment? Shall  I  read  forgiveness  in  those  rigid  looks? 
Shall  I  again  be  permitted  affectionately  to  kiss  those 
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lips  which  once  cuned  me  t    Oh,  I  thirst,  1  burn,  i 
pant  after  this  bliss !" 

Do  you  know  a  high,  holy,  sweet,  much  feared  name, 
a  name  which  is  first  won  in  a  strugprJe  between  life  and 
death  ?  a  name  which  God  himself  has  pronounced  in 
human  love,  in  human  sufferings  ?  This  name  will  I 
recall  into  the  soul  of  her  who  has  rejected  me— 
mother !  oh,  mother ! 

Mother ! — my  mother  I  Will  you  once  more  ac- 
knowledge your  guilty  son  ?  Can  you  pardon  him  ?  I 
dare  not  venture  to  believe  it — hardly  to  hope  it.  Yet 
she  ought ;  much  of  the  blame  was  her's.  Violence 
against  violence,  asperity  against  asperity,  nothing  Init 
evil  could  ensue.  But  now  if  she  will  be  gentle,  if  she 
will  but  pardon,  I  will  crave  forgiveness  at  her  feet. 

You  know  my  love  of  music ;  here  I  indulge  it.  I 
have  caused  an  organ  to  be  set  up  in  one  of  the  rooms : 
its  tone  is  excellent ;  at  it  I  sit  cv(.*ry  evening  at  the 
setting  in  of  twilight  and  play  till  late.  The  more  pro- 
found the  silence,  the  darker  the  evening  grows,  the 
higher  the  organ's  deep  swell  rises ;  this  quiets  me ; 
it  raises  and  quickens  my  spirit.  In  a  flood  of  har- 
mony I  drown  the  wild  remembrances  wiiich  revive  in 
the  lap  of  night.  Music  is  a  glorious  tiling;  it  is  an 
intoxication,  a  rapture,  a  world,  in  wliich  to  live, 
struggle,  reposr,  a  sea  of  painful  ecstasy,  incomprc- 
henHii>le,  boundless  as  eternity. 

At  such  moments  a  vision  sometimes  comes  over  mo. 
I  am  then  as  if  out  of  this  storm- viewed  world,  over 
this  raging  sea  of  sound  rises  and  moves  a  something. 
What  shall  I  call  it  ?— a  hope,  an  ideal  of  beauty,  a 
heavenly  spirit,  u  benign   eomiliatory  genius,  \vlii<.h 

K       VOL.  I. 
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raise  a  voice  in  praise  to  their  Creator.  To  perform 
such  a  walk  alone  without  any  company,  is  one  of  the 
greatest  luxuries  I  know  of.  I  always  feel  light  and 
free  from  care  by  it,  as  does  the  bird,  and  for  the  sake 
of  the  air,  the  flowers,  green  trees  and  blue  waves,  I 
forget  all  the  toils  of  earth.  The  life  of  nature,  be- 
comes mine. 

Arrived  at  Karlsfors,  I  found  ma  chkre  mire  hard  at 
work  at  her  turning  lathe.  She  seemed  to  be  de%hted 
to  see  me — embraced  me  heartily ;  scolded  me  on  ac- 
count of  my  stupid  "head-ache;'*  a  lively,  playful 
conversation  soon  arose  between  us,  whilst  she  con- 
tinued to  work  and  I  to  admire  her  skill  in  the  art  It 
gives  me  real  pleasure  to  see  that  ma  cliire  mire  and  I 
become  more  and  more  attached  to  each  other.  There 
is  a  something  in  us  both  which  harmonizes  together. 
I  like  her  well,  and  always  feel  myself  light  and  bee 
in  her  presence.  She  is  a  prudent,  obliging,  although 
severe  woman,  and  one  of  those  rare  beings  who  at 
all  times  know  exactly  their  own  wishes.  Such  people 
have  a  most  salutary  influence  on  me.  My  nature  fi;els 
as  it  were  quieted  and  settled  by  her's.  Twice  or  thrice 
ma  cMre  mire  addressed  me  during  our  conversation 
with  the  familiar  term  **  thou,"  which,  coming  fima 
her,  had  something  particularly  sincere  and  fascinating* 
In  a  general  way  ma  chh'e  mire  says  to  all  females, 
**  you ;"  and  Jane  Maria  is  always  called, "  my  daughter- 
in-law."  That  little  "  thou"  gave  a  particular  pleasure 
to  me ;  nor  was  I  less  delighted  with  the  present  which 
ma  chare  mire  made  me  of  a  beautifully  carved  box 
executed  before  my  eyes. 

Can  tvfo  persons  of  this  place  be  talking  together. 
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think  yoU|  without  mentioning  the  new  neighbour  at 
Ramm  f  Impoeaible  I  Even  ma  ckirt  mire  was  talk-' 
ing  about  him  to-day.  The  man  it  said  to  have  made 
an  initiatory  offering  upon  his  entering  into  residence 
here,  in  the  form  of  a  large  present  for  the  erection 
of  a  Bcbooly  the  want  of  which  has  been  felt  for  a  con- 
siderable time.  The  worthy  Mr.  Dahl,  who  for  his 
great  age  is  yet  extremely  active,  is  said  to  have  under- 
taken the  management  of  it  in  coi^unction  with  the 
Pastor  D.  in  W.  Ma  chir§  nUn  spoke  as  if  she,  also, 
wished  to  assist,  being  desirous  of  contributing  oak- 
timber  for  the  building  as  well  as  good  counsel  for  the 
management  Several  remarks  which  ma  chire  mire  made 
in  referenoe  to  the  school  respecting  education  and  en- 
lightenment, delighted  me  on  account  of  the  sound 
and  clear  ideas  contained  in  them.  Thus  we  proceeded 
together  in  sunshine,  but  at  noon  clouds  began  to 
gather. 

Jane  Maria  was  as  usual  infinitely  amiable  and  com- 
plaisant towards  me,  but  towards  £bba  she  assumed  a 
tone  of  superiority  and  pedantry,  which  was  no  less 
unbecoming  to  her  than  disagreeable  to  Ebba.  As  re- 
gards the  latter,  she  was  in  a  bad  humour,  which  her 
gre^itest  worshipper  could  not  have  called  any  thing 
but  a  very  bad  one.  Careless  in  dress  and  demeanour, 
she  leaned  back  in  the  chair  with  a  discontented  air ; 
would  touch  no  article  of  food ;  then  again  she  would 
have  some ;  screwed  her  mouth  whilst  eating,  threw 
away  her  knife  and  fork,  made  a  noise,  quarrelled  right 
and  left,  and  behaved  unbecomingly  in  the  highest  de- 
gree. Ma  ckhe  mire  said  nothing,  but  I  saw  by  some 
of  her  looks,  that  a  storm  was  approaching.    Ono 


150  THE   NEIGHBOURS. 

time  she  answered  ma  ch^remire  very  unpolitely,  andt 
*'  come,  come,  dear  child !"  served  as  a  warning  to  the 
little  overbearing  creature.  I  was  fearful,  as  I  geno- 
ally  am,  of  all  domestic  storms,  and  did  what  I  oouU 
to  prevent  the  impending  one;  but  Jane  Maria behiT- 
ed  strangely.  It  seemed  as  if  she  rather  wished  to 
render  Ebba's  faults  noticed,  than  to  conceal  them. 
Ebba  began  to  hum  to  herself — "  It  is  not  customaiy 
to  sing  at  table !"  said  Jane  Maria,  much  louder  than 
was  necessary.  Ma  chire  mdre  appeared  to  be  disposed 
to  lean  to  my  side,  and  to  hush  away  the  storm.  She 
addressed  herself  to  Ebba  in  a  very  pleasant  and  jesting 
tone ,  the  latter  was  silent,  and  looked  at  her  with  an 
impertinent  air. — "  Ebba,  it  is  exceedingly  unbecomio|[ 
for  you  to  look  at  ma  chire  mire  in  such  a  manner!" 
said  Jane  Maria,  reprovingly. 

*  A  cat  may  surely  look  at  a  king !"  said  ma  chin 
nn^ref  still  in  good  humour,  but  at  the  same  time  she 
remarked,  rather  seriously,  that  she  expected  to  have  a 
rational  woman  and  not  a  child  at  her  table,  etc.  Ebba 
began  again  to  hum  a  ballad. 

**  Don't  sing,  Ebba  I** — said  Jane  Maria — **  but 
listen  to  what  ma  cMre  mire  says," 

"  I  don't  know  why  I  should,"  replied  Ebba  with 
unexampled  pertness. — **  Because  it  is  your  duty!" 
thundered  ma  cMre  mdre,  suddenly,  whilst  knocking 
with  her  fist  on  the  table  till  the  glasses  and  bottles 
Bliook  together ;  "  and  if  you  don't  know  it,  the  deuce 
take  me,  if  I  don't  make  you  know  it  I 

She  rose  up ;  her  nose  became  pointed  and  pale. 
This  storm  would  nevertheless  have  passed  over,  if 
Ebba's  impertinence  had  not  exceeded  all  bounds.    1 
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noticed,  that  Jane  Maria  likes  to  precede  me  and 

a  on  all  occaaioni.     She  is   punctilious  to  go 

the  room  first,  to  be  called  to  table  first,  etc.  Once 

sard  her  say  to  the  servants,  **  Don't  forget  always 

announce  me  before  the  Baroness  Ebba."    I  am 

.te  contented  with  this,  for  Jane  Maria  is  superior  to  . 

iba  and  myself;  but  Ebba  embraces  every  opportu- 

ty  to  resist  Jane  Maria's  assumed  precedence.    A 

tp  of  milk,  which  unfortunately  «was  served  up  be- 

teen  the  two  sisters-in-law,  now  gave  rise  to  a  quarrel 

ane  Maria  wished  to  appropriate  it  to  herself,  with  an 

ir  of  superiority,  when  Ebba  dragged  it  to  herself 

vith  such  violence,  that  the  milk  was  spilled  on  Jane 

Maria's  muslin-drcss.    All  was  up  now.    Jane  Maria 

hurst  out  into  a  cry  of  alarm  ;  ma  chire  mire  moved 

back  her  chair,  went  up,  without  speaking  a  word,  to 

Ebba,  took  her  by  the  hand,  and  conducted  her  out  of 

the  dining-room.     I  blushed  with  shame  at  this  scene, 

and  wished  myself  far  away. 

We  all  rose  up  ;  Jane  Maria  went  to  change  her 
dress,  and  wc  afterwards  met  in  the  drawing-room. 
After  a  while  ma  chdre  mPre  entered,  holding  Ebba  by 
the  hand,  who,  with  blushing  cheeks,  witli  difficulty 
suppressed  her  sobs.  Ma  ch^re  mire  led  Ebba  to  Jnne 
Maria  and  dictated  the  words  with  which  to  ask  pardon, 
which  Ebba  articulated  after  her;  after  which,  both 
sisters-in-law  embraced  each  other,  but  without  the 
least  cordiality.  Ebba  then  ran  into  another  room, 
threw  herself  upon  a  couch,  and  tliere  cried  herself  to 
sleep 

Alter  the   coffee,  ma  chdre  mPre  proposed  to  Jane  , 
Maria  to  accompany  her  in  a  piece  of  music.    Jane  I 
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Maria  glanced  towards  me  with  a  contemptuous  mien 
(for  she  had  no  respect  for  ma  chire  mire*s  musical 
talents)  but  she  complied,  and  played  a  sonata  of 
Mozart,  which  ma  chire  mire  laid  before  her  and  accom- 
panied on  the  violin,  with  tolerable  skill,  but  no  taste ; 
9  Mozart's  music,  however,  always  emraptures  me.  Jane 
Maria  would  play  nothing  except  Herz  and  Czemy; 
they  have  too  much  flourish  and  ornament  for 
me.  Jane  Maria'^  superior  execution,  and  ma  chire 
mire's  enthusiasm  for  her  **  Mozart,"  as  she  calls  him, 
caused  the  sonata  to  go  ofif  well  enough,  and  ma  chire 
mire  herself  pronounced  **  Bravo !" 

After  Jane  Maria,  it  was  my  turn  to  exert  myself; 
but  partly  from  being  quite  unacquainted  with  the 
grande  sonaiepar  Steibelt  avec  accmnpagnetnent  du  FioUm,*^ 
partly  from  being  a  mere  bungler  on  the  piano-forte, 
compared  with  Jane  Maria,  I  acquitted  myself  but 
badly.  In  vain  did  ma  chire  mire  beat  time  with  her 
foot,  in  vain  did  she  make  such  scrapes  on  her  violin, 
as  almost  to  burst  the  drum  of  my  ear,  we  still  contin- 
ually got  out  of  time.  We  re-commenced,  we  repeated, 
she  grew  impatient,  I  confused,  and  we  finished  with  a 
per  feet  cat-music.  Ma  chire  mire  laid  aside  her  violin, 
calling  me  a  "  little  goose." 

"  It's  quite  another  thing,"  she  added,  "when  Jane 
Maria  and  I  play  together.  That's  something  like 
harmony." 

The  harmony  between  ma  chire  mire  and  Jane  Maria 
was  nevertheless  soon  disturbed ;  they  fell  into  a  dis- 
pute about  some  domestic  matter ;  ma  chire  mire  used 
at  her  large  brewings,  a  barrel  and  a  half  of  malt  to 
two  barrels   of  small-beer  and  half-a-barrel  of  Ale, 
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Jane  Maria  thought,  that,  according  to  her  method,  a 
third  less  of  malt  would  hrew  the  some  quantity  of 
small-beer  and  Ale.  Ma  ehir$  m^  said,  that  that  was 
thoroughly  impossible ;  one  must  either  take  more  malt 
to  such  a  quantity  of  brewing,  or  the  beer  would  be 
weaker.  Jane  Maria  adhered  to  her  opinion,  and  the}^ 
disputed  for  a  time,  till  Jane  Maria  threw  out  a  slight 
hint,  that  ma  ehire  fUrt  did  not  understand  the  real  art 
of  brewing. 

<*  Does  the  egg  pretend  to  be  wiser  than  the  hen  V* 
said  ma  cMr€  m^rt ,  bitterly  i  ^  what  the  deuce  do  I 
care  for  your  new  art  of  brewing  and  wonderful  inven- 
tions ;  there  may  be  much  art  in  it,  but  so  much  the 
less  liquor;  those  who  have  tried  know  something  ;  and 
I  have  seen  a  few  more  years,  and  some  little  more  of 
brewing,  than  you,  daughter  Jane  Maria.  Age  gives 
experience  ;  remember  that,  Jane  Maria."  Jane 
Maria  worked  away  at  her  embroidering  frame,  looking 
very  red,  and  silent,  but  preserved  a  mien  of  superior 
sagacity.  All  this  was  not  very  agreeable.  Meanwhile 
Khba  had  awoke.  She  came  in,  and  looked  like  a  bird 
after  a  shower  of  rain.  In  order  to  cheer  her,  I  pro- 
posed an  amusing  game.  Ma  chire  mire  joined  in 
with  me  cheerfully,  and  we  all  took  our  scats  at  a  round 
table.  But  at  the  very  commencement  of  the  game, 
Jane  Maria  and  Ebba  fell  into  a  quarrel,  and  that  in 
right  earnest,  about  some  rule  of  the  game.  Ebba  ap- 
pealed to  me,  and  I  put  her  right  with  a  little  jest 
respecting  Jane  Maria's  opinion.  Jane  Maria  was 
oficndcd,  and  said  something  cutting  to  me.  Ilnavea 
knows,  how  it  happened,  that  in  a  moment  my  tlier- 
munietcr  rose  several  degrees.    I  felt  hot  about  mv 
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ears,  I  answered  somewhat  shaiply,  and  wn  wolded 
each  other  for  a  inoment  very  aoundly,  till  I  saw  sm 
c?iire  mire*s  eyes  attentively  directed  on  me.  I  then 
was  ashamed,  blushed,  and  tried  to  make  amends  for 

fy  rashness  by  some  kind  expression  to  Jane  Maria, 
ut  never  was  a  game  less  spirited.  Jane  Maria  sat, 
as  if  at  church,  and  returned  a  chilling  demeanour  to 
ma  cMre  mire's  &ore  and  less  refined  attempts  to  rally 
her.  I  was  quite  glad  when  it  was  announced  to  me 
that  the  cabriolet  had  driven  up  to  the  door. 

On  taking  leave  of  Jane  Maria,  she  drew  back  from 
the  kiss  which  I  wished  cordially  to  give  her,  and  only 
just  touched  my  hand  with  the  tips  of  her  fingers.  I 
saw  that  she  was  angry  with  me  yet;  I  felt  sorry  about 
it  Ma  chire  mire  followed  me  to  the  ante-chamber, 
and  said :  **  My  dear  Franciska,  we  have  all  been  ex- 
ceedingly vexatious  to-day !" 

"  Ah,  yes,"  answered  I,  so  heartily  concerned,  that 
ma  chire  mire  began  to  laugh,  embraced  me,  and  said 
looking  at  me :  "  Yes,  you  too  have  not  been  much 
better  than  the  rest,  child  l" 

"  Nor  have  you,  mother,"  said  I,  roguishly ;  bu 
somewhat  alarmed  at  my  presumption,  J  added :  "  Fo/ 
give  me !"  and  kissed  her  hand. 

She  gave  me  a  light  pat  on  the  cheek,  and  sa: 
good-naturedly :    *'  Well,  you  must  come  again 
morrow,  and  we  will  try  if  we  can't  agree  better.     V 
you  come,  my  child  ?    I  will  send  my  Norrkoping  r 
riage  to  fetch  you,  and  it  shall  take  you  back  as  t 
A  little  exercise  will  do  the  horses  good. 

This  little  ante-chamber  scene  lightened  my  I 
ffonsiderahly,    I  feel  that  ma  chire  mire  gains  o 
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aflcction  more  and  more.  But,  Jane  Maria  ?  How 
goes  it  with  our  friendship  and  with  la  divlna  com- 
media  f  But  I  will  not  judge  by  the  occurrences  of 
to-day.  There  are  evil  days  in  which  the  mind  is  out  of 
tune»  just  as  the  milk  turns  sour  in  the  dairy,  when 
there  is  a  storm  in  the  atmosphere.  I  myself  indeed* 
was,  as  ma  ehire  mir$  said,  not  a  jot  better  than  the 
rest.  « 

To-morrow,  I  hope  all  will  be  right  again  between 
me  and  Jane  Maria. 

Jane  26th.    Evening. 

No,  all  was  not  right  again  between  Jane  Maria 
and  me.  Astonishing  1  how  can  one  sulk  so  long 
about  a  trifle,  a  little  excitement,  which  moreover  was 
mutual.  Ma  cMre  mire  received  me  yesterday  more 
kindly  still  than  usual,  but  Jane  Maria  was  short  and 
distant ;  she  did  not  speak  to  me,  and  scarcely  answered 
me  when  I  spoke  to  her.  This  made  my  heart  shrink. 
I  was  sorry  for  Ebba  likewise.  She  was  pale,  dejected, 
although  not  out  of  temper,  and  looked  as  if  she  did 
not  know  what  to  make  of  herself  and  her  position. 
She  seemed  to  mo  to  want  a  friend,  and  I  was  deter- 
mined to  act  the  part  of  one  to  her  to  the  utmost  of  my 
power.  I  perceived  likewise,  that  she  did  not  relish 
Jane  Maria's  moral  preaching,  and  that  the  latter  and 
Jean  Jacques's  const&nt  exhortations  "  to  be  rational, 
and  take  a  walk,"  confirmed  her  little  obstinate  brain 
in  her  determined  resolution  not  to  put  her  foot  out  of 
the  door,  and  to  be  reasonable  as  little  as  possible. 

I  watched  to  be  alone  with  Ebba  for  a  moment,  and 
then  said :  "  Have  you  a  mind  to  take  some  fresl)  warm 
milk  at  my  cow-house  very  early  to-morrow  morning  ? 
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I  have  a  cow,  called  Andumbla,  whkb  gives  most 
delicious  milk,  and  is  so  tame  moreover,  that  she  will 
take  bread  out  of  your  hand,  if  you  will  feed  her. 
Would  you  like  to  come  ?" 

'*Oh  yes !"  answered  Ehba,  opening  widely  her  beau- 
tiful eyes  which  suddenly  brightened. 

"  Well,  then,  I'll  come  and  call  for  you  to  nuxrow 
morning.    But  ito  you  be  up  so  early  as  six  o'clock  t" 

**  At  five,  at  four,  if  you  think  it  necessary,"  said 
Ebba  warmly. 

**  But  you  are  not  capable  of  walking  so  far.  It  is 
above  a  mile  firom  here  to  Rosenvik.  No»  it  will  be 
too  far." 

«No  no,  I  am  certain  it  will  noL  Indeed  I  can 
walk  a  mile  and  much  further.  I  am  strong.  I  can 
dance  a  whole  night  through  I " 

Well,  then,  I'll  come  and  call  for  you  to-morrow 
morning  at  six  o'clock,  and  you  shall  stay  with  me  the 
whole  of  the  day.  We  will  bake  our  own  pancakes  for 
our  dinner  and  in  the  evening  I  will  take  you  home  again 
in  the  cabriolet.  Polio  is  so  gentle  that  I  am  convinced 
you  can  manage  him  yourselfl 

"  Oh,  how  delightful  that  will  be  I"  exclaimed  Ebba 
enraptured. 

'*  But  we  must  have  permission  first  from  ma  ekire 
mdre,  Ebba." 

"That  of  course ;  I  will  run  immediately  to  ask  her." 
And  away  ran  Ebba.  The  antipathy  against  the  coun- 
try, the  resolution  not  to  go  out,  all  was  forgotten  at  the 
prospect  of  taking  milk  at  the  cow-house,  and  driving 
Polio. 

I  rejoiced  at  my  little  victory,  as  well  as  at  the  proa- 
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pcct  of  haying  Ebba  to  myself  for  a  day.  A  something 
told  me  that  both  a  good  heart  and  good  sense  will  be 
found  in  her,  when  only  called  forth  in  a  rational  and 
seasonable  manner. 

When,  soon  after  this,  I  entered  ma  ehire  mkrtU  apart- 
ment, I  found  her  with  Ebba,  who  sat  on  her  knee, 
chatting  away  with  childlike  joyous  freedom,  whilst  she 
turned  ma  chin  mtr€*t  cap  into  all  sorts  of  forms  and 
shapes.  JfacMrvm^  laughed,  and  l«t  her  do  as  she 
liked.  There  was  a  perfect  understanding  between 
them. 

Ma  ehire  mire  looked  at  me  pleasantly,  and  exclaimed, 
**  Well,  dear  Franciska,  I  understand  you  wish  to  run 
away  with  Ebba  to-morrow,  that  she  may  drink  new 
milk  with  the  calves  in  your  cow-house,  I  expect  that 
vou  will  carry  her  off  in  a  balloon,  for  she  cannot  bear 
dusty  roads  and  green  grass." 

"  How  charming,  howaexquisite  that  will  be! "  cried 
Ebba,  clapping  her  hands,  and  skipping  out  of  the 
room. 

"  There  is  no  guile  in  her,'*  said  ma  chh-e  mire,  "  but 
she  is  a  spoiled  child,  and  must  be  corrected ;  had  thin 
been  done  earlier,  it  would  not  be  necessary  now.  Jf 
you  should  have  children,  think  of  the  words  of  the  sou 
of  Sirach,  *  Hast  thou  childern,  correct  them.'  " 

I  said  that  one  may  govern  cliildren  solely  by  reason, 
and  train  them  for  good  and  reflecting  men. 

*'  All  roads  may  lead  to  Rome,"  said  7na  cfuhe  mi^n; 
*'  but  the  rod-road  is  shorter  than  the  reason-rond.  Of 
course  it  is  necessary  that  one  should  use  the  formcT 
with  discretion.  But  to  reason  with  children  iK  to  talk 
one's  self  hoarse,  and  get  little  by  it.    Teach  the  wdf 
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the  Patentostert  he  will  still  cry  '*  Lamb  1 "  My  brother 
in-law  Reinfelt's  children  were  to  have  been  brought 
up  on  this  reasoning  system,  and  with  stich  perfection  1 
But  they  turned  out  intolerable!  The  over-bearing 
lads  were  a  pest  to  every  one  in  the  house.  One  day 
there  were  some  strangers  at  my  brother-in-law's  house, 
and  the  children  ran  about  and  roared  like  little  devils. 
One  of  the  strangers  spoke  about  something, "  black  as 
a  crow,"  and  one  of  Reinhold's  boys  shouted  out,  'The 
crow  is  white  r* — "  No,  my  son,**  said  the  mother, — 
**  the  crow  is  black.**  "  No  I  **  cried  the  boy,  passion- 
ately, *'  the  crow  is  white !  the  crow  is  white  1 "  "  The 
crows  are  black ! "  said  the  mother.  '*  Crows  are  white." 
cried  the  urchin.  What  was  to  be  done  now  t  Was 
there  a  crow  immediately  at  hand  in  order  to  convince 
his  reason  ?  No,  and  thus  the  boy  had  the  last  word. 
If  I  had  only  got  him  under  my  hands,  he  should  have 
soon  learned — and  very  properly  too— that  the  crows 
are  not  white.  No,  no  !  Francbkaj  Reason  is  a  good 
thing,  but  does  no  good  with  children.  '  He  who  will 
not  obey  father  and  mother,  must  obey  the  drum.' " 

I  was  obliged  to  laugh  heartily  at  this  sally,  as  well 
as  at  ma  chkre  mh'e*s  warmth,  but  the  thought  of  the 
unsuccessful  application  of  her  doctrine,  in  reference 
to  her  own  son,  inspired  me  with  a  feeling  of  sadness, 
and  in  deep  thought,  I  said : 

"It  may  be  the  case  that  different  children  require 
different  treatment." 

"  Perhaps  ! — *'  said  ma  chire  mire,  and  a  black  cloijd 
lowered  over  her  forehead,  but  she  chased  it  away 
quickly,  and  cheerfully  continued :  "  However,  I  am 
quite  agreeable,  Franciska,  that  you  should  take  the 
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pretty  Httle  mad*c«p  under  your  impection.  At  her 
age '  a  word  spoken  in  Maion,  how  good  is  it! '  *  What 
is  hid  in  the  snow  will  come  forth  in  the  thaw.' " 

The  little  mad-cap  was  exceedingly  good-tempered 
and  most  engaging  throughout  the  whole  day ;  but  Jane 
Maria  was  the  more  peevish,  at  least  towards  me  and 
Ebba.  It  seemed  as  if  she  believed  that  we  had  formed 
a  confederacy  against  her.  I  had  a  great  desire  to 
convince  her  that  this  was  not  the  case,  and  that  there 
is  nothing  that  I  wished  for  more  than  that  of  being 
friends  with  her  again ;  but  I  perceived  a  trait  in  her 
character  which  quite  chilled  my  feeling  for  her,  for  it 
betrayed  a  great  want  of  kindness  and  of  real  good 
manners. 

It  was  towards  evening ;  the  topic  of  conversation 
was  Bellini.  Ebba  was  enchanted  by  his  compositions, 
Jane  Maria  said  he  was  monotonous,  and  there  was  no 
life  in  his  melodies.  "  Oh !  '*  cried  Ebba,— «<  I  will  sing 
you  a  piece  ot  his,  which  is  heavenly,  and  which  I 
learned  last  winter  with  Mr.  B.;  you  must  hear  it ! " 
She  ran  to  the  piano  and  really  sang,  very  gracefully,  a 
little  enchanting  piece  of  this  most  melodious  master. 
I  listened  to  her  with  great  pleasure,  but  just  when 
Ebba  was  about  performing  with  care  a  most  expressive 
Movendo,  Jane  Maria  pushed  back  her  chair  with  a 
great  noise,  and  walked  out  of  the  room,  opening  the 
door  widely,  and  clapping  it  too  after  her.  Ebba  blush- 
ed, I  did  the  same,  for  Jane  Maria's  conduct  evidently 
intended  to  depreciate  Ebba,  was  wounding.  I  could 
tell,  by  a  look  of  ma  cMre  mire,  that  she  thought  as  I 
did,  and  when  Ebba  concluded  her  song,  with  tears  in 
her  eyes,  ma  chiiremtrt  thanked  and  praised  her,  doubt- 
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less  more  than  she  would  have  done,  had  Jkne  Maria 
not  conducted  herself  so  ungraciously. 

Jane  Maria  is  extolled  as  a  woman  of  distinguished 
manners.  "Alas!"  (thought  I,  at  this  scene),  "how 
superficial  is  the  signification  of  this  fine,  comprehen- 
sive term ! "  And  I  felt  no  longer  any  inclination  to 
trouble  myself  about  a  reconciliation  with  Jane  Maria; 
I  left  it  to  come  when  it  would. 

But  oh,  what  brought  me  such  joy  and  rapture  think 
you,  just  now  ?  Why,  a  letter  from  you,  dear  Maria, 
so  sweet,  so  full  of  that,  which  makes  me  happy.  Al- 
though already  late,  I  cannot  lie  down  before  unbur- 
dening myself  of  those  words  and  feelings  towards  you 
which  your  letter  has  called  forth. 

The  27th  July,— Evening. 
This  morning  at  five  o'clock,  I  set  out  on  the  way  to 
Karlsfors,  in  order  to  fetch  Ebba.  The  weather  was 
as  beautiful  as  I  could  wish.  At  six  o'clock  I  arrived, 
and  found  Ebba  already  dressed  and  waiting  for  me, 
full  of  eagerness  and  impatience.  Excepting  the  ser- 
vants, there  was  no  one  yet  up  but  Ebba.  We  set  out 
on  our  way.  At  the  commencement,  Ebba  talked,  skip- 
ped, laughed,  sang,  and  enjoyed  her  life  as  the  birds  in 
the  air ;  but  when  we  came  half  way  to  Rosenvik,  into 
a  large,  beautiful  wood,  she  8t;ddenly  grew  silent.  And 
in  reality,  the  scene  around  us  was  well  calculated  to 
inspire,  at  the  same  time,  both  pleasant  and  serious 
thought.  A  perfect  stillness  prevailed,  large  dew-drops 
hung  on  the  leaves  of  the  trees,  and  the  sun  with  its 
golden  rays  broke  through  the  forest,  and  gave  varied 
degrees  of  shade  to  the  abounding  foliage;  the  atmos- 
phcrc  was  indescribably  pure  and  mild.     Ebba  walked 
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at  a  gradually  dccreanng  pace,  and  I  Hilently  at  her 
tide.  Feelings  of  solemnity  itolc  over  me,  and  now 
and  then  I  cast  a  look  on  Ebba.  A  sort  of  soft  paleness 
rested  on  her  fair,  young  countenance,  a  kind  of  em- 
barrassment was  legible  in  it ;  great  tears  stood  in  her 
eyes,  which  seemed,  as  it  were,  to  open  on  an  unknown 
world.  A  bird  then  began  to  warble — wonderful,  en- 
rapturing tones — one  might  have  believed  they  were 
inspired  by  a  thinking  soul. 

'*  Oh,  what  is  that  ? ''  enquired  Ebba,  pausing,  and 
astonished. 

**  That  is  a  nightingale  I  **  replied  I,  myself  also  in- 
toxicated by  the  lovely  and  rarely  heard  melody. 

Ebba  hearkened  and  gazed  for  a  considerable  time, 
with  anxious  searching  look.  It  seemed  as  if  the  ear 
of  her  soul,  had,  for  the  first  time,  opened  to  the  lofty 
song  of  life. 

**  Good  Heavens  I "  she  whispered,  **  how  solemn  and 
UiT  this  is  !  " 

In  an  under  voice,  I  recited  the  following  words  of 
Tegner:— 

**  Oh  when  to  much  of  nature's  lovellneii, 
Is  felt  through  every  bounding  vein,  how  (klr 
Must  be  the  etersal  source  of  pure  delight." 

Ebba  fell  weeping  round  my  neck,  and  I  pressed  her 
to  my  breast,  with  the  tenderness  of  a  sister. 

**  Oh,  Franciska  I "  said  she,  "  I  don't  know  how  it 
is,  I  am  happy,  and  yet  obliged  to  weep.  Every  thing 
around  me  is  so  beautiful,  so  grand,  so  wonderful : — 
Tell  me,  what  may  this  be  likened  to  7 " 

"To  Life!"  replied  I. 
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"To  Life?"  repeated  Ebba,  astonished,  ** 
has  many  changes,  many  var3ring  scenes." 

"  Yes,  but  that  which  we  now  see,  is  like  the 
life,  its  inmost  reality,  grave  but  yet  glad." 

Ebba  put  her  hand  to  her  forehead,  *'  I  do  no 
understand  you,"  said  she,  '*  but  I  believe  n 
forebodes, — thoughts  flash  through  me,  but  ] 
realize  them." 

"In  the  course  of  time,"  dear  Ebba,  "  yoa 
derstand  them  better." 

"  And  when  I  shall  understand  this  realit 
of  which  you  speak,  shall  I  then  be  able  to  be 
laugh,  as  I  now  do  ? " 

"  Oh  yes,  Ebba  I    Then  only  will  you  be  al 
rightly  glad  and  happy.    Then  you  will  have 
humours,  nor  continued  weariness,  as  you  oft 
at  present." 
1 1  j  "I  should  like  to  become  acquainted  with  thi 

of  life,"  said  Ebba,  with  earnestness,  "  but  wl 
teach  me  it  ?  Jane  Maria  is  not  able.  You  i 
but  I  shall  soon  travel  far  away  from  hence." 

"  Do  you  know  any  thing  else  to  which  thi 
scene  may  be  likened  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  To  what  then  ?  " 
.  "To  your  husband  1 " 

Ebba  looked  at  me,  and  her  eyes  brighten 
believe  you  are  right  I "  said  she. 

"  Yes,  his  mind  also  is  serious,  but  clear ;  ai 
wish  to  become  acquainted  with  the  reality  of 
its  beauty,  then— live  for  him,  Ebba;  O,  Ebb; 
a  nightingale  in  the  domestic  world !     Be  U 
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the  ran-'bctmi  between-  fbeee  tnee  i  Attach  youru'lf 
whb  heart  and  ioiil  to  himl  Be  guided  by  him  I  Make 
him  happy,  and  yvm  thaU,  yoo  iHll  beoome  happy  and 
undentand  what  in  life  ie  the  meet  loYely  I  You  will 
acquire  eel^^eteem,  honour  before  God  and  men  1 " 

Ebba  was  pale^  kiiaed  my  band,  and  wept  But,  on, 
how  lorely  were  thoee  teara  upon  her  youthftil  cheeks  I 
They  prodaimed  the  dawning  of  womanhood  in  a  being 
bitheito  but  aa  a  ohiUL 

I  left  Ebba  toher  thoughts,  and  silently  we  continued 
our  journey  to  Eoeenvik.  Not  until  our  arri?al  at  the 
dairy,  did  Ebba  arouse  ttom  her  silent  musing  t  and  the 
frothing  milk  which  we  poured  into  glaises  from  the 
milk-pails,  appeared  to  us  to  be  a  real  draught  of  joy. 
It  never  entered  Ebba's  mind  to  believe  that  Andumbla's 
could  be  but  common  mUk,  and  I  made  no  attempt  to 
convince  her  of  it 

•  My  intercourse  with  Ebba  during  the  remainder  of 
the  day,  confirmed  me  in  my  opinion  of  her.  She  has 
many  fine  qualities,  which,  if  cordially  cherished  and 
developed,  would  render  her  an  excellent  and  amiable 
person)  it  is  true,  she  has  many  childiiih  ways  about 
her,  but  how  much  should  I  excuse  in  her  at  seventeen, 
when  I  at  seven  and  twenty 

For  a  moment  Ebba  sank  into  profound  and  appa* 
rently  melancholy  reflection.  I  enquired  afiectionately 
the  cause  of  her  depression. 

**  Ah  1 "  sighed  Ebba,  deeply,  "  if  he  were  only  not 
called  Peter  I  "  I  was  obliged  to  laugh  out  aloud  at 
this.  But  Ebba  continued  (dejected)  **  Jane  Maria  is 
ef  the  same  opinion,  that  Peter  is  such  a  frightful  name ; 
wiiilst  she  says  Jean  Jacques  sounds  so  well    How  dis- 
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agreeable  that  he  should  Just  be  called  Peter  I  ** 

I  tried  to  comfort  Ebba,  and  brought  before 

die  great  men  who  had  borne  this  name.    The  4 

Peter  made  no  great  impression  on  her,  nor  Czi 

f  either.  Master  Peter,  firom  the  national  song,  n 

the  name  a  little  more  poetical,  and  she  was 

I  reconciled  to  it,  when  1  represented  that  Ped 

'  Feter  were  one  and  the  same  name,  and  that 

deceased  Emperor,  closely  related  to  our  royal 

had  borne  the  same.    She  determined  to  call  h 

band,  Pedro ;  I  proposed  several  abbreviations 

and  at  last  we  laughed  most  heartily  over  the  i 

ftnd  Ebba  became  equally  reconciled  to  the  n 

Peter,  as  I  was  with  the  far  less  poetical  Lan  i 

We  finished  the  day  with  sending  up  soap-l 

in  the  open,  calm  air,  with  as  much  eagerness  an 

sure  as  if  we  were  little  children.    I  then  drov 

home  in  the  cabriolet,  and  now  and  then  abdic 

Ler  the  reins,  to  her  great  delight 

I  was  very  anxious  to  see,  whether  Jane  M« 
continued  to  be  unfriendly ;  it  seemed  incredib 
at  my  first  salutation  I  saw  that  it  was  so.  I  wi 
grieved  about  it,  and  my  hope  of  living  in  firie 
with  her  almost  vanished,  for  I  never  can  becoi 
cerely  attached  to  any  one  who  is  not  kind  and  i 
nble ;  and  such  a  disposition,  (so  appropriately 
nated  by  the  ugly  name  of  churlish),  changes  li 
a  dark  autumn  day.  Compared  to  this  ma  chin 
bursts  cf  impatience  are  a  thousand  times  betti 
expresses  herself  harshly,  but,  once  said,  then 
end  of  it,  and  she  is  again  kind,  and  cherishes 
eentment  towards  those  who  have  offended  her. 


VBB  KiMViiDtrmf.  lei 

tmding  lamflidof  BotMnf  oltUgedtotrMdli 
)  her  teeptre,  and  the  more  I  eompare  BJdni  widi 
1^  the  more  does  be  resemble  an  angel  of  peace. 
eUn  mir§  was  tbis  evening  yerj  mucb  oocnpied 
Ae  new  nelgbbour  at  Ramm.  Pardjr  beeanse  she 
leard  a  number  of  good  reports  about  bim,  partly 
ie  he  himself  bad  now  paid  her  great  attention* 
ad,  some  time  ago,  for  instance,  expressed  in  corn- 
that  she  should  like  some  yenison  t  and  also  a  few 
to  keep  in  her  park  at  Karlsfors,  to  let  them  breed. 
Mr9  mire,  before  her  misfortune,  was  yerj  fond  of 
ng,  and  bad  killed  with  her  own  hand  more  than 
viftdeer.]  The  new  neighbour  at  Ramm  had  now 
ber  the  delicious  venison  of  a  young  fat  roebuck, 
{ he  had  shot,  as  well  as  a  couple  of  living  animals 
b  kind,  which  had  been  caught  in  snares.  The 
Dt  was  accompanied  by  an  extremely  polite  French 
on  the  part  of  the  neighbour.  The  note  was  to 
feet,  that  having  accidently  ascertained  the  wish 
( lady  formerly  the  possessor  of  Ramm,  he  esteemed 
df  happy  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  gratify  her, 
iaily  as  he  expected  ere  long  to  be  settled  on  the 
%  and  would  then  cherish  no  higher  wish,  than 
A  entering  into  a  friendly  connection  with  so  re« 
.  a  neighbour.  He  trusted  that  the  objects  sent 
t  meet  with  a  favourable  reception,  as  pledges  of 
espect  The  letter  was  signed  '*  Antonia  de 
My." 

(  eMr$  m^  was  exceedingly  delighted  at  the 
:h  letter,  at  the  deer,  and,  above  all,  at  the  polite* 
sf  the  new  neighbour. 
lee,  that  ia  something  like  tmoir  9hr$t**  cried 
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the,  snapping  her  fingers.  "  Yea^  these  son 
people  have  no  equals  in  it.  We  must  see  the 
I  will  invite  him  to  my  first  grand  dinner,  if  ev< 
pays  no  previous  visit  Politeness  of  this  ki 
better  than  seven  visits.  At  present,  however,  I 
certainly  answer  his  letter  immediately ;  and,  ; 
over,  in  French.  Franciska  shall  look  over  my 
afterwards.  Heaven  be  thanked,  I  have  acquire 
French  language  grammatically,  and  spoken  and 
ten  it  as  well  as  any  body,  but  latterly  it  has  beet 
little  rusty,  and  will  probably  be  somewhat  imp< 
by  reason  of  want  of  practise.  I  am  very  glad  c 
opportunity  of  practising  my  French  again  witi 
polite  Monsieur  de  Romilly.  It  will  be  very  s 
able  to  become  more  closely  acquainted  with  him 
I  say  with  ma  chire  mdre,  it  will  be  very  agreea 
form  a  more  intimate  acquaintance  with  this  mai 
a  man  of  whom  every  body  speaks,  and  nobody 
who  distributes  benefits  and  polite  favours,  and  i 
yet  nobody  knows,  is  undeniably  a  wonderful  an 
teresting  person. 

Ma  chdre  mdre  was  a  long  time  at  work  witl 
French  epistle.  On  reading  it  over,  I  had  the  ui 
trouble  imaginable  to  keep  myself  from  laughiuj 
precise  and  old>fashioned  was  it ;  it  was,  howev< 
like  the  composer,  and  in  its  antiquated  style  expr 
her  ideas  so  distinctly,  that  I  considered  it  bott 
possible  and  unnecessary  to  attempt  any  alten 
I  therefore  left  those  expressions,  *'  Monsieur  e\ 
honore  voiHn,"  **  politesse  fnagrumime,**  **  present  i 
et  courtois,"  and  many  other  somewhat  sin] 
WQT^,  standiiig  as  they  were.     I  said  the  lettei 
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yntj  good ;  and  mm  eMn  min,  who  bad  all  the  while 
been  watching  me  with  fome  little  uneaiinets,  was 
▼ery  well  aatiafled  with  herself,  with  the  letter,  and 
also  with  me. 

The  30th  Julj. 
Ah !  I  breathe  again.  It  is  fair  weather  again  be- 
tween Jane  Maria  and  me ;  and  the  south  wind  which 
chased  away  the  misty  vapours,  was  called — Flattery ! 
The  dfty  before  yesterday  Bjtim  returned,  satisfied  with 
himself  with  his  brother,  his  journey,  his  business, 
and,  above  all,  with  his  littl^wife,  who  on  her  part 
again  was  not  dissatisfied  with  him.  Yesterday  even- 
ing there  was  a  Sunday  dance  at  Karlsfors.  Ma  chire 
wtir9  had  asked  us  to  be  present  on  the  occasion, 
because  she  wished  to  drink  the  health  of  the  new  mar- 
ried couples,  and  to  make  an  address  to  her  ])eople ; 
which,  on  account  of  Bjom's  and  Peter's  absence  on 
St  John's  day,  was  left  unperformed.  Ma  chdre  mire 
played  to  tlie  dancing,  on  the  violin,  almoBt  tlic  whole 
of  the  evening.  Ebba  danced  witli  heart  and  soul ;  I 
did  the  same.  Jane  Maria,  who  had  been  making 
visits  with  her  husband  did  not  return  till  late,  and 
only  remained  a  spectator  of  the  dance.  I  poured  forth 
a  stream  of  encomiums  respecting  her  toilet,  which 
really  was  very  tasteful ;  and  at  length  tlie  dark  cloud 
dispersed  which  hung  between  us,  and  Juno  Maria  be- 
came, to  my  inexpressible  joy,  as  friendly  as  before, 
but  with  the  divina  comedia  of  our  friendship  there  is 
an  end.  I  am  sorry  for  that.  I  should  like  to  find  one 
friend  among  my  many  neighbours  and  acquaintances. 
Kbba  is  too  childish.  Miss  Ilausgicbcl  too  much  like  a 
bird,  ma   chire   mire  is — ma  cMre  mire.      For  long 
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and  the  impression  which  the  heavenly  land  had  made 
upon  me,  I  dressed  myself  plainly  but  nicely,  accor- 
ding to  Bjorn's  taste,  and  away  rolled  the  cabriolet 
with  him  and  his  little  wife. 

I  was  duly  and  rightly  set  down  at  the  door.  Bjorn 
had  taken  it  into  his  obstinate  head  not  to  go  in  with 
rac,  but  to  let  me  speak  for  myself  In  vain  I  repre- 
sented to  him  that  I  was  not  even  so  fortunate  as  a 
medicine-bottle,  which,  at  least,  bears  a  strip  of  paper, 
explaining  "  how  to  be  taken,"  and  told  him  my  fears 
that  they  would  be  at  a  loss  in  the  house  to  know  what 
to  do  with  me.  Bjorn  told  me  only  to  greet  them  in  a 
civil  tone,  and  assured  me  that  this,  incox\junctionwith 
my  face,  would  have  all  the  desired  effect  Chiding  we 
separated. 

As  I  walked  up  the  stairs  quite  alone,  I  looked  upon 
myself  as  having  no  more  right  there  than  one  who 
comes  with  the  intention  of  borrowing  money ;  but 
scarcely  had  I  entered  the  door,  than  I  was  ready  to  fancy 
myself  cream  to  the  coffee,  or  a  long  wished  for  pre- 
sent, so  was  I  hailed  and  welcomed  and  embraced,  and 
I  felt  in  my  grateful  soul  that  all  this  was  to  be  placed 
to  Bjorn's  account. 

I  just  came  iii  right  time  for  the  coffee,  eat  and  drankf 
and  chatted,  and  felt  myself  in  a  very  short  time  like  a 
child  of  the  house. 

A.nd  now  you  shall  have  in  prose  a  description  of 
that  family,  which  I  have  already  described  to  you  in 
poetry  ;  it  is  as  a  working-day  to  a  holyday,  but  the 
Kingdom  of  Heaven  is  still  at  hand  (I  do  not  speak 
now  solely  from  personal  experience,^  but  according  to 
the  descriptions  which  I  have  received  from  Miss 
*Ucllcvi  JJa'lsgiebel  and  ma  ehire  mdre. 
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For  upw«rd«  of  htlf  a  eentury  bava  the  aged  pair 
inhabited  tbeae  aame  rooma.  Here  they  were  married* 
and  here  will  thejr  oelehrate  nest  winter  their  golden 
■optiala.*  The  rooma  are  onalteied,  the  ftnmiture  the 
lame  aa  fifty  yeara  ago,  and  yet  ^very  thing  is  clean, 
comlbruble  and  pleaiant,  aa  if  it  were  a  dwelling  only 
of  a  year*!  date  i  but  it  is  more  simple  than  our  modem 
abodea.  I  do  not  know  what  spirit  of  peace  and  com* 
tort  poaaessei  me  in'  this  bouse.  Ah !  in  it  fifty  years 
have  passed  away  as  one  happy  day ;  here  a  virtuous 
couple  have  lived,  loved,  and  wrought  Many  a  pure 
Joy  has  flourished  here,  and  the  intruding  cares  have 
not  been  bitter.  The  love  and  fear  of  Ood  has  brightened 
the  darkest  clouds ;  from  hence  has  issued  many  a  noble 
deed,  many  a  beneficent  work.  Here  happy  children 
have  grown  up ;  they  drew  strength  from  the  example  of 
their  parents,  and  went  forth  into  the  world  and  estab- 
lished themselves  like  them,  in  goodness  and  happi- 
ness. Still,  to  this  present  moment,  they  often  return 
to  the  parental  roof  full  of  love  and  joy,  to  bless  and  be 
blessecL  Ah,  Maria !  I  feel  that  I  fall  again  into  the 
poetic  strain.  But  what  would  you  wiiih  ?  There  are 
pictures  of  every-day  life,  which,  let  them  be  turned 
whichever  way  they  may,  always  appear  in  poetic  love- 
liness.   I  will  endeavour  notwithstanding  to  bind  my- 

*  AUodlng  to  the  celebration  of  a  nuurrlsge  Jubilee,  on  the  60tl) 
annf  vensry  of  the  wedding  day,  It  ii  a  ciutom  in  tome  placet  U) 
marry  the  sged  couple  over  again. 
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self  more  to  earth.  Well  then! — ^the  cl 
sons  and  four  daughters  come  once  alm< 
with  every  soul  belonging  to  them,  to  visi 
and  to  diffuse  new  life  into  their  early 
home  is  still  unchanged  to  them,  still  is 
as  dear  as  ever.  It  has  only  become  mo 
peaceful,  for  evening  is  there,  and  the  i 
grave  begin  to  £b11  around  the  venerable 
and  now  a  glance  at  these. 


THE  VENERABLE  OLD  MAN 


The  mark  of  a  long  life  full  of  integrity 
oenevolence  is  stamped  upon  his  open  foi 
be  seen  in  his  frank  and  kind  demeanoi 
is  yet  strong,  and  his  gait  firm ;  the  cro^ 
is  bald,  but  beneath,  a  circle  of  silvery-w 
round  his  dignified  head.  No  man  in  tt 
this  head  without  bowing  his  in  friendly ; 
salutation.  All  in  the  vicinity  as  weU 
love  him  as  their  benefactor,  and  honou: 
patriarch.  He  has  acquired  his  fortuo 
exertions ;  sacrificed  much  fpr  the  gener 
spite  of  many  adversities  and  losses  his 
abated.  In  thought  and  in  word  he  is 
even  cheerful ;  but  since  the  last  few  ; 
has  become  weak.  Sometimes  he  has 
gout,  which  affect  his  equanimity.    Ah, 

But  around  the  couch  when  he  lies 
pain,  an  angel  hovers.    His  feet  are 
moved  by  white  soft  hands ;  the  sick  ch 
as  the  countenance  of  the  old  man,  are 


w»  conliif  Into  tbt  bouM  wh«t  Scrana  rules, 
tof  poetry* 

THI  VENmKABLB  OLD  WOMAll. 

igod  ikce,  a  bent  b«ok}  you  tee  an  old  woman, 
ew  lier  oometliing  beautlAil }  apeak  of  aomething 
e,  her  countenance  brigfatena,  her  amile  beams 
at  eternal  youth,  which  dwella  for  ever  in  the  feel* 
iL  Involuntarily  you  are  then  obliged  to  ezdaimt 
t  a  handsome  old  woman  1*?  Where  you  to  sit 
»  her,  and  gaze  at  her  gentle,  honest  eyes,  you 
feel  as  if  you  were  ready  to  open  your  whole  soul, 
ten  to  her  words  with  faith  as  firm  as  they  were 
She  has  lived  through  much  and  experienced 
and  still  she  says,  that  she  should  like  to  live 
n.  Ah !  truly,  we  ought  to  learn  from  her. 
ne  and  demeanour  betray  true  culture  and  re- 
nt, and  great  knowledge  of  mankind.  She  alone 
seated  her  daughters ;  she  still  lives  in  thought 
ed  for  her  children  and  children's  children ;  still 
the  cares  of  her  house  and  family  upon  her 
nra,  though  she  reposes  some  at  present  on 
I  since  the  death  of  her  youngest  daughter  she 
wme  somewhat  melancholy,  to  which  inworda 
res  no  expression,  but  it  is  perceptible  in  her 
It  sighs.  Like  her  husband,  she  is  universally 
ed  and  beloved ;  and  all  agree  in  saying,  that  a 
erfecLunion  than  that  between  this  couple  can- 
conceived. 

fou  wish  to  see  in  one  short  trait  a  miniature 
of  the  whole  t 
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Every  evening  the  old  man  hinnelf  roatts  two  apples ; 
when  they  are  done  he  gives  one  to  hia  Old  Beauty,  aa 
he  calls  his  wife.  Thus,  they  have  shared  every  thing 
with  each  other  for  fifty  years  past. 

The  kind  old  woman  in  a  good-natured  grand- 
motherly tone,  which  did  my  heart  good,  at  once  called 
me  *'  Franciska,"  and  addressed  me  with  the  cordial 
*'  thou."  Ma  chhe  mire  I  like  very  well,  but  I  could 
love  this  excellent  old  woman. 

And  now  to  the  third  person — the  very  life,  the  real 
charm  of  this  &mily. 

SERENA. 

Her  mother  was  called  *'  Benjamina;"  and,  like  the 
Benjamin  in  the  Bible,  was  the  youngest  and  most  be- 
loved child  of  her  parents.  When  scarcely  eighteen 
years  old,  she  formed  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  a 
young  man,  who  possessed  and  merited  all  her  affec- 
tions. It  was  a  union  fair  as  a  spring  day,  but  much 
too  quickly  dissolved.  The  daughter,  who  after  the 
lapse  of  two  years,  was  the  offspring  of  this  union,  re- 
ceived the  name  of  Serena.  With  her  it  terminated  on 
earth.  The  mother  blessed  her  daughter  and  died; 
the  father  followed  her  after  a  few  months.  They  were 
not  to  be  long  separated  firom  each  other.  The  cradle 
of  the  little  orphan  girl  was  conveyed  to  the  house  of 
her  grand -parents.  Serena  was  their  comfort,  and 
soon,  also,  their  greatest  joy ;  and  not  to  them  only,  bat 
likewise  to  all  their  friends  and  acquaintances  did 
Serena  become  endeared.  The  happy  life  of  her  parents 
and  tJieir  premature  death«  had  flung  the  veil  of  mouni- 
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er  the  erplian  child,  filiich  daimi  a  •jrmptthisingf 
rom  erery  benerolent  eye.  Her  childhood  wte 
« ;  a  pain  in  her  hip,  which  for  a  long  time  kept 
.  it  were,  a  prisoner,  and  from  the  fporta  of  child- 
gave  a  paleneei  to  her  cheeka,  and  prematurely 
It  that  smile  of  patient  tadncis  upon  her  lipc, 
9wtn  now  tometimee  rests  with  a  most  mysteHons 

upon  them.  All  this  in  cennexioB  with  her 
t  resignation,  with  the  perfect  amiability  of  her 
character,  gained  for  her  the  Interest  and  the 
of  all  men. 

ng  one  period  it  appeared  as  if  the  languishing 
rould  spread  her  wings  and  follow  her  parents  on 
assage  to  heaven,  but  this  was  not  the  case. 
'  and  faithful  nursing  held  her  back  upon  the 

Like  a  rose  blossoming  in  the  sunshine  upon 

like  a  young  vine-branch  entwining  its  soft 
ound  firm  old  stems;  thus  grew  up  Serena, 
1  by  loving  looks,  tenderly  cherished  and  guided 
e  who  had  been  the  support  of  her  parents.  She 
itored  to  health,  she  smiled,  played — ^her  soul 
>ed  itself,  and  by  degrees  she  ripened  into  a 
harmonious  being. 

learned  every  thing  with  difficulty,  but  retained 
le  learned  in  a  most  faithful  memory.  Ever  a 
imid  in  commencing  any  work,  she  never  de- 
h>m  it  until  it  was  completed  and  executed  welL 
itructors  were  at  first  impatient,  but  always  be« 
atisfied  at  last.    Serena  was  not  richly  endowed, 

finished  her  work  so  well,  and  then, — she  waa  so 

it,  so  sincere,  so  loving  t 

I  she  grew  up,  unfolded  her  powcM,  and  became 
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I  the  Flower  of  the  Dale.    The  earnestiiew  of  her  soul, 

i,  the  clearness  of  her  understanding,  rendered  her  gay, 

gay  in  angelic  happiness,  pure,  animating  to  all,  im- 
parting happiness ! 

<*  Look  at  Serena,''  said  every  mother  in  the  ▼icinity 
to  their  daughters,  and  the  daughters  looked  andstroTS 
to  imitate  what  they  were  constrained  to  love. 
",  But  the  prose  in  this  sketch !  the  touch  of  earth  in 

this  angelic  picture  I  ah !  this  too  must  be  told.  Serena 
is  lame.  This  word  alarms  me.  I  am  ready  to  ezdaim 
**  No  !'^'  to  what  I  have  said :  if  you  think  yon  see  in 
Serena  a  limping  awkward  figure,  I  call  out  with  all 
my  might,  "  No,  no,  no !  it  is  not  sa"  Behold  a 
graceful,  perfectly  formed  shape,  whose  slight  inclina- 
tion forward  in  walking,  by  no  means  disfigures  her. 
It  is  a  gentle,  wave-like  motion,  which  resembles  the 
pleasing  exception  from  a  rule  more  than  a  real  defect 
Is  it  the  remembrance  of  her  sufferings  or  the  tone  d 
her  character,  which  so  entirely  hides  this  natnra] 
defect  7  Enough,  it  inspires  no  other  feeling  in  those 
who  behold  her,  than  an  involuntary  wish  to  be  per- 
mitted to  support  her. 

Serena's  appearance  in  other  respects  ypu  may  lean 
from  my  former  sketch.  That  innocence  upon  he 
forehead,  that  bright  child-like  gaze  with  those  star 
in  the  azure  sky  enraptured  me  as  at  first,  and  I  finuM 
her  almost  still  more  beautiful  in  her  simple  eveiy-da; 
attire,  than  in  her  festive  robes. 

I  dare  not  forget  "  Goldhead,"  who  often  fluttere 
twittering  around  his  fair  mistress.  On  my  inquir 
how  the  little  creature  had  become  so  tame,  Madai 
Dahl  replied ;  "  During  that  severe  winter  two  yeai 
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igo,  Serena  one  day  found  that  little  bird  lying  on  the 
.  floor.  She  took  it  up,  and  nuned  it,  and  fed  it  The 
iparrow  reriTed  and  attached  itielf  to  Serena,  as  if  it 
knew  how  to  be  grateful.  But  it  is  true  also  that 
Serena  is  tender  and  kind  to  it,  as  to  every  thing, 
which  she  takes  under  her  protection.  Goldhead  flies 
at  his  pleasure  into  his  cage  to  eat,  but  is  otherwise 
fastened  up  only  at  nijrht 

And  now  for  myself,  for  I  must  not  forget  myself, 
Madam  Dahl  requested  me  to  sing.  (It  is  after  all  a 
pleasant  thing  to  possess  a  little  talent)  I  obeyed, 
was  successfid,  and  received  the  most  lively  thanks. 
The  old  Dahl  cried  with  cheerful  voice :  now  Serena 
must  sing  a  little  too  I 

"Oh,  Grandfather!"  said  she  blushing; — "bow 
would  it  sound  after  what  we  have  just  heard  7 " 

"  Dear  child  I " — answered  the  venerable  old  man 
smiling, — **  do  not  let  Madam  W — ,  believe  you  to  be 
▼ain." 

"  No ! "  rejoined  Serena  gnily,  —  "  and  therefore 
she  shall  hear  my  poor  little  voice." 

She  seated  herself  instantly  at  the  instrument  and 
sang  a  pretty,  simple,  little  song,  by  Lindblad.  Her 
voice  was  not  poor,  but  rather  weak,  and  apparently 
unexercised,  but  notwithstanding,  she  sang  with  so 
much  soul  and  expression,  that  I  felt  heartily  delighted. 

"  Yes ! "  said  the  old  man,  who  was  evidently  re- 
joiced in  his  inmost  soul,  "  I  like  that  sort  of  thing 
far  better  than  all  our  Catalini's,  Mnra,  and  Dulca- 
mara, and  whatever  else  their  nanios  may  be,  who  arc 
more  instruments  than  singers.  This  I  comprehend 
at  least  with  my  heart  and  understanding.     If  Serena 
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had  only  had  opportunity  to  learn  them,  then — **  The 
venerable  old  man  made  a  most  expressive  mien. 

"  Are  there  no  singing-masters  in  the  town?  "  I  in* 
quired. 

"None,    except  old  E ,  who  sings  wretchedly 

ill.  Many  of  our  friends  here  wished  to  have  taken 
Serena  to  Stockholm,  to  cultivate  her  talents  there,  hut 
nothing  could  induce  her  to  leave  us.  She  knowi 
very  well,  that  we  feel  lost  without  her.  But  the  rea- 
son why  her  voice  fails  her,  and  she  gets  hoarse,  if 
because  she  reads  so  much  Latin." 

Saying  this,  the  venerable  old  man  held  out  his  hand 
affectionately  to  Serena,  who  embraced  him  with  filial 
tenderness.  Both  laughed — "  If  you  are  not  tired  of 
singing,"  continued  the  old  man — **  come  my  good 
child,  and  read  a  little  Latin  to  me  out  of  the  book. 
You  know  which  I  mean,  from  Victor — I  always  forget 
the  man's  name.    Will  you  my  child  ?  " 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Serena,  and  they 
walked  out  together. 

"  Does  Miss  Lofven  know  Latin  ?  "  I  asked  Madam 
Dahl  somewhat  astonished. 

The  good  old  woman  answered  smiling,  '*  Ah,  that 
is  an  absurdity !  Since  my  old  man's  eyes  have  be- 
come so  weak,  Serena  often  reads  to  him.  His  favourite 
readings  are  travels,  and  novels ;  these  latter  keep  him 
as  he  says,  young  in  spirit." 

Wlien  passages  occur  in  these  works,  which  Serena 
thinks  improper  for  reading  aloud,  she  skips  them,  or 
when  that  is  impracticable,  she  says :  "  Hei'e  comes 
sodse  Latin."  My  husband,  who  sometimes  slcei>s 
whilst  she  is  reading,  let  these  excuses  about  the  Latin 
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|ibi  for  lometime,  alUiongh  he  remarked  it  as  strange 
that  they  should  occur  so  often.  "  That  is  a  singular 
style  of  writing/'  said  he  at  last,  **  which  our  mo<lero 
authors  have  adopted,  it  is  a  cursed  pedantry/'  &&— 
he  was  downright  vexed  about  it.  One  day,  however, 
there  was  so  much  of  Latin  occurring  during  the  lecture, 
that  my  old  man  highly  astonished,  began  to  inquire 
how  the  matter  really  was.  After  the  conclusion  of 
the  lecture,  and  Serena's  withdrawal,  he  took  up  his 
double  glasses  and  commenced  to  study  the  pretended 
Latin  himself;  he  soon  discovered  the  nature  of  it,  and 
the  Latin  afterwards  became  a  standing  joke  between 
him  and  Serena,  whom  he  gradually  penuaded  to  be 
less  particular  about  the  Latin  quotations  with  him. 

We  spoke  for  some  time  yet  about  Serena,  and  the 
good  old  Lndy  listened  with  pleasure  to  what  I  had  to 
say  about  her  favourite.  She  then  sighed  and  said : 
'*  she  certainly  is  at  present  far  less  handsome  tlian  she 
wns ;  for  a  twelvemonth  past,  I  fancied  she  was  in  a 
decline,  and  she  still  coughs  occasionally.  I  am  afraid, 
that  the  retired  life  which  she  leads  here  witli  us,  is 
injurious  to  her.  Doctor  Werner  has  recommended 
her  country  air  and  exercise." 

"  Many  of  our  acquaintances  have  been  so  kind  as  to 
invite  Serena  to  their  country  seats,  but  she  will  not 
leave  us,  and  we  do  not  know  indeed  how  we  could  live 
without  her.  My  old  man  in  particular,  cannot  bear 
to  hear  a  word  about  her  leaving  us,  and  we  have 
therefore  thought  of  hiring  a  small  country  house  near 
the  town,  where  Serena  might  be  with  us,  and  at  the 
same  time  receive  benefit  to  her  health.  In  the  mean 
time  she  shall. take  exercise  on  horseback  as  often  as 
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posrible,  and  mj  old  mm  and  I  irfll  i 

a  carriage.    We  intend  to  commepoe  tUs  |ian  i 

week,  prorided  Serena  can  get  a  good  and  nfe  fil^ 

pony." 

I  took  op  thia  point  and  inquired  eagcrifiifit*** 
not  practicable  fbr  Serena  to  take  a  trip  to  EoaivAd 
and  spend  the  day  now  and  tiien  at  mf  kiMaet  1 
would  take  good  care  of  her,  we  weald  be  oat  laAi 
fresh  air,  we  would  drink  iSreah  milk,  weiMoUiN 
together,  said  I,  and  heaven  knows  what  msia  I«^ 
for  a  flood  of  eloquence  came  over  ma. 

The  dear  old  woJlan  thanked  me,  appeared  \d 
happy,  half  perplexed,  knew  not  whether  it  was  piaA 
cable,  sighed  at  length,  and  said :  "  We  must  see  M 
my  old  man  says,  we  will  speak  to  him." 

'*  I  shall  speak  to  myBj&m,"  thought  I,*«andtf] 
get  him  over,  who  will  be  able  to  withstand  us  t "  1 
was  full  of  spirits  for  the  accomplishment  of  Ai 
project. 

Bjom  came.  At  the  very  hall  door  I  seised  hiM  V' 
awares. — "  My  dear  Bjom,  if  you  hare  any  regard  fa 
me,  you  must  be  on  my  side  and  speak  with  me  aad  fa 
me,  that  Serena  may  come  to  Rosenvik,  and  stop  dNH 
during  the  day.  You  see  she  is  to  ride  out  for  the  ffb 
of  exercise,  according  to  your  own  prescription,  dcaicttl 
now  prescribe  likewise  that  she  is  to  ride  only  to  M 
house ;  say,  that  it  is  indispensably  requisite  to  he 
health.  I  will  attend  to  her,  I  will  sing  with  her-Hig 
so  to  the  old  man — talk  with  them  and  bring  it  ahoat 
I  am  sure  it  is  your  wish  too,  my  dear  little  Bear,  iii< 
not  t " 

"  Bless  us !  what  a  flow  of  eloquence.    Where  isom 
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to  get  lireadit  Well*  I  lee  dewly  you  are  pretty 
well  at  home  here  already,  you  monkey  V* 

**  All  my  own  merit,  and  no  one  else's,  you  Bear  1" 

Bjom  was  welcomed  and  hailed  by  the  family,  as  a 
▼ery  dear  and  esteemed  friend.  He  always  looks  on 
such  occasions  something  like  a  Bashaw,  and  receives 
all  such  civilities  and  kindness  as  a  tribute  due  to  him 
-—and  I  suppose  it  is  all  quite  correct. 

Having  devoted  myself  to-day  to  prosaic  observa- 
tions, I  directed  my  attention  at  dinner  very  minutely 
to  the  domestic  management  and  arrangements,  by  the 
neglect  of  which,  all  the  poesy  of  Hfehere  in  the  north»  at 
least,  evaporates  like  bubbles  in  a  glass  of  champagne. 
But  I  only  discovered  here,  that  I  should  be  able  to 
learn  much  from  Serena  in  the  cooking  department 
itself,  as  well  as  in  the  serving,  &c.  &c. 

For  several  years  she  has  superintended  the  manage- 
ment of  her  grandmother's  house,  and  appears  to  per- 
form her  part  excellently.  The  charming  girl  was  an 
attentive  and  graceful  hostess  to  all  at  table,  whilst 
sitting  near  her  half- blind  grandfather,  she  paid  perpe- 
tual attention  to  his  wants  with  the  kindest  solici- 
tude. 

After  dinner,  I  soon  adverted  to  my  project  with 
Serena.  Bjom  entered  into  the  theme  with  much 
force  and  reason,  and  we  succeeded  happily.  The  old 
Dahls  hesitated  at  first  about  it,  but  when  I  spoke  of 
our  desire  to  practice  in  singing  together,  he  gladly 
consented,  shook  me  by  the  hand,  and  said, "  that  will 
be  most  desirable."  When  Serena  had  the  hearty 
consent  of  her  grand-parents,  she  also  expressed  her 
joy  At  the  plan,  embraced  me,  and  said,  a  tear  starting 
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in  her  eye,  that  I  was  too  kind  to  take  sack  interest  in 
her  and  her  music. 

I  was  delighted  beyond  measure,  and  feeling  light- 
hearted,  every  thing  else  appeared  charming.  The 
afternoon  passed  over  in  agreeable  conversation.  Mr. 
Dahl  talked  with  animation  of  Mr.  de  Romilly's 
bounty  and  of  all  the  advantages  which  a  school-estab- 
lishment of  this  kind  and  of  such  an  extent,  as  could 
how  be  accomplished,  would  yield  to  this  part  of  iSbe 
country.  The  old«  but  yet  energretic  man,  was  already, 
as  its  director,  in  fiill  activity  for  it  Though  already 
in  his  seventieth  year,  he  is  as  warmly  interested  in 
projects  for  the  welfare  of  mankind  as  any  enthusiast 
of  twenty  years.  To  behold  such  a  sight  inspires  a 
wish  for  long  life. 

Serena's  conversation  is  very  agreeable.  One  cannot 
exactly  say  that  her  expressions  contain  any  thing  very 
striking ;  but  there  is  a  sort  of  soul-euphony  in  them, 
which  I  should  like  to  call  feminine.  I  wish  she  were 
a  sister  of  mine.  Ah !  that  I  could  have  her  for  my 
friend.  This  wish  is  most  vivid  in  my  imagination. 
She  is  certainly  very  young  yet,  compared  to  me,  and 
takes  probably  a  very  different  view  of  life  from  what 
I  do ;  but  she  attracts  me  with  irresistable  force  into 
her  gentle  angel-world. 

On  our  return  home,  Bjom  and  I  scarcely  spoke  of 
any  thing  else  than  of  her.  Bjom  was  more  commu- 
nicative on  this  subject  than  he  is  wont  to  be. — **  She 
is  a  most  estimable  young  woman,"  said  he,  among 
other  things.  "  It  would  touch  the  heart  of  every  one 
to  see  her  sacrificing  herself  in  mind  and  body  for  her 
^and-parents,  and  so  forgettin  herself  in  anxious  lov« 
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ibrthem.  Ai  their  fiunily  pbyiician»  I  ha?e  hadcx* 
celJent  opportunitjr  to  observe  this.  Four  very  good 
ofl^  of  maniiige,  I  know,  the  has  rejected,  and  more 
■re  talked  of,  all  under  the  pretext  that  she  could  not 
lore  her  suitor.  But  the  principal  reason  is  most 
assuredly,  her  unwillingness  to  leave  the  old  people. 
They  show  it  too  plainly,  that  they  cannot  part  with 
her.  'Two  years  ago,  a  young,  very  amiable.  English- 
man, who  was  deeply  in  love  with  her,  sued  for  her 
ImumL  He  received  a  refusal,  like  all  the  others^ 
although  Serena,  as  is  supposed,  was  not  altogether 
nnfiivourably  inclined  towards  him.  He  made  no 
secrecy  of  his  desperation,  threw  himself  into  the 
vortex  of  dissipation,  in  which  he  miserably  ended  his 
life  the  following  year.  This  was  ascribed  to  the 
desperate  state  of  his  circumstances,  but  certainly  his 
iisappointment  in  love  was  the  chief  cause  of  his 
lamentable  end.  Be  this,  however,  as  it  may,  this 
much  is  certain,  that  this  event  has  made  a  deep  im« 
pression  on  Serena,  and  that  her  character  since  that 
period  is  less  cheerful ;  her  cheeks  have  become  more 
pale  ;  but  her  peace  and  amiability  are  still  the 
uune." 

"  May  she  find  roses  and  joy  at  Rosenvik  1"  I  ex* 
claimed. 

July  6th. 

I  have  seen  him,  I  have  seen  him,  the  man  of  the 
vood,  the  spy,  Don  Miguel ;  the  kindness,  the  benovo* 
ence,  the  secret — in  a  word,  the  neighbour  of  Ilamm, 
Mr.  de  Romilly !  I  have  seen  him,  and  were  I  to  live 
or  fifty  years,  and  never  see  him  again,  still  I  should 
lever  forget  him.    Is  he  then  so  handsome  ?    I  don't 
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know.  Or  so  ugly  t  I  don't  know.  It  he  to  igie^ 
able?  I  don't  know.  Or  to  disagreeable  t  I  doa't 
know.  What  is  he  like?  I  don't  know.  Is  het 
novel  hero  t  I  don't  know.  What  b  he  t  I  dont 
know.  Such  were  Miss  Hellevi  Hauagiebd's  iotcnro- 
gations  to  me  to-day,  and  such  my  responses.  Listen 
now,  dear  Maria. 

Yesterday,   I  was  agreeably  surprised  by  a  mt 
from  our  brothers  and  sisters-in-law.    I  had  aheady 
let  them  satisfy  their  curiosity  on  all  points ;  we  begaa 
to  be  cheerful,  and  at  home,  and  I  projected  a  plan  fir 
our  supper  at  Svano,  when  suddenly  the  door  opesed, 
and  was  immediately  darkened  by  a  tall,  strong,  and 
dark  figure.    At  the  first  sight  of  him,  I  recognised 
the  man  of  the  wood,  and  felt  quite  oppressed — I  can- 
not conceive  why  ? — and  within  me  there  was  a  voios 
crying :  **  Samuel,  Samuel !"     Bjom  went  up  to  the 
new  comer,  with  his  usual  frankness  and  cordiality,  and 
bade  him  welcome.   The  stranger  announced  his  nsne 
in  a  tone  of  voice  which  sounded  harsh  to  my  cars. 
Bjom  introduced  him  to  me,  and  we  all  sat  down.    A 
less  inquisitive  man  cannot  be  found  in  the  world 
than  Bjom,  and  strangers  may  for  ever  remain  a  searf 
to  him.      Not  so  Jean  Jacques ;  he  immediately  ir 
terrogates  people,  although  in  a  social  way,  which 
not  ofiensive  to  any  one,  who  is  not  very  particul 
Before  many  minutes  had  elapsed,  he  had  asked  7 
de  Romilly  how  long  he  had  been  in  Sweden,  how  1 
he  intended  to  stay,  how  he  liked  it,  &c     I  must  < 
fess,  that  the  stranger  did  not  encourage  his  inq 
tiveness,  and  I  have  never  heard  any  one  give 
brief,  indefinite  dry  answers.   Notwithstanding 
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M  it  were  infected  by  Jean  Jacques,  and  ai  I,  like  the 
reft,  understood  French,  I  asked  whether  the  Swedish 
language  did  not^  seem  harsh  to  his  ears  ?  and,  to  my 
great  astonishment,  he  replied  with  a  foreign  accent, 
although  with  an  altered,  and  melodious  voice :  **  On 
the  contrary,  it  sounds  very  harmonious  to  mc,  especi- 
ally when  spoken  by  ladies." 

<*  You  speak  Swedish  V*  said  I,  surprised. 

**  Several  years  ago,"  he  replied,  in  the  same  soft 
tone,  "  I  spent  one  winter  in  Sweden,  and  then  learned 
your  pretty  language." 

.  The  conversation  was  afterwards  carried  on  in 
Swedish,  but  Mr.  de  Romilly  took  but  little  part  in  it, 
although  Jean  Jacques  did  his  utmost  to  draw  him  out 
since  he  touched  on  subjects  which  must  have  been 
familiar  to  the  stranger ;  he  spoke  to  him  especially 
about  Portugal,  its  commerce,  and  colonies.  The  con- 
versation then  turned  to  the  various  races  of  mankind ; 
asubject  on  which  Jean  Jaques  displayed  with  much  in- 
teresting information,  but  I  thought  him  unjust  towards 
what  he  called  the  Ethiopian  race,  which  he  reduced  to 
the  level  of  the  brute  creation,  whilst  he  declared  the 
Negro  to  be  quite  incapable  of  a  higher  cultivation. 
Peter  contested  this  assertion  in  part  The  slave-trade 
became  the  topic  of  discourse.  To  my  astonishment, 
Jean  Jacques  spoke  in  favour  of  it,  and  maintained, 
that  only  as  a  slave  to  the  civilized  Europeons,  could 
the  Negro  become  of  any  value,  or  ci\|oy  any  continued 
happiness.  Peter  opposed  this  opinion  throughout 
and  indeed  with  profound  reasoning.  Jean  Jacques 
quoted  Tarleton  and  Gascoignc  in  support  of  his  as- 
sertion;   Peter  answered    them    triumphantly    with 
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Wilberforce  and  Canning.  During  the  whole  of  this 
debate  the  stranger  uttered  not  a  word,  but  foUowed 
the  conversation  with  the  greatest  interest.  Sometimes 
a  kind  of  sneering,  and  bitter  smile,  moved  on  his  lips } 
sometimes  his  dark  eye  lightened  with  a  peculiar  fire. 
I-  could  not  turn  away  my  eyes  from  him,  but  his 
thoughts  I  could  not  fathom.  I  fancied  as  if  he  listened 
to  Jean  Jacques  with  approbation,  especially  to  a  lohg 
and  warm  speech,  in  which  he  endeavoured  to  show 
the  low  and  degraded  state  of  the  negros,  especially  in 
an  intellectual  point  of  view ;  proving  that  nature  her- 
self placed  them  within  an  insurmountable  barrier. 
"  Do  with  the  negro  whatever  you  please,"  concluded 
Jean  Jacques ;  "grive  him  education,  and  enlightenment^ 
still  his  intellect  will  always  be  the  slave  to  the  intel- 
lect of  the  white  man ;  develope  all  his  faculties, — ^he 
will  still  remain  a  machine  in  the  hands  of  the  Euro- 
pean. He  is,  by  nature,  designed  to  be  the  servant  of 
the  latter." 

I  could  see  by  Bjom's  grimaces,  that  he  was  not  very 
much  pleased  with  this  speech,  and  at  the  conclusion 
of  it  he  said,  with  emphasis  :  <*  I  do  not  know  whether 
the  negro  is  capable  of  developing  high  intellectual 
power ;  nor  do  I  know,  whether  such  development  is 
the  most  important  object  of  human  civilization ;  but 
I  do  know  that  he  is  a  man,  and  as  such,  my  brother." 

"  Brother  I"  cried  Romilly,  with  a  tone  which  made 
me  start,  so  singular,  awful,  and  almost  threatening 
was  the  sound  of  it. 

"  Yes,  brother,"  cried  Bjorn,  growing  warmer,  '*  and 
he  who  traffics  with  his  liberty  and  life  is  a  monster« 
and  worse  than  a  murderer." 
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''A  murdflrart"  repeated  the  itranger,  with  a  con* 
YulaiTe  movement  in  hie  eye-browt,  and  in  a  voice  so 
gloomy,  that  the  looka  of  all  were  involuntarilj  directed 
to  him.  The  expression  of  his  foce  changed  again, 
and  he  said,  calmly,  but  seriously,  to  BjBm :  **  Montieur, 
j§  petui  tntUremtnt  commt  veu«:"-«After  this,  he  was 
silent,  looked  quietly  down  before  him,  and  did  not 
seem  to  pay  any  Avthet  attention  to  the  conversation, 
wbioli  Jean  Jacques  transferred,  with  his  usual  facility^ 
to  dhflr  raljeets. 

After  a  time  I  renewed  my  proposals  respecting 
Svand,  and  moved,  that  the  company  should  repair  thi- 
ther immediately,  whilst  I  would  follow  a  little  while 
after,  with  a  cold  collation,  which  I  wished  to  prepare 
in  the  interim.  Mr.  de  Romilly,  I  should  conclude, 
had  no  great  taste  for  such  pastoral  repasts.  He  beg- 
ged us  to  excuse  him,  and  took  leave.  As  we  were 
moving  to  go  to  Svano,  we  saw  him  mounting  liis  fine 
black  horse,  and,  saluting  politely,  he  vanished  between 
the  green  trees.  I  felt  easier  when  he  was  gone,  not* 
withstanding  I  involuntarily  gazed  after  him,  with  the 
wish  to  obtain  another  glimpse  of  this  gloomy  but  stri- 
king form.  We  rode  to  Svand,  and  spent  an  agreeable 
evening  there.  The  green  grass  equalizes  all  claims 
and  every  pretension  to  precedence.  Jane  Maria  and 
Ebba  to<^  milk  out  of  the  same  glass.  But  I  can  talk 
of  nothing  now  but  of  the  stranger,  I  could  think  of  no- 
thing else  the  whole  of  the  evening,  (Jane  Maria  lec- 
tured me  on  account  of  my  absence  of  mind,)  I  cannot 
get  this  picture  out  of  my  mind.  I  have  now  seen  the 
much  talked  of  neighbour  en  facet  (uid  yet  I  do  not 
know  what  to  say  about  him.     At  first  one  felt  an  im- 
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pregsion  of  the  union  of  great  limpUcity  with  greit 
power ;  but  this  power  is  felt  to  be  opprewive.  He  rfr> 
minds  one  of  a  beautiful  thunder-cloud.  He  it  very 
tall,  of  a  rtiong  physical  structure,  rather  stout  than 
thin.  His  face  is  energetic  and  maiUy ;  his  oompleiioo 
very  dark.  Several  scars,  as  from  sabre-cuts,  are  by  no 
means  disfiguring.  On  the  mouth  a  pleasing  expict- 
sion  is  sometimes  seen,  but  his  habit  of  contracting  bis 
great  black  eyebrows,  till  they  meet  in  an  almost  per- 
pendicular line  above  his  nose,  spoils  his  whole  coun- 
tenance, and  gives  it  an  unnatural  look,  almost  amount* 
ing  to  ugliness.  When  his  brows  separate  again,  the 
face  so  brightens  up,  that  one  is  obliged  to  pronounce 
it  "  handsome."  Under  the  brows  are  a  pair  of  eyes, 
which  I  cannot  well  understand;  they  seem  to  vary 
from  black  to  flame  color.  At  one  time  they  do  not 
look  up  for  a  whole  minute,  although  the  mouth  may 
be  speaking ;  at  uiother  they  are  fixed  with  such  s 
piercing  and  penetrating  look,  that  one  is  involuntarily 
obliged  to  cast  down  one's  own ;  then  again  they  flare 
up  like  blazing  flames  in  a  dark  night ;  thus  they  look- 
ed when  he  exclaimed  the  words:  *'  Brother  and  mur- 
derer I "  This  singular  and  sudden  change  is  to  be 
found  also  in  his  voice,  and  I  cannot  help  inquiring,  il 
it  may  not  extend  much  deeper.  There  is  a  mark  about 
him  which  seems  to  me  to  indicate  some  fatality,  for  I 
have  seen  the  same  peculiarity  in  several  men  of  strong 
passions,  it  is  a  vein  in  his  temple,  which  is  in  form 
exactly  like  a  thunderbolt,  especially  when  it  swells  up 
suddenly.  In  other  respects,  I  was  pleased  with  his 
character :  it  is  quite  natural,  without  a  trace  of  affects* 
tion  or  assumption  of  any  kind ;  at  the  same  time  then 
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18  nothing  frank,  nothing  to  inttpirc  confidoncc  about 
him ;  he  appears  to  me  to  resemble  a  gigantic  power, 
but  whether  good  or  bad,  whether  destructive  or  bene- 
ficent, I  cannot  say.  But  whenever  these  wonderful 
eyes  should  be  fixed  in  love  on  any  one,  when  this 
Toice  should  speak  loving  words,  they  would  then  be 
dangerous  indeed.  I  have  never  seen  any  one  who 
was  so  much  a  living  mystery.  My  desire,  mixed  with 
fear  to  fathom  it,  is  extreme. 

But,  I  thank  Heaven  that  my  Bjom  is  no  dark  mys- 
tery, that  his  soul  is  as  bright  and  open  as  noon-day. 
This  indeed  constitutes  the  happiness  of  married  life, 
and  fills  home  with  peace. 

July  6t 

To-morrow  comes  Baron  Stellan,  I  cannot  say  that 
I  am  glad  of  it.  Bjtfm  is  somewhat  busy  in  making 
preparations  for  his  reception.  There  is  scarcely  any- 
thing that  is  good  enough  for  him ;  he  is  to  be  cherishfd 
as  if  he  were  a  little  petted  Countess.  Such  a  spoilt 
fine  little  gentleman  will  be  but  a  difficult  guest  to 
please,  especially  at  rustic  Rosenvik.— "  Yes,  yes, 
Bjom,  he  shall  have  your  morocco  slippers,  and  the 
real  China  washing  ewer?  Yes,  yes,  dearest  1  your 
gold-boy  shall  get  all  this!  "—I  wish  the  Chamberlain 
was  at  Constantinople.  But  Bjbrn  is  so  full  of  glee. 
He  is  so  friendly,  therefore  I  will  now  likewise  appear 
philanthropic. 

July  10th. 

Baron  Stellan  is  here.  Well,  wo  get  on  very  well 
with  him.  He  is  polite,  amiable,  seems  contented  with 
every  thing,  and  it  is  no  difficult  matter  to  live  agree- 
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ably  with  him.  He  walks  widi  BS8ni»  and 
politics  and  phjaic  To  me  he  readia  or  di 
with  me,  whilit  I  lit  and  work.  One  aooii  be 
intimate  with  him,  aaif  one  had  known  him 
yean  past  Coontry-lile  certainly  contribut 
especially  if  whole  days  are  paifd  in  eac 
company.  Bjomhas  requested  me  to  sti^  al 
accoont  of  eonsin  SteUan,  and  to  manage  ev 
so  that  he  should  feel  comfortable  and  satis€ 
house.  Bjom  really  loves  hiafonner  pupil  moa 
Here  you  have  hia  portrait  with  a  few  rouf 
of  the  pen.  I  should  almost  be  inclined  tc 
the  opposite  of  Mr.  de  Homily ;  the  latter  I  < 
to  a  sort  of  grand  and  wild  scene  in  nature,  I 
Stellan  I  should  compare  to  a  fine,  perfectl; 
dered  English  park.  His  finished  educ 
polished  cousin  Stellan,  and  given  him  every  a 
his  handsome  charming  figure  moves  with 
gracefulness.  This  fireedom  in  his  demeanour 
the  gifts  which  nature  has  bestowed.  Hi 
around  which  plays  a  sly,  almost  sarcastic  f 
hibits,  when  open,  the  most  beautiful  set 
which  look  whiter  stiU  in  contrast  with  the  bl 
tache.  His  eyes  are  not  large,  but  have  a 
pression,  and  his  hair  curls  gracefully  over 
forehead.  His  dress  is  extremely  precise, 
plays  much  taste.  What  more  shall  I  say  1 
Stellan,  posssesses  many  talents,  he  draws,  sin. 
ly,  is  very  agreeable  in  conversation,  and  b 
this,  is  (in  the  country  at  least,)  unassuming 
ner  i^nd  conduct,  for  which  he  is  highly  to 
mended,  especially  when  one  considers  hit 
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I  prospects  in  life.    His  toilet  occupies  him  a 
30  much,  but  there  is  no  harm  in  that ;  it  is  a 
'  of  course  when  men  are  young,  rich,  and  hand- 
July  ISth. 
)  is,  however,  a  sing^ar  being,  this  worthy  cousin, 
£  cannot  yet  understand  exactly  what  to  make  of 
In  the  first  place,  I  see  that  he  is  no  sincere 
ittian.    Yesterday  evening  he  talked  a  good  deal 
he  Mahomedan  religion,  and  commended  the  Koran 
the  wisest  of  books.    He  confessed  quite  openly 
It  he  should  like  dearly  to  have  been  bom  a  Turk  or 
irsian,  and  spend  his  days  in  oriental  luxuries,  have  a 
irem,  &c.     I  was  quite  vexed  at  this  remark,  opposed 
le  Koran,  (without  even  knowing  much    about  its 
;ontents),  and  gave  him  very  clearly  to  understand  my 
K»ntempt  for  all  such  Turkish  ideas.    Cousin  Stellan 
irsi  not  in  the  least  moved  by  this,  but  plainly  expressed 
bis  views  respecting  the  highest  happiness  of  man. 
This  was  not  all  together  very  edifying  to  listen  to.     I 
wu  a  little  angryi  and  was  vexed  besides,  at  my  own 
warmth  and  Stellan's   coolness,   and  particularly  at 
Bjorn,  who  never  spoke  a  word,  but  made  the  most 
horrible  faces  whilst  carving  a  chess-queen.    The  con** 
venation  was  interrupted  by  the  supper,  and  not  re- 
turned after  it.     Before  Bjorn  went  to  bed,  I  made  him 
Rive  me  a  full  account  respecting  the  morals  of  this 
Oold-boy.     I  must  say,  that  I  am  not  altogether  satis- 
fied with  Bjorn's  morals,   at  least,  on  this  occasion, 
lie  defended  Stellan  too  mucli,  and  declared  that  in 
M*>tt-  of  his  Turkish  ideas,  he  was  a  man  worthy  of  the 
l"}?hi'8t  respect,  and  would  never  be  guilty  of  a  bud 
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"  His  only  fault,"  said  Bjorn,  <*  is  a  li 
with  regard  to  ladies,  bnt  this  is  such 
ing  with  young  people,  that  we  ough 
severe  with  him  about  it." 

"Very  weU,  Bjom,"  said  I,  "I  shj 
up,  and  should  he  during  your  absence 
indiscretion"  to  gain  my  heart,  I  shal 
this  is  only  a  usual  thing  with  young  p 
not  be  very  severe  with  him." 

Bjom  looked  so  astonished  and  coi 
that  I  was  obliged  to  laugh,  throw  my 
and  undeceive  him.  Bjom  at  last  q 
me,  that  it  would^e  very  desirable  for 
sounder  principles,  to  become  steady 
good  match.  His  mother,  and  all  his 
anxious  that  he  should  marry,  but  coi; 
not  manifest  the  least  inclination  for  it 
me  very  much  to  talk  to  his  cousin  aboi 
of  matrimony.  I  shall  certainly  not  n 
I  mean  to,  teach  him  a  little  of  the  cat 
is  no  Sultan,  and  certainly  shall  learn  1 

July 

Dear  Maria,  I  certainly  have  many  < 
a  good  priest.  Faith,  earnestness,  zea] 
those  of  convincing  my  auditors.  I 
hear  now,  my  dear  Maria,  the  sermon  wl 
and  the  effect  which  it  produced? 
usual,  attending  his  patients  in  the  tov 
ing.  I  was  sitting  at  the  window  sev 
was  light.  I  sang  to  my  work  in  rival 
birds  in  the  elder  bushes.  Stellan  th< 
his  scat  at  my  side,  and  began  to  pi 
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protty  monthly  roROS  to  ]»i('c<'s,  wliicli  were  st:inelinir  in 
a  frlass  upon  the  tahlc.  1  wished  to  improve  the  <i])por- 
tuiiity,  ami  IV'lt  myself  moved  in  R])irit  to  d«'liver  u 
sermon.  As  an  introduction  to  the  dii«c«)nrse,  I  he;rMn, 
probably  not  very  wisely,  with  re^iroachin^  him  for  his 
destruction  of  flowerii,  which,  if  left  in  their  beauty, 
would  have  afforded  far  more  pleasure.  He  re])lied, 
whilst  continuing?  hiH  work  of  destruction:  "'lliey 
would  at  any  rate  soon  die.  It  ih  this  very  perishable- 
ncsa,  trnnscicnt  lovdiness,  which  pleases  nie.  I  know 
no  flowers  ho  unattainable  us  everlastings."  You  see  to 
what  point  this  openin^ip  obviously  led,  and  I  drew 
quickly  towards  it,  leadinnr  the  discourse  to  the  chapter 
of  matrimony.  I  attaekod  Stejlan's  favourite  ideas, 
nnd  upheld  the  lastinir,  pure  joys  of  life,  in  o])]io:4itiim 
to  the  transeient  pleasures  of  a  llutterin;^'  hnlterlly- 
existcnce.  I  pictured  in  frhiwincr  colours  from  my 
heart  the  fair  invading  bliss  sj)riiij^inp:  from  a  ha])j)y 
inarriafje. 

Cousin  Stellan's  replies  were  at  first  only  i-vasjve ; 
8ocn  he  adiled  a  little  jest,  and  then  conipliinciits;  as 
for  rxam])le :  "  If  all  ladies  were  like  Franciska,  I 
should  soon  become  a  convert  to  matrimony!  If  all 
marriatfes  were  like  this,  i\'c." 

I  pretended  not  to  hear  it,  anil  in  njy  zeal  for  ])er- 
xuadin^r  him  to  marry,  I  ])ro])()sed  one  pretty  ainiablc^ 
pirl  after  another  ;  hut  Stellan  had  sonieiliin'.r  to  ol»j»M-t 
to  all  of  thojn  ;  the  one  had  too  larj^e  hands,  tin*  other 
bad  teeth,  the  third  dresy(>d  badly,  the  fourtii  had  a 
thick  com])Iexion,  the  lifth  had  a  siiriii  voire,  \-c. 

At  leni,Mh  I  became  vexed  at   all  thesi»  dilhcuilii's, 
and  :;sUed  hiin  if  In;  thou;; lit  himself  to  \w  so  sujierla- 
N      V()j..   ;. 
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tivelj  perfect  **  No,  br  from  it! "  replied  Iw,  in Ui 
little  pleasant  quavering  accent;  Honraver,  I  eodd 
perceive  that  he  was  self-satisfied,  tnd»  as  I  could  not 
dispute  that  he  was  more  dian  commonly  handsone 
and  pleasing,  I  turned  my  discourse  to  the  inner  man, 
reproached  him  with  judging  superficially,  said  that 
external  advantages  were  but  dust,  and  extolled  the 
beauty  of  the  soul,  especially  in  two  young  ladies,  whose 
hands  and  teeth  he  had  found  &ult  with.  I  connected 
with  the  above  remarks  the  prettiest  encomiunu  oC 
domestic  life,  which  I  praised  and  lauded  as  warmly  as 
the  late  Miss  Ronnquist  *  I  was  becoming  quite  affected 
at  the  beauty  ot  my  own  descriptions,  when  SteBsa 
cooled  me  by  a  pretended  yawn,  while,  in  an  under 
tone,  he  hummed  the  song  "  Old  Noah.*  I  now  be- 
came almost  angry,  and  told  him  that  he  was  a 
heathen,  an  Orang-outang  ;  that  he  was  not  worthy  to 
possess  the  hand  of  a  noble-minded  girl,  that  he  die 
not  deserve  to  enjoy  the  highest  and  purest  happinee 
of  earth. 

Suddenly  he   grew  quite  serious,  and  said : "  '. 
then  such  happiness  as  that  you  describe,  Francis^ 
really  to  be  found  ?    Or  is  it,  like  the  Phoenix,  onl; 
pretty  fiction  on  earth  ?     You,  who  seem  to  be  so  sr 
80  at  home  in  the  matter,  mention  to  me,  among 
families  you  know,  one  pair  really  happy,  really  uni 
really  blessing  the  bonds  which  enchain  them,  not ' 
for  a  moment,  but  in  all  changes,  all  periods  of 

•  See  "  The  President's  Daughters."  (Clarke  ft  Co.,  Lon 

f  "  Old  Noah,"  or  "  Gaffer  Noah,"  is  a  popular  song  I 
dcii,  composed  by  Bellman. 
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HenCion  me  one  such  family,  Franciska  I "  Strllaii 
looked  at  me  steadfaatly  and  seriously,  and  I  began 
to  reflect  la  it  not  the  most  provoking  thing  in  the 
worldf  that  the  very  words,  the  things,  which  we 
are  seeking,  escape  us,  and  retreat  further  the  more 
we  seek  7  Such  was  my  case  when  seeking  f(ir  a  pat- 
tern couple.  I  believed  1  knew  a  number  of  such,  and 
now  I  could  not  find  a  single  one.  I  sought  and 
sought,  ran  from  one  houHe  of  uiy  acquaintance  to 
Another ;  I  became  excited  and  worm,  for  I  could  no- 
where find  the  object  of  my  search.  With  nuschicvous 
pleasure  Stellan  sat  looking  expectantly  at  mc.  To 
rescue  myself  and  domestic  happiness,  1  now  pre- 
tended to  remonstrate  against  StcUan's  imniuderutc 
demands,  and  begun  as  follows.  "  Perfect  happiness 
is  no  where  to  be  found  on  earth "  Stellan  inter- 
rupted me,  and  said : 

*'  You  are  right,  Franciska ;  and  least  of  all  do  we  find 
it  in  domestic  life.  Man,  that  butterfly  of  a  day,  can 
find  a  certain  degree  of  enjoyment  on  earth,  providing 
he  lives  upon  it,  like  a  butterfly  flits  over  the  fairest 
boughs,  extracting  the  juice  fVom  the  sweetest  flowers, 
tnd  settles  no  where ;  so  soon  as  it  settles  on  the  earth 
is  it  a  prey  to  worms  and  maggots.  All  that  is 
troublesome  and  insipid  in  life,  its  dull  tedious  prose 
overtakes  us  where  we  settle.  Vsyche's  wings  drop, 
the  butterfly  turns  into  a  caterpillar.  Believe  me, 
Franciska,  I  have  seen  more  of  domeHtic  life  than  you, 
and  far  too  much  for  me  to  be  able  to  ])raiHe  it  my- 
self, to  wish  to  play  the  part  of  a  pi^re  de  famille. 
Domestic  love  is  an  instrument  which  sooner  or  later 
necessarily  gets  out  of  tunc  ;  this  belongs  to  the  nature 
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of  the  chords,  and  their  relation  to  one  another.  I  will 
prove  this  to  you  in  particular  families  which  I  know. 
I  might  commence  with  my  own ;  for  I  also  have  had 
parents,  and  brothers  and  sisters ;  I  also  have  been  a 
witness  of  many  a  matrimonial  contention,  have  myself 
quarrelled  and  chidden  with  my  own  flesh  and  blood ; 
hut  that  is  now  past,  for  we  are  now  separated,  and 
thereby  we  are  become  good  friends.  There  are 
the  A.'s,  everything  went  on,  I  believe,  very  smooth 
with  them  until  their  children  sprung  up ;  the  latter 
had  received  a  careless  education;  they  turned  out 
badly,  their  parents  sit  sorrowing  in  poverty,  reduced 
to  it  by  them. 

"  The  B.'s,  adopted  another  course,  they  were  severe 
and  despotic.  There  they  sit  forsaken.  Their  chil- 
dren are  gone  from  their  parental  home,  and  shun  it 
more  than  a  prison. 

"  The  C.'s  made  it  their  most  important  care  to  edu- 
cate their  children  well.  They  let  them  ieam  every 
thing ;  had  masters  for  them  in  every  branch,  spared 
no  expense,  and  were  for  a  time  delighted  and  \vcouA 
at  the  progress  they  made.  The  children  became  ac- 
complished and  talented,  and  despised  their  parents, 
who,  in  comparison  with  them,  were  uneducated.  In 
silent  grief  the  old  people  walk  like  shadows  by  the 
side  of  their  showy  children. 

With  the  D.'s,  things  look  better.  They  have  no 
children,  and  are  rich ;  they  give  brilliant  entertain- 
ments, as  they  have  done  for  thirty  years.  But  if  you 
were  to  contemplate  them  more  closely,  if  you  knew 
— the  emptyness,  the  frigidity  of  their  life  shew  the 
dishes  on  their  table  are  the  only  points  to  them  of 
Interest  or  natural  aitracuou. 
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the  E.'t,  every  thing  appeared  for  a  time  very 
rhcy  were  lively,  firiendly,  and  hoepitable.  Their 
Mm  Vere  called  the  three  graces ;  there  were 
and  courtiers.  Time  passed  on.  The  graces 
Id  in  their  paternal  home,  they  faded  away  to- 
The  world  forgot  them.  They  remained 
er  single,  and  spend  their  wretched  lives  in  self- 
oing  and  vexation.  In  the  evening  they  sit  at  a 
table,  light  candles,  and  expect  visitors — but 
!ome. 

'  the  F.'s  I  shall  say  nothing.  The  husband  has 
1,  the  wife  another  ;  there  is  a  perpetual  storm, 
tiildren  are  accustomed  to  say :  '  When  there  is 
rm  from  the  north,  there  is  a  storm  from  the 

'     But  there  is  always,  at  least,  a  cold  north 

is  no  matter,  so  long  as  one  knows  how  to  make 
tters  again !  "  said  dear  Mrs.  G.,  when  she  had 
ip  a  gap,  which  her  violent  husband  had  shot 
!  wall.  "  This  family  had  continued  to  exist 
:  such  patchings  up,  and  have  worked  themselves 

all  comfort  and  order.  It  still  exists,  and  holds 
er  only  by  mending  and  concealing.    The  family 

state  of  perpetual  asthma,  it  neither  lives  nor 

y  mother  wished  that  I  should  choose  a  wife 
:  the   H.   family.     I   went  there  one  evening. 

thing  looked  very  charming.  The  daughters 
handsomely  and  becomingly  dressed;  all  was 
ae  and  elegance.     I  went  there  again  one  morn- 

A  pair  of — not  clean — stockings  laid  upon  a 
in  the  ante-room.    An  abominable  smell  of  nasty 
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weaver's  glue  met  me.  I  went  into  another  room. 
The  young  ladies  flew  up  from  the  looms :  dometde 
habits  are  excellent  things,  hut  weaving  deranges  tbe 
toilet  excessively,  and  to  the  smell  of  nasty  glue  I  have 
always  had  the  greatest  aversion.  Nasty  glue  and  do- 
mestic happiness  do  not  harmonize  togedier,  according 
to  my  feelings." 

"  But  that  is  childish ! "  cried  I,  **  with  an  csew- 
sive  sensitiveness ;  **  you  are  not  at  all  fit  to  live  in 
this  world." 

"  Well,  I  grant,"  rejoined  he,  « that  this 
somewhat  paltry ;  hut  I  confess  that  I  am  so  i 
tuted ;  the  nasty  glue  of  domestic  duty  frightens  ne 
from  becoming  a  father  of  a  family. 

"  My  friend  J.  has  been  married  four  years,  and  I 
had  not  seen  him  during  this  period.  A  short  time 
ago  I  took  a  journey  to  that  part  of  the  country  where 
he  resides,  and  accepted  his  invitation  to  pay  him  a 
visit  in  his  sylvan  habitation.  In  the  first  room  two 
bare-footed  servant  girls  were  scouring ;  in  the  second 
I  very  nearly  tumbled  down,  or  stumbled  over  a  line^ 
wherewith  a  spinning-wheel  had  been  fastened  to  the 
foot  of  the  stove ;  out  of  the  third  I  heard  children's 
voices  screaming.  I  waited  a  few  minutes  till  their 
cries  had  abated,  but  grew  sick  and  tired  of  it,  and 
hastily  ran,  half  dead,  with  a  leap  over  the  sconring- 
buckets,  out  of  this  poetic  domicile." 

"  But  you  chose  a  very  improper  time  for  your  vint^ 
let  me  tell  you !  "  said  I,  provoked.  «  Are  people  not 
to  have  any  cleaning  in  their  houses  ?  Muat  little 
children  not  cry  sometimes?  Muat  one  not  baft 
patience  with  little  children? " 
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'*  Very  true,  FrancUkm  I  But  I  have  not  this  Hwcrt 
patience,  and  do  not  find  these  family  joys  so  enviable  ; 
and  juat  for  thb  very  reason  am  1  not  a  fit  subject  for  ma- 
trimony. But  I  have  more  weighty  objections  than  these 
■gainat  domestic  life.  There  is  a  sometliing  in  man 
which  for  ever  repels  them  from  each  other.  The  more 
individuals  are  brought  into  close  and  constont  contact 
with  each  other,  the  more  these  stumbling-bloclu  are 
lielt,  the  more  do  these  sharp  spikes  and  edges  wound. 
External  circumstances  increase  the  difficulty;  one 
person  offends  another  so  easily ;  people  are  mutually 
in  each  other's  way ;  and  the  consideration  which  one 
has,  and  ought  to  have,  is  just  so  much  dead  weight 
on  freedom  and  comfort  If  all  are  to  live  for  one- 
another,  no  one  can  properly  be  said  to  live  happily 
for  himselfl  I  do  not  deny  that  great  happiness  may 
be  found  in  matrimony  and  domestic  life,  but  such  in- 
stances  are  rare  exceptions,  they  are  echoes  which  still 

reverberate  from  a  lost  paradise,  and  a  propos  of  this 

What  do  you  say  to  the  apple,  in  the  history  of  Adam 
and  Eve  t  It  is  our  inheritance,  and  most  of  the  fami- 
lies upon  earth  have  to  bite  into  an  apple,  frx)m  which 
proceeds  discord  and  sorrow.  Do  you  wish  to  know, 
Franciska,  where  the  greatest  want,  the  greatest  dis- 
gust, the  greatest  envy,  the  greatest  bitterness,  and  the 
deepest  mutual  hatred  have  their  home  ?  Do  you  wish 
to  know  when  the  most  tearful  eyes,  the  palest  checks, 
the  most  joyless,  spiritless  hearts  are  to  be  found  7  I 
will  show  you  all  this  near  at  hand,  in  the  domestic 
chrcle,  in  a  word— in  family  life  ! " 

I  cannot  say  how  1  felt  during  these  descriptions  of 
Stellan.    I  was  obliged  in  many  parts  to  acknowledge 
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the  truth  of  his  pictures,  and  although  I  found  his 
views  partial,  although  I  was  obliged  to  laugh  at  some 
of  his  touches,  as,  for  example,  the  "  nasty  glue/'  I 
was  nevertheless  deeply  wounded  at  heart.  I  shuddered 
at  the  thought  of  the  mental  destitution,  of  the  pro- 
found misery  which  was  to  be  found  in  married  life.  But 
I  loved  the  idea  of  domestic  happiness,  I  believed  in  it,  it 
had  grown  together  with  all  that  is  best  in  me,  and  now 
h  seemed  to  me  desecrated  hy  Stellan;  I  felt  anger, 
anguish,  and  pain,  and  a  thousand  mingled  feelings 
made  me  burst  into  tears,  whilst  I  almost  screamed: 
**  But  I  am  happy,  Bjbrn  is  happy,  we  are  happy !" 

"  Yes,  at  present,  during  the  honeymoon,  for  two  m 
three  years,  perhaps,"  said  the  cruel  Stellan; ''but let 
years,  let  children,  and  cares  come — say,  for  example* 
you  have  ten  daughters,  what  will  you  do  with  them 
all  ?  No  money,  no  marriage  ;  one  girl  lame,  one 
sickly — " 

"  Ten  daughters  !'*  I  received  a  shook.  I  saw  them 
all  around  me,  grown  up,  tall,  demanding  of  me  U 
give  them  fortunes,  as  I  had  given  them  existence. 

saw  a  crippled,  a  diseased 1  sank   together  undc 

this  burden  which  overwhelmed  me,  and  whilst  Iwef 
without  being  able  to  give  utterance  to  a  word,  Stell 
rose,  threw    away  my  roses   and    walked   out, — tl 
abominable  man  !     I  almost  wished  never  to  see  1 
again. 

"  Ten  daughters  !"     For  a  length  of  time  I  couL 
nothing  else  than  think  of  these  words,  and  cry 
them ;  but,  by  degrees,  I  tried  to  console  myself, 
began  to  consider  the  su1)ject    seriously,    and 
Christian.     It  gradually  assumed  a  different  aspef 
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DO  longer  alarmed  at  my  ten  daughters,  but  quite 
(fled  to  have  them.  I  wished  to  devote  myself 
|]y  to  them ;  I  wished  to  make  of  them,  useful 
gii  fearing  God,  and  diligent  in  their  vocation; 
ahould  be  happy  and  good ;  they  should  love  Ciich 
r,  and  be  of  good  courage  in  the  world.  The  longer 
Dtemplated  my  family  picture,  the  more  pleasant 
ew.  I  began,  as  a  matter  of  course,  to  love  my 
laughters ;  and,  most  of  all,  the  lame  and  sickly 
•  I  conjured  up  no  more  phantoms,  but  felt  in 
itrengthened  heart,  that  it  might  really  be  so ;  that, 
the  help  of  God,  and  Bjom,  1  should  make  my  ten 
hnppy  ;  and  the  thought  beamed  into  my  mind, 
richly  I  should  come  forward  at  the  last  Judgment 
and  say :  **  Father,  here  am  I,  and  the  children 
n  thou  hast  given  niu !"  Such  were  my  thoughts, 
my  feelings,  and  I  was  composed  and  hnppy. 
Iked  out  into  the  birch-grove,  to  cool  my  red  eyes 
flushed  cheeks ;  I  then  had  something  to  attend 
the  kitchen  and  store-room,  and  with  my  various 
.'s,  I  had  almost  forgotten  my  ten  daughters ;  but, 
Ijorn's  coming  home,  they  all  rushed  together 
ily  upon  my  heart.  I  became  quite  weak  again. 
;n  Bjom  wanted  to  kiss  me,  I  fell  on  his  neck,  and 
,  half  laughing,  half  crying :  "  Won't  you  love  me 
be  satisfied  with  me,  Bjom ;  and  shall  wo  nut  be 
)y,  if  we  should  even  have  ten  daughters, — and 
you  not  love  them  every  one,  even  if  they  be — 
i  and  sickly — ?"  I  could  not  finish  my  speech 
lerly — ilenrcst  Bjorn — he  made  a  horrible  fHoe, 
looked  as  if  he  had  his  ten  girls  already  about  his 
c.    But,  seeing  me  so  excited,  he  became  really 
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concerned,  gave  me  a  glass  of  water,  and  begg« 
to  **  speak  Swedish."  (I  dare  say  he  thought  that  tli 
daughters  belonged  to  the  Hebrew.)  I  explaine 
matter  to  him  in  Swedish,  and  then  he  laughed,  ( 
temperedly,  and  assured  me,  that  he  should  alwaj 
happy,  and  would  ever  love  both  me  and  all  the 
dren  with  which  I  may  present  him.  At  this  mo 
Stellan  appeared.  He  seemed  ashamed  and  son 
seeing  me  so  excited,  but,  in  the  Joy  of  my  1 
I  held  out  my  hand  to  him,  and  cried,  "  We  shi 
happy,  my  Bjom  and  I,  we  shall  be  happy  even 
ten  daughters,  and  even  if  they  were  all  sick  and  h 
We  will  love  each  other  and  our  children  T* 
:|j^:  Stellan  became,  in  reality,  affected;  he  bin 

kissed  my  hand,  and  begged  pardon  for  his  thos 
iess  jest  Bjdm  was  as  kind  as  an  angel  towards 
and  would  not  sit  down  to  table  until  I  was  comp 
I  made  haste  to  become  so,  but  nevertheless  couU 
BwaUow  a  single  morseL  I  believe  my  ten  gixb 
sticking  in  my  throat  It  appeared  to  me  morei 
as  if  Bjom  looked  at  me  in  a  sort  of  perplexity, 
girls  I    That  certainly  was  too  much. 

But  I  will  think  no  more  of  this.  Whilst  Bjom 
Stellan  are  taking  a  walk,  and  evening  colours  thi 
landscape  with  shades  of  Sepia  and  Bister  Umb 
shall  once  more  cast  a  glance  on  cousin  Stel 
sketches  of  family  life.  Are  they  really  correct  ? 
many  isolated  cases — alas,  yes !  but,  in  general- 
oh  no !  and  were  there  even  more  of  shade  than  1 
in  our  earthly  homes. — All-wise  artist  1  thou  who 
painted  the  great  picture  of  life  in  tinu  so  glor 
thou  wilt  teach  us  to  lay  our  colours  in  purer  har 


THE   MElonBOURS.  203 

upon  our  little  canvusti.  But  thou  h-Mt  already  tnii^ht 
ui  this,  Great  Master;  and  all  di'pcnds  upon  ourN(']vt>H. 
If  W6  work  with  energy  and  truth,  then  will  our  family 
picture  likewise  be  lovely,  and  worthy  of  iu  place  in 
the  gallery  of  the  blessed. 

*' There  iSi"  said  Stcllan,  "in  men,  a  something, 
which  for  ever  repels  them  from  each  other."  I  grant 
this;  there  is  envy,  jealousy,  unreasonableness,  dis- 
gust,— A  thousand  greater  and  lesser  stumbling-blocks 
which  give  rise  to  bitter  feelings.  I  grant  that  they 
■re  most  keenly  felt  when  the  circle  is  drawn  most 
closely — in  domestic  life.  But  what  ?  is  there  not  also 
a  power — mild,  but  still  mighty — whose  efficacy  con- 
sists in  conciliating,  uniting,  and  changing  the  evil  into 
good  ?  Who  is  not  hereby  reminded  of  the  apostolic 
doctrine,  "  Charity  sufTereth  long,  and  is  kind ;"  and 
who  has  not  blessed  it  a  thousand  times  during  the 
course  of  his  life  ? 

I  will  apply  this  to  some  of  those  family-scenes 
which  Stellan  has  painted.  I  leave  the  external  cir- 
cumstances as  they  are ;  and  conduct  into  the  interior, 
the  angel-sisters — truth  and  love.  Itehold  how  the 
picture  changes.  See,  for  example,  the  family  with 
talented  children,  and  the  less  educated  parents. 
True  education,  true  enlightenment  has  elevated  the 
characters  of  the  children.  It  does  not  enter  into  their 
mind  to  despise  their  kind  excellent  parentK,  because 
tliey  are  scientifically  better  educated.  They  know 
that  real  human  worth  consists  in  moral  goodness ;  in 
uprightness.  They  attend  to  the  comforts  of  the  old 
people  with  all  reverence  and  thankfulness,  adorning 
their  house,  and  enlivening  their  days  by  their  talents. 
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And  then  tlie  three  graces  1  In  truth,  a  most 
mournful  picture !  I  am  obliged  to  yawn  when  I  think 
of  it ;  but  it  is  not  the  ties  of  domestic  life,  but  vanity, 
love  of  dress,  and  empty  minds,  which  have  made  them 
the  silly  puppets  that  they  are. 

If  Stellan  banishes  happiness  from  families,  I  should 
very  much  like  to  know  whither  he  could  transport  it 
I  shall  ask  him,  whom  he  considers  the  happiest,  and 
what  picture  he  conceives  most  to  be  desired?  I 
sliould  not  wonder  were  he  to  answer — that  of  a 
bachelor!  But  he  must  be  an  egotist  indeed,  who 
renounces  all  the  ties  of  nature.  I  envy  no  one  sucb 
a  happiness ;  but  I  shall  ask  Stellai<,  whether  he  him- 
self is  happy. 

July  13th. 

I  have  asked  Stellan.  He  wished  at  first  to  evadf 
the  answer ;  he  joked  and  was  witty,  though  not  cheer- 
ful ;  and  on  my  asking  him,  with  increasing  earnest- 
ness, and  intrcating  him  to  tell  the  truth,  he  became 
serious  too,  and  said :  '*  I  am  not  happy.  Life  appear 
poor  to  me,  and  I  often  feel  in  my  heart  an  almof 
intolerable  void." 

"  Ah,  thank  heaven  I"    I  exclaimed,  touched,  ai 
overjoyed.  He  looked  at  me  with  astonishment.  "  Y 
are  therefore" — continued  I — "no  unworthy  egot 
for  that  you  must  necessarily  be,  if  you  could  be  haj 
with  your  sentiments.     You  have  so  pictured  man 
life  to  nie,  that  one  could  weep  over  it ;  but  I  ci 
paint  you  a  ])aehclor's  life,  which  you  would  fin< 
wretched,  so  insipid,  that  you  would  not  think  it  « 
a  pinch  of  snuff.     But  that  is  needless  in  your 
Stellan.    You  are  good,  and  able  to  reflect  i  you 


THE  NEIOIIBOURH..  2().> 

be  a  diHccrncr  of  the  true  value  of  lifo;  you  will  ^ivc 
vip  your  exaggerated  desires,  and  your  fxcossivr  soisi- 
bility ;  you  will  become  happy  by  noble  ciii])loyiiie>it8; 
by  an  amiable  wife;  by  home,  and  domcHtic  life." 

He  smiled,  half  melancholy,  shook  his  head,  and 
laid  something  about  "  nasty  glue." 

''But,  cousin  Stellan,"  said  I,  "  there  are  domisKtic 
employments  also  in  my  house ;  here  is  spinning,  and 
nasty  glue,  and  weaving,  and  scouring.  Do  you  find 
it  so  vory  uncomfortable  here  ?" 

"If  all  wives  were  like  you,"  said  S  tell  an.  lie 
took  my  hand,  said  something  about  the  "  fuie  whitJ 
hand,"  kissed  it  several  times,  blushed,  and  earncKtly 
looked  at  me.  I  also  blushed ;  I  felt  very  strange ; 
I  withdrew  my  hand  from  him,  began  to  npeak  of  the 
weather,  and  then  went  away  into  the  kitchen.  Indeed 
a  most  foolish  scene !  It  shall  not  happen  again.  No, 
it  shall  not,  as  sure  as  my  Bjorn  is  alivr,  and  I  am  his 
Fanny.  Only  think,  if  ma  chi^re  iiii*n''M  lecture  should 
really  suit  my  case ;  if  I  should  really  have  occasion 
to  say:  "Sir!  you  are  mistaken !  etc."  15ut  "straigiit- 
way  to  my  husband,"  1  shall  not  go,  to  tell  him: 
*'  My  dear,  such  and  such  has  been  said  to  me,  <!tc." 
A  wife,  who  loves  her  husband  and  her  duty,  ought  to 
be  able  to  take  care  of  herself.  There  is  no  occasion 
to  call  in  the  police.  But— after  all,  I  am  doing  it 
pitrhaps  at  this  very  moment,  since  I  am  shocked  at 
Huch  a  trifling  matter. 

Meanwhile  I  have  a  stirt  of  satisfaction  in  knowing, 
that  Stellan  in  not  happy  with  his  way  of  thinking. 
Had  I  reflected  on  the  matter,  I  should  not  even  have 
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liadoccasioiitoaakliiiii.  Stellui  ii^  irith  all  l|ii  i 
good  properties,  after  all,  ftueMMyo.  He  opeM  a  bookf 
readi  tomething,  yawns,  dirows  it  ande ;  Hien  takea  a 
newspaper,  and  does  the  same  with  iL  He  hegina  a 
paper,  and  leaTes  it  unfinished.  He  has  no  deahe  fer 
any  thing ;  no  interest  in  any  thing.  He  likea  to  be 
out  in  the  open  air ;  loves  nature,  and  flowers ;  hot  is 
very  easily  put  out  of  his  way  by  the  moat  trivial 
causes.  Now  it  is  too  cold ;  now  too  warm ;  aometimci 
it  storms,  and  stormy  weather  he  abominates.  Strange  I 
This  man,  in  matters  of  every-day  occurrence  is  m 
conceited  and  particular,  is  nevertheless,  (aa  I  hafs 
heard  from  Bjom)  most  bold  and  daring  in  the  momeat 
of  danger.  He  has  a  good  understanding,  and  eoD- 
siderable  acquirements,  and  might  perhaps  becooM  a 
distinguished  character,  if  he  would  only  apply  him- 
self to  study  in  good  earnest  But  very  probably, 
among  his  books,  he  finds  also  a  strong  smell  of  naslj 
paste.  And  herein  he  is  right  in  more  than  cos 
respect. 

July  140. 

No,  I  have  not  acted  so  very  wrong,  to  arm  mywttt, 
to  be  upon  my  guard.  One  ought  to  keep  a  strict 
watch  in  trifles ;  for  the  proberb,  **  A  little  spsik 
kindles  a  great  fire,"  is  true  enough.  How  many  a 
young  woman  has,  merited  or  unmerited,  suffersd  a 
stain  upon  her  reputation,  because  she  waa  not  cir- 
cumspect in  trifles. 

We  had  spent  the  afternoon  of  yesterday  at  SvanoL 
Cousin  Stellan  was  agreeable,  and  in  good  sphits. 
On  our  return,  in  the  evening,  he  challenged 
Bjom  and  me  to  a  game  of  let  grace*,     I  cheerfully 
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accepted  the  proposa],  and  soon  the  rings,  wreathed 
with  pink  ribbons,  flew  about  among  the  green  trees, 
and  we  caught  them  again  quickly  and  merrily  u))on 
our  sticks.  Bjorn  made  several  throws,  but  soon  grew 
tired  and  warm,  and  said,  that  the  deuce  might  take 
this  wearisome  pleasure,  and  marched  into  the  house. 
T  confess  ray  fault,  Maria !  As  a  prudent  wife,  and 
faithful  to  her  duties,  I  ought  to  have  followed  my 
husband ;  but  the  game  amused  me  much,  and  I  had 
no  desins  to  leave  off.  Heated,  eagerly,  and  nlnuist 
romplngly,  we  (Stellan  and  I)  continued  to  throw  our 
rings.  We  thus  gradually  removed  further  from  the 
hou;ie ;  it  began  to  grow  dark,  so  that  we  could  no 
longer  clearly  discern  the  flight  of  the  rings,  and  Htcllun's 
ring*  remained  hanging  on  a  birch-tree  boliind  nic.  I 
ran  up  to  it,  and  began  to  spring  to  catch  it,  when  sud- 
denly  I  felt  myself  embraced  by  Stclhui,  whilst  IiIh  lips, 
resting  on  my  curls,  whispered,  "  Fanny,  Kwoct  Fanny  !'* 
—The  heat  of  a  thousand  strange  scnHutionH  fluKJicd 
through  me,  but  in  an  instant  I  disengaged  myself,  and 
said,  singular  enough,  in  ma  chha  mere' a  very  words : 
Baron  S.,  you  are  mlHtuken  ;  tliort — on  the  tree,  bangs 
your  ring."  This  I  said  with  such  oarneHtnesH,  that  I  w:&8 
understood  at  once.  "  Ah !"  said  Stellan,  Honiewhat  con- 
founded, as  it  appeared  to  me—  fetching  down  the  ring. 
"  It  is  getting  cool,*'  said  I ;  "  it  will  he  best  to  go  in  !" 
—And  without  any  more  delay  I  ran  quickly  into  the 
house.  Stellan  followed  me  slowly,  hinniiiing  an  air 
from  Fra  Diavolo. 

it  was  not  until  half  an  hour  later  that  he  came  in. 
I  sat  lU'ar  to  my  Hjorn,  and  waK  telling  him  how  dear 
he  was  to  me — a  communication  whii.h  he  lisfnid  lo 
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with  hii  placid  Bashaw-look,  when  StdU 
He  held  a  pretty  provence-Tose  in  his  hand 
it  to  me,  with  these  words :  "  I  have  strippi 
thorns!" 

'*  Many  thanks,'*  I  said,  and  took  the  rose 
it — in  my  bosom? — ^no,  Maria,  that  you  will  e 
nor  should  you,  for  I  stuck  it  into  a  butt 
Bjdm's  coat  Stellan  hummed  again  his  air,  i 
afterwards  we  separated  somewhat  coolly. 

"  Oh  no,  my  Bjom,  your  confidence  sha] 
misplaced,  nor  will  I  ever  abuse  it,  no,  not  in 
est  trifle.  My  ten  daughters  shall  at  least  ii 
their  mother  an  unblemished  reputation  a 
name! " 

But  what  shall  be  now  my  course  ?  I  d< 
any  longer  to  keep  Cousin  Stellan  company 
whole  day,  nor  can  I  run  away  from  the  h< 
Bjurn  has  so  expressly  requested  me  to  sta 
Still  less  do  I  wish  straightway  to  go  up  i 
say :  "  My  friend,  so  and  so  is  the  case,  etc. 
would  only  disturb  his  peace,  and  estrange 
from  his  young  friend,  while  the  latter  has 
tcntions,  but  is  only  thoughtless.  I  know  vi 
do.  This  forenoon  I  have  domestic  occupati 
afternoon  we  will  drive  over  to  Karlsfors,  am: 
Cousin  Stellan  to  ma  ch^re  tn^re,  To-morr 
comes  to  me,  and  then  I  shall  move  heaven 
to  keep  Serena  a  week  or  a  fortnight  at  Rob 
shall  make  Bjom  tyrannize  over  the  whoh 
Dahls.  Serena  will  derive  benefit  from  it,  t 
wise.    That  will  be  delightful. 
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July  Ifith. 

It  is  tiresome  tliat  Cousin  StcHan  should  dioosc  to 
ttariifest  his  ill-humour  just  in  the  same  way  ns  Jane 
l^arf-ia.  There  is  certainly  a  difference  in  the  maimer, 
foi^tellan  does  not  sulk  exactly ;  but  he  acts  with  such 
indltference  and  coolness,  which  is  far  from  afrrceahle : 
and  seems  anxious  to  persuade  me  that  I  am  the  vt>ry 
ptntin  for  whom  he  cares  least  of  all  in  the  world.  I 
endeavour  to  convince  him  that  I  do  not  notice  it  at 
ill.  But  I  am  always  sorry  not  to  be  in  perfect  cor- 
diality with  all  around  me.  Notwithstandinj^  I  am  at 
present  reserved  towards  Stellan ;  othcrwiKC  he  mipfht 
fiincy  I  wish  to  attract  his  attention  towards  me  again. 

We  spent  yesterday  afternoon  at  Karlsfors. 

Stellan  was  received  by  ma  chdre  m&re  in  a  sinf^ilnr 
manner. 

"  I  knew  your  father,  Baron," — said  she — '*  he  was 
an  honorable  man,  but  a  Bout,  I  have  hoard  that  his 
■on  treads  in  his  father's  steps,  and  althouf^h  one  oiij^ht 
to  respect  the  tree,  whose  shade  one  has  enjoyed,  yet  I 
must  tell  you,  that  you  might  follow  a  better  example. 
Well,  well!  your  father  became  an  altered  character  in 
his  latter  years,  and  I  hope  that  his  son  will  do  the  sanie, 
and  become  steady  by  means  of  a  prudent  marriage. 
This  Would  be  wise  couduct  on  your  part,  Mr.  liaron, 
fot  the  saying  is : — '  Wed  early,  and  you'll  never  re- 
pent'   '  One  cake  in  quiet,  is  worth  two  in  riot.'  " 

Stellan  looked  quite  astonished,  and  a  little  offended 
at  this  unexpected  salutation.  Ma  chi^re  mire  Kcenied 
to  be  not  altogether  in  the  most  placid  mood,  and 
on  further  observation  we  found  the  whole  house  up  in 
Jean  Jacques  had  opposed  ma  chdre  mire  upon 
o    yoL  I. 
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the  subject  of  some  new  arrangements  which  he  wished 
to  make  on  the  estate,  and  on  the  abolition  of  some 
abuses  of  long  standing.  The  contest  between  the  old 
and  new  regime  had  broken  out  at  Karlsfors ;  but  ma 
eJiire  vihe  held  the  reins  of  government  firm  in  Jier 
hands;  and  Jean  Jacques,  who  was  compelled  to  give 
in,  found  his  situation  at  Karlsfors  far  from  agreeable. 
AW  this  he  complained  of  to  my  husband.  Jane  Maria 
was  engaged  in  an  open  war  with  Ebba,  and  told  me 
with  bitter  feelings  the  injuries  she  had  sustained, 
which  consisted  in  a  number  of  trifles,  all  of  such  m 
nature,  that  I  was  more  inclined  to  laugh  than  to  cry  \ 
for  it  is  truly  ridiculous  and  pitiable  that  people,  who 
might  live  free  from  all  cares,  should  embitter  each 
other's  lives  by  unnecessary  vexations  of  their  own 
creating.  I  endeavoured  to  draw  Jane  Maria's  atten- 
tion to  this  in  a  delicate  manner,  but  with  no  success. 
Jane  Maria  was  angry  that  any  one  should  view  aflain 
60  greatly  derogatory  to  her  dignity,  in  the  light  of  tri- 
fles, and  hinted  to  me  that  she  herself  was  best  able  to 
judge  of  what  was  important  or  not  in  things  of  thii 
kind. 

I  had  firmly  resolved  never  to  let  it  come  to  a  quar- 
rel again  between  Jane  Maria  and  me,  and  I  now  more- 
over felt  so  great  a  longing  for  harmony,  that  I  replied 
to  Jane  Maria's  pompous  words,  nothing  more  than:" 
"  Certainly,  dearest  Jane  Maria ;  but  your  education, 
your  good  sense,  raise  you,  in  my  opinion,  high  above 
£bba,  and  you  might  have  forbearance  with  her  child- 
ish ignorance,  without  fearing  her  abuse  of  your  kind- 
ness on  that  account." 

<'  You  don't  know  Ebba,"  said  Jane  Maria, 
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rifled  i  '*Bhe  iifuil  ofselHihiiett  fmnimption> 
le ;  she  would  dance  ui>on  my  head  if  I  wure 
It  myself  on  a  high  home  agaiiiRt  hor.'* 
was  a  time  when  I  believed  that  all  men  had  a 
rinciple  of  reason  and  common  sense ;  when  I 

that  all  were  disposed  for  improvement ;  that 
f  wanted  to  hear  die  truth  to  own  it,  and  owning 
d  their  faults;  and  that  they  would  consequent- 
oiced  to  hear  it  I  then  declared  the  truth  to 
erer  omitted  to  give  good  counsel,  and  gladly 
edas  peace-maker  between  contending  parties, 
rely  found  that  I  had  thereby  rendered  any 
x>  others — and  still  loss  to  myself.  And,  can- 
leaking,  kind  offices  of  this  nature  which  my 
lavc  occasionally  volunteered,  have  only  served 
ncc  me  that  zealous  interference  is  not  always 
'.  At  a  more  advanced  period  I  have  become 
itious  in  telling  people  the  truth ;  I  am  very 
with  good  counsel,  and  have  a  real  dread  of 
volved  in  a  quarrel,  whilst  acting  (he  part  of 
Tf  or  in  other  words — to  stick  fast  between, 
lowever,  I  happen  unavoidably  to  have  such  a 
ome  office  imposed  on  me,  I  shut  up  my  heart 
ne  with  a  sigh,  and  endeavour  to  do  the  best  I 
1  call  to  my  aid  the  experience  which  I  have 
in  former  unsuccessful  attempts.  I  did  not 
e  now  say  to  Jane  Maria: — 

dearest  Jane  Maria !  you  yourself  are  proud 
lumptuous,  your  own  faults  are  the  very  cause 
'■•  Had  you  been  more  prudent  she  would  not 
en  to  overbearing."  I  expressed  none  of  these 
■  of  my  heart,  but  only  sighed  and  said :  **  Poor 
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child  1  she  has  no  doubt  received  a  defective  edacatioB. 
Those  who  have  had  the  privile^  of  a  better,  ought  to 
excuse  her ;  an  imperfect  education  is  a  misfortune  in- 
deed." 

"  Yes,  a  misfortune  indeed  1 "  repeated  Jane  Maria, 
apparently  more  softened  towards  Ebba,  "  But  with  Ml 
th^re  tn^re  too  was  Jane  Maria  by  no  means  satisfied. 
Ha  chire  mkre  yesterday  ordered  her  Heaven-chariot^ 
and  said  to  Jane  Maria  and  Ebba,  *'  One  of  jrou  can 
ride  with  me.'*  When  the  carriage  had  driven  up,  and 
ma  chire  mire  was  already  seated  in  it,  Jane  Maria  and 
Ebba  both  came,  intending  to  go.  There  was  only  room 
for  one  of  them  by  the  side  of  ma  cJi^re  mire  ;  both  were 
anxious  for  the  drive.  Whilst  on  the  steps  a  violent 
squabble  arose  between  the  two  sisters-in-law,  sia  cA?rt 
mdre  whipped  the  horses,  and  drove  ofT  alone  in  the 
Heaven- chariot,  to  the  great  astonishment  andmorti* 
fication  of  the  contendini;  parties. 

By  and  by,  when  I  was  walking  in  the  park  at  th 
side  of  Ebba,  (for  she  had  become  a  lover  of  the  counti 
since  our  morning  promenade,)      I  listened  to  all  h 
complaints  against  Jane  Maria.    Jane  Maria  had  i 
Bumed  such  intolerable  airs  of  superiority,  Jane  Ms 
had  called  her  "  a  silly  thing,  Jane  Maria  wished  tc 
at  the  head  of  every  thing,  Jane  Maria  always  war 
to  be  first  in  entering  the  door,  always  to  be  called 
to  table.     Jane  Maria  wished  to  have  every  thing 
ter  and  more  splendid  than  Ebba,  generally  caller 
ba*8  dresses  and  ornaments  dowdy,  always  found 
with  what  Ebba  did  and  what  Ebba  had,  whilst  r 
other  hand  she  extolled  every  thing  belonging  t< 
self,  and  called  it  select,  distinguished,  and  exc 
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The  poor  little  creature  was  sadly  hurt  by  all  thiK,  I  also 
was  pained,  but  in  a  diiierent  way.  ^^c  now  Btuud  by 
the  side  ofa  murmuring  brooki  whose  banks  were  richly 
adorned  with  verdure  and  flowers.  It  was  so  very  beau- 
tiful, fresh  and  calm,  about  us.  My  lieart  grow  warnuul, 
and  I  felt  that  I  could  speak  differently  to  Kbba  than  I 
could  to  Jane  Maria.  1  turned  to  Iut  and  embraced 
her,  and  said :  **  My  dear  Ebba,  do  you  wish  to  be 
happy  ? " 

"  Yes,  certainly!  "  replied  Kbba,  looking  at  me  with 
istonishment. 

"  Ah,  dear  Ebba,"  I  proceeded,  cordially,  "  then  do 
not  yield  to  such  trifles,  and  do  not  suflTcr  yourself  to 
be  discomposed  by  them.  Do  you  see  how  fair,  how 
lovely  every  thing  is  about  us  7  You  have  enjoyed  no- 
thing of  it,  have  scarcely  noticed  it,  because  Jane  Maria 
assumes  '  airs  of  superiority '  and  possesses  richer  things 
than  you !  Dear  Kbba  !  is  it  not  lamentable  that  we 
nitur  our  satisfaction  in  the  many  good  and  lovely  things 
in  life  by  such  trifles?  "  To  repeat  all  that  I  said  in 
my  warmth  on  this  subject,  would  be  tediouK ;  enough 
I  found  a  willinfj  listener  in  Ebba,  and  pictured  to  lier 
so  vividly,  the  folly  of  such  contentions,  and  the  tor- 
ment of  the  bitterness  produced  by  them,  that  kIic  both 
laughed  and  cried  at  once.  She  was  most  engaging 
and  docile,  and  promised  *  for  my  sake,'  quietly  to  re- 
sign to  Jane  Maria  in  future,  all  the  rights  of  prece- 
dence, which  she  so  much  insisted  on. 

Meanwhile  Hjorn  had  on  his  part  interfered  between 
ma  ch^re  mi^re  and  Jean  Jacques,  liy  his  influence,  ho 
had  prevailed  upon  Jean  Jacques  to  promise  to  trouble 
ma  chtre  mdrc  less  urgently  in  future  with  his  plans  of 
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reformatioxi,  whilst  he  had  induced  the  latter  to  take 
those  changes  proposed  by  Jean  Jacques,  iuto  mature 
consideration.  What  did  Cousin  Stellan  do,  in  the  in- 
terim ?  He  was  busy  with  those  who  were  not  involved 
in  the  quarrel,  played  the  gallant  with  all  the  ladies, 
one  after  anotlier,  except  with  me,  and  succeeded  in 
making  himself  liked  very  well  by  all,  even  by  ma  cMrf 
m^re^  who  said  to  me,  "  On  my  word.  Baron  Stellan  Is 
a  very  nice  man,  he  takes  good  care  of  his  plate,  he  is 
a  steady  young  man ! " 

I  was  delighted  with  Ebba  this  evening,  for  she  kept 
her  promise  perfectly ;  and  instead  of  contesting  Jane 
Maria's  favorite  privileges,  she  gave  way  to  them  se- 
veral times.  Jane  Maria  seemed  at  first  to  suspect  some 
stratagem  in  this  conduct ;  but  when  she  saw  Ebba's 
friendly  earnestness,  she  quite  changed  her  manner* 
and  descended  considerably  from  her  "  high  horse." 

What  foolish  creatures  we  are !  How  do  we  torment 
each  other  and  ourselves,  and  yet  how  might  we  often 
so  easily  change  the  picture  from  strife  to  peace,  from 
vexation  to  happiness.  % 

When  Bjorn  and  I  arrived  at  home,  we  communi* 
nicated  to  each  other  "  our  heroic  acts,"  and  how  w 
each  had  interposed  a  word  in  season.     Our  heart 
were  filled  with  joy  that  in  this  signification  of  the  wor 
no  one  would  ever  have  occasion  to  interfere  betwei 
us. 

This  very  instant  \  received  the  intelligence  of  Ai 
Ulla's  death.  Dear  Maria !  I  could  only  say  "  It  is  we 
especially  as    I    heard  how  peacefully  she  depart 
A  unt  Sophy,  who  conveyed  to  me  the  report,  added 
**Anne  Maria   may  now  occupy  the  room,  whici 
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Km  convenient  and  pleasant  than  that  which 
1  hitherto  been  obliged  to  content  henelt*' 
re  people,  (harmless,  gruileless  creatures),  whose 
re  is  good,  in  as  much  as  they  make  room  for 
This  thought  makes  me  sad.  Oh,  if  ever  I  am 
n  on  my  fellow  creatures,  if  any  one  ever  should 
occupy  my  place,  then  I  will  away,  away !  Here 
Wf  however,  and  weep  at  this  idea,  and  at  the 
of  my  ten  daughters. 

Franciska. 
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IX. 

SEVENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCIBKA  WERNER  TO  MARIA  Iff. 

RotenTOc,  July  Ififh. 

Yesterday,  Serena  and  I  commenced  our  vocal  exer- 
cises. At  ten  o'clock  in  the  forenoon,  a  pretty  little 
brown  horse  ambled  before  my  door,  bearing  a  light 
graceful  burden.  A  heavy  Calash,  antique  like  the 
owner,  containing  the  patriarch,  followed  the  Amazon. 
I  was  glad  to  see  the  venerable  pair  at  my  house,  and 
happy  to  be  able  to  receive  and  retain  Serena,  who 
enlivened  by  the  ride  and  the  loveliness  of  the  mor- 
ning, appeared  to  breathe  already  more  freely. 

I  had  kept  a  little  breakfast  in  readiness ;  and  my 
eggs,  my  fresh  butter,  my  boiling  chocolate,  received 
no  little  commendation.  After  the  old  people  had  break- 
fasted and  inspected  Rosenvik,  they  prepared  again  for 
their  journey,  and  I  kept  Serena  for  the  whole  day.  I 
begged  and  insisted  on  her  not  being  sent  for  before 
nine  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  this  was  promised  to 
me.  The  kind  grandparents  tenderly  embraced  their 
darling,  who  accompanied  them  to  the  carriage  with  a 
thousand  kind  caresses. 

We  then  had  a  singing  lesson.  Serena  has  a  weak 
but  a  pure,  alto  voice ;  to  exercise  the  voice,  and  read 
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Diusic,  will  be  the  object  of  our  lessons,  fur  her  expres- 
sion and  articulation  ore  really  excellent.  Her  own 
mind,  her  own  taste  has  taught  her  these  better  than  a 
teacher  could  have  done.  It  was  pain  to  me,  to  call 
Serena  Mist.  She  is  one  of  those  beings,  whom  1  have 
at  once  an  involuntary  inclination  to  address  by  tho 
endearing  thou.  I  begged  her  therefore  to  permit  mo 
to  say  thou  to  her,  and  recommended  her  to  call  me 
Aunt,  (certainly  the  most  tiresome  appellation  I  know) 
if  my  superior  age  seemed  to  demand  some  little  res- 
pect Serena  hesitated,  laughing,  to  honour  me  on  ac- 
count of  my  age,  and  requested  me  that  if  there  was  no 
otiier  impediment  in  the  way  than  that  of  age,  to  allow 
her  to  say  thou  to  uie  likewise.  Gladly  1  consentedi 
and  found  to  my  surprise,  that  there  were  only  four 
years  dilfercnce  between  Serena  and  myself.  She  is 
twenty-three  years  old,  although  the  delicacy  of  her 
coni]ilexion  and  figure  does  not  sliow  it. 

Having  settled  this  all'iiir — do  not  laugh!  this  t  honing 
is  in  Sweden  indeed  an  important  crisis  in  an  accjunint- 
anceshipi  a  great  step  forwards,  sometimes  however 
backwards, — we  took  up  our  work,  walked  out,  and 
seated  ourselves  upon  a  bench  in  the  shade  of  some 
Syringa-bushes  and  lime-trees.  Serena,  whose  deli- 
cate fingers  were  exceedingly  clever  in  many  little 
handiworks,  had  plucked  several  blossoms,  and  prac- 
tised copying  their  seed  vessels  and  all  the  minute 
parts  of  the  llower,  with  the  utmost  exactness.  Cousin 
Stellan  was  already  early  out  hunting  witii  the  brothers 
Stiilmark.  i  was  glad  to  be  able  to  be  alone  with  Se- 
rena, and  anxious  to  hear  her  talk  of  Bruno,  and  I  soon 
led  tiiu  conversation  to  advert  to  him.     On  hearing  hii 
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name  she  sighed,  and  to  my  question :  ''  Whether  she 
believed  that  Bruno  had  a  bad  heart?  "  she  replied 
smartly,  "  No !  certainly  not  I  His  heart  was  assuredly 
good,  yes,  even  tender,  or  else  how  could  he  have  been 
so  infinitely  kind  towards  me ;  I,  who  was  only  a  weak, 
sickly  child,  and  could  only  have  been  a  burden  to 
everybody  ?     Is  not  that  Rsunm,  the  opposite  side  of 
the  lake  ?    I  remember  yet  so  well,  how  Bruno  carried 
me  about  among  yon  woods,  and  drew  me  about  in  my 
little  carriage.     My  first  feelings  of  the  beauty  of  lift 
fand  of  nature  take  their  date  from  that  period.     1  re- 
collect how  delighted  I  was  with  the  murmuring  of  the 
forest,  how  enraptured  with  the  flowers  which  he  pluck- 
ed for  me.    When  he  sang,  I  sang  with  him,  and  when 
he  leaped  from  one  precipice  to  the  other  bearing  me 
on  his  arm,  I  felt  no  fear  but  only  a  slight  tremor,  pro- 
duced more  by  pleasure  than  by  dread.    Never  at  any 
time  was  he  impatient  or  unkind  towards  me,  and  ne- 
ver shall  I  forget  how  in  a  rageheonce  wished  to  strike 
one  of  his  brothers,  but  aesisted  the  moment  I  called 
him,  and  began  to  cry.      Why  was  he  so  tenderly  dis- 
posed towards  me,  if  his  heart  at  bottom  had  not  been 
good  and  loving.     Once,  moreover,  he  saved  my  life  at 
the  risk  of  his  own;    it  was  in  the  park  at  Ramm; 
some  starlings  had  built  their  nest  upon  a  high  oak 
there,  and  in  my  childish  ignorance,  I  wished  to  have 
their  eggs.     Bruno  sat  me  down  upon  the  grass,  and 
climbed  up  the  tree,  but  on  my  cry  for  help,  he  imme- 
diately precipitated  himself  down  from  one  of  the  tree 
branches,  and  with  a  shriek  of  terror  seized  a  snake 
which  had  entwined  itself  round  my  neck.     I  saw  him 
strangle  the  monster,  and  crush  its  head.  He  then  took 
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me  up  in  his  arms,  and  I  romombor  that  he  wpjit,  nnd 
that  it  wa«  I  who  endeavoured  to  conipoftc  him  with 
childlike  caresses.  Ah  !  they  did  not  siifhciently  esti- 
mate  the  depth  of  his  affections,  otherwise  he  would 
not  have  inflicted  that  grief  upon  his  mother,  nor  have 
fonakcn  his  home  nnd  father  land." 

"  Do  you  still  recollect  how  lie  looked  ?  "  inquired  L 

"  Not  very  distinctly !  I  feel  as  if  I  still  sec  throu^^h 
A  mist  a  pretty  blooming  boy,  with  large  fine  eyes ;  but 
when  I  try  to  get  a  fuller  view  of  the  picture,  it  fades 
away." 

"  And  do  you  know  what  prompted  him  to  flee  from 
home?" 

"  I  was  told,  a  disapfreement  with  his  mother,  and 
harsh  treatment  on  her  part ;  they  are  said  to  have  re- 
sembled each  other  much  in  character,  and  both  have 
op)Hi8ed  harshness  with  harshness,  violence  with  vio- 
lence. Bruno  is  reported  to  have  died  al)road.  I  have 
deeply  bewailed  his  fate.  Poor  Bruno !  lie  was  so  kind 
towards  me." 

Serena  sighed  again,  and  her  placid  countenance 
wore  a  look  of  sadness :  a  sorrowful  feeling  crept  over 
me  likewise.  I  turned  the  conversation  to  other  per- 
sons. I  spoke  of  Serena's  grand-parents,  and  bIic  was 
cheered  and  animated  by  the  enconiums  which  I  passed 
on  them.  In  general,  it  appears  to  me,  as  if  gratitude 
was  the  feeling  which  predominates  in  her,  to  an  unu- 
sual degree.  It  seems  as  if,  of  all  recollections,  she 
only  preserves  those  which  led  her  to  love ;  even  when 
she  speaks  of  a  book,  it  is  done  with  an  expression  of 
gratitude  for  the  good  which  it  may  have  afforded  her. 
And  then  her  words,  her  whole  character,  how  simple, 


220  THE  NCxaaiioua«. 

how  channing  1  I  loved  her,  she  did  me  good.  I  wished 
that  I  also  could  creep  into  a  leaf  of  the  book  of  her 
recollections. 

At  dinner  we  had  Bjom,  good  humour,  good  appe- 
tites, and — ^without  boasting — good  fare.  In  the  after- 
noon came  Cousin  Stellan,  in  the  usual  condition  after 
a  hunting  party,  viz :  hungry  as  a  hunter,  and  hav|ng 
had  no  sport.  When  we  had  spent  an  hour  or  to  after 
Coffee,  in  agreeable  conversation,  we  determined  on  t 
trip  to  Svano,  and  taking  our  supper  there.  Serei|R 
and  I  cut  bread  and  butter,  filled  several  bottles  with 
KaUschakf*  laid  them  and  a  piece  of  cold  roast  meat 
into  a  basket,  and  thus  our  little  cheerftil  cpmpany 
marched  off  towards  the  strand,  where  a  little  green 
boat  received  us.  Stellan  rowed.  A  gentle  breeze  wafted 
around  us  and  ruffled  the  waves.  Serena  and  I  sang 
**  la  hiondina  in  gondoletta"  Thus  we  arrived,  and  seated 
ourselves  beneath  the  great  oak,  upon  the  fresh  bank 
of  white  and  red  clover ;  I  sat  between  Bjom  and  the 
provision-store,  Stellan  next  to  Serena;  and  when  I 
saw  her  sitting  on  the  green  grass  so  fair  and  happy, 
seeking  with  him  the  white  five-leaved  clover  and  bind- 
ing grass,  the  hasty,  (perhaps  sinful)  thought  of  a  pos- 
sible connection  between  the  two,  rose  up  in  my  mind. 

Bjom,  with  his  pipe,  was  lying  upon  the  ft«sh  fra» 
grant  mead,  slowly  puffing  clouds  of  smoke  into  the 
azure  sky,  and  listening  to  his  wife,  who  told  him  hea- 
ven knows  how  much  nonsense,  about  the  Grand  Mo- 
gul, etc.,  when  suddenly  the  air  trembled,  and  a  sound 

*  A  cold  beverage,  oi  soup,  msde  of  beer  or  wine,  with  gnta4 
bread,  sugar,  lemon,  etc.;  or  fruit,  suchas  Btniwl)9iries,eaznmitli 
etc. 
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88  of  melodious  distant  thunder,  struck  upon  my  cars. 
This  Rolcnin,  rich,  and  low  sound  made  a  Kiii^rnlar  im- 
pression. Wc  were  silent  and  wntchini^.  Kvery  th'iup; 
was  still  for  a  moment,  but  aj^uin  a  breeze  passed  by, 
ami  on  its  wings  again,  trembling,  melancholy,  but  in- 
expressibly harmonious  tones  penetrated  into  my  very 
heart. 

"It  is  the  organ  of  Ramm,"  cried  I;  **lhe  wind 
conveys  the  sound  to  us.  Oh,  if  wc  could  but  hear  it 
nearer  t     Silence  I  silence !     Here  it  comes  again  1" 

We  listened.  The  melodious  booming  sound  came 
again,  and  again,  with  every  breeze  whieh  Hoated  over 
from  Ramm ;  but  we  could  catch  nothing  connectedly, 
the  trembling  sounds  rose  and  died;  they  were  like  the 
Sound  of  a  troubled  spirit,  and  when  1  listened  to  them 
1  felt,  what  many  a  thinker  of  antiquity  must  have  ex- 
perienced, when  he  mused  over  the  broken  inex])lica- 
blc  melodies  of  existence,  and  believed  tiiat  tiie  windn 
of  fate  played  wantonly  among  the  chords  of  life's 
iEoIian-harp. 

And  a  longing  seized  me,  a  torment,  which  those  only 
can  conceive,  who  share  a  like  )>assion  with  me  for 
music  and  harmony.  "  I  must  hear  this  nearer !"  ex- 
claimed 1  with  determination.  *'  Serena,  we  two  will 
row  along  to  llamm,  and  fathom  the  mystery  of  this 
music.  1  shall  go  mad  with  listening  to  tiiesc  un- 
connected sounds."  "  Lie  still,  dear  Djiirn,  and  smoke 
your  pipe  in  peace."  "  1  entreat  you  let  us  go."  "  Stop 
you  here,  cousin  Steliaii.  We  wish  to  be  alone,  Serena 
and  I ;  we  shall  soon  n.'turn."  The  gentlemen  both 
looked  far  from  pleased  ;  Hjorn  growled,  but  remained 
quietly  in  bis  position;  Stellan  accompanied  us grum- 
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Minjrto  t:i?  b.iit,  S  'rena  and  I  set  off  with  earnest  glcp. 
I  rowed  ihe  light  boat  without  difficulty.  The  trip  was 
enrapturing  to  me,  for  the  farther  we  went,  the  more 
distinctly  we  heard  the  music.  To  me  it  seemed  as  if 
the  boat  glided  along  ot  itself :  the  wonderful  sounds 
attracted  us  forward  as  if  by  an  invisible  power.  The 
evening  grew  more  serene ;  the  rays  of  the  sun  quivered 
through  the  wood  in  richer  and  richer  lines  of  gold, 
higher  and  higher  swelled  the  storm  of  melody,  my 
heart  beat  violently,  and  tears  started  in  a  kind  of 
rapture  into  my  eyes.  Serena  was  more  calm,  her 
white  hand  played  with  the  waves,  and  her  bright 
lovely  eyes  wore  a  look  of  child-like  innocence,  and  of 
the  purest  enjoyment  Tims,  we  both  sat  in  silence, 
abandoning  ourselves  to  the  wish  of  hearing  the 
enchanting  music  more  distinctly,  we  imperceptibly 
came  nearer  and  nearer  to  Ramm.  Shall  I  confess  it  t 
Dame  Curiosity  so  asserted  her  power  over  me  in  the 
boat,  that  Serena  raised  her  warning  voice  in  vain  i 
the  boat  crept  up  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  gloomy 
walls  of  Ramm,and  at  length  came  too  like  a  smuggler's 
boat,  within  the  shade  of  an  eider  bush,  close  under  an 
open  window.  Here  we  heard  in  sounds  which  did  not 
appear  to  origin'ate  from  the  hand  of  man,  the  popular 
song,  **  Neckens  Polska,*'  in  rich  variation,  which  in 
Deauty  and  power  exceeded  all  I  had  ever  heard  or 
imagined.  They  were  evidently  the  production  of  a 
mighty  inspiration.  Enra}>tured,  enchanted,  I  bowed 
my  head  into  my  hands  and  dreamed  that  the  King  of 
the  Sea  himself  made  bold  by  twilight,  and  the  loveli- 
ness of  nature  poured  out  his  wonderful  life  before 
us,  that  life  of  mysteries  passed  in  the  crystal -palace 
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:  the  bottom  of  the  Boa.  Sudtlcnly,  however,  the 
)und8  ceasedi  and  I  awakened  i'runi  my  drenm  to  the 
onacioiisiiess  of  the  present  reality.  Invuhintarily  I 
«ized  the  oar,  and  with  a  few  noft  tttruken  1  rowetl  the 
ooat  away  from  the  shore,  liiit  Serena  and  I  hoth  l<M)ked 
iovoluntarily  upwards  to  the  open  window,  and  ininie- 
diately  withdrew  our  eyeH,  for  tiie  Komhre-hiukiii'^ 
Roinily  stood  there  in  his  own  ^hunny  person,  ant!  hiH 
looks  rested  ujion  uh.  We  hlu^hed,  both  tii'l/rd  our 
oars  and  haateui'd  hack,  in  much  shorter  time  than 
we  had  spent  infruinff,  alt houf^h  our  oars  now  heat  time 
to  no  aceompaniment  ;  for  the  music  alto^retherhad 
ceased.  We  had  been  away  for  an  interval  of  nearly 
two  hours.  Cousin  Stcllan  ajipeared  (|uite  sleepy. 
Bjoni  was  not  in  the  hest  humour,  and  no  wonder; 
but  he  was  soon  kinda^ain,  when  1  earnestly  entreated 
his  forgiveness.  I  sometimes  fet>l  a  sort  of  wicked 
pleasure  in  contrivin<r  to  sin  against  Bjorn's  goodness, 
aiul  then  to  coax  a  pardon  Irom  him. 

We  enjoyed  our  supper  in  peace  and  merriment;  but 
SlTcna,  who  thought  of  her  grand-parents,  and  expected 
to  be  fetched,  turned  her  looks  often  to  Kosenvik. 
Their  carriage  arrived  there  almost  at  the  haxuc  instant 
that  we  landed  at  the  bridge,  and  Serena  took  have  of 
us  after  I  had  arranged  with  her  tiiai  the  next  singing 
day  should  be  on  the  Fritiay.  Cousin  Siellan  escorted 
her  witii  the  greatest  politmess  to  tiie  carriage,  and 
shewed  htT  many  kind  attentions.  It  is  remarkable, 
how  well  acts  of  this  sort  bt>come  a  youtigman ;  *'  come 
to  see  us  soon  again !  "  cried  1,  after  Serena,  and  hei 
sweet  blue  eyes  smiling  forth  from  her  little  strnv 
bonnet,  cast  back  a  look  of  cordial  acquiescence,  am 


224  THE  NEIGHBOURS. 

waving  her  hand  she  vanished  between  the  g;reen 
trees. 

"  That  is  a  charming  girl,"  said  Stellan,  who  stood 
a  little  while  yet  in  the  portico,  "  pity  only  that  she 
limps  a  little." 

I  smiled  and  said,  '*|In  your  eyes,  cousin  Stellan,  every 
thing  indeed  limps  in  the  world." 

**  But  I  confess,"  continued  he,  **  that  1  have  scarcely 
ever  seen  a  defect  less  disfiguring  in  any  woman.*' 

**  I  am  quite  of  your  opinion^  cousin,  and  it  is,  per- 
haps, moreover  possible,  that  the  eye,  under  certain 
circumstances,  may  perceive  nothing  but  beauty  in 
such  a  defect" 

He  smiled  and  made  a  motion  with  his  head,  ai  if 
struck  by  it.  I  was  on  the  point  of  going  into  the 
house,  when  Stellan  stopped  me,  and  said  in  a  lerioiis 
tone. 

"  Cousin  Frandsln,  you  have  not  been  so  friendly 
towards  me  for  the  last  few  days*  as  heretofore.  Havd 
I  offended  you  ?" 

"Yes,"  replied  I  candidly,  "for  I  was  obliged  to 
believe  that  you  cared  nothing  for  my  respect,  and 
this  has  grieved  me." 

"  Forgive  me,"  said  he  pleasantly,  but  with  earnest- 
ness. I  would  not  like  to  live  without  your  respect, 
Franciska,  give  me  your  hand  in  token  of  your  credance 
in  my  statement,  and  your  friendly  disposition  towards 
me." 

"  Here  1 "  said  I,  and  cordially  gave  him  ray  hand. 
I  prevented  him,  however,  from  kissing  it,  and  satis- 
fied with  having  changed  Stellan's  gallantry  into  re- 
spect, I  rejoined  my  Bjom. 
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To-morrow  tliorc  will  b<*  a  hir^fc  party  at  mu  r/irrc 
w^rr^s,  AH  the  ncighlioiirx  will  asMMiibli'  at  Karlsloni. 
Mr.  dc  Roniilly  is  uIm)  invited,  uIiIkiukIi  lie  Ii.-in  pai.l 
no  viRit  there  yet  1  am  very  aiixiouH  to  wv.  thiM  pro- 
hlematical  person  again.  liiM  houikIh  liavt?  captivntod 
nic ;  he  who  can  produce  rucIi  magic  nicludicN,  must 
|KMMn  deep  and  powerful  feelingH. 

July  l8Th. 

I  was  deceived  in  my  anticipntiouH  of  hcMii^  ablt*  to 
pursue  my  closer  obHervatiunH  on  the  gloomy  nt-igli- 
bour  of  liamm.  lie  came  ncvertbcIcsH  to  KarlsforH 
almost  the  entire  company  were  already  asMpmbledy  and 
his  entrance  created  a  xort  of  aonKution.  An  uiiplc;iHunt 
feeling  thrilled  through  me,  when  I  b(>lu>lfl  tlie  tall 
figure  in  black,  and  noticed  the  almost  threat  cuing  ex- 
pression of  his  frowning  eyebrowK  on  Imh  ciitraiirc. 
Ma  ehire  m^re,  who  whh  in  full  drcKH,  and  ri>ally  looked 
very  well,  walked  up  to  him  majestically,  and  (IcIivcnMl 
tt  pretty  stately  French  addross  to  liini,  which  the 
stranger,  however,  n])peared  to  understand  hk  litth!  as  if 
she  had  8poken  Li'plandiHh.  lie  stood  ininioval)le,  with 
down-cast  eyes,  and  spoke;  after  she  bad  finisiied,  a 
few  words  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  which  1  did  not  bear, 
made  a  profound  bow,  and  withdrew  (|Mickly.  I  be- 
Jieve  that  ma  there  m^re  was  not  vctry  nnicb  ediiied  by 
the  foreign  inditeness,  which  she  bad  fornieily  ho 
greatly  extolled,  luid,  oh  if  infected  by  de  Koniilly, 
she  also  frowned,  whilst  resuming  her  seat.  A  nionn>nt 
afterwards  a  strange  movement  nrose  in  one  corner  of 
the  room.  The  gentlemen  crowded  together,  and  wIiimi 
the  group  opened,  Uomilly  was  seen  pale  as  death* 
and  almost   uneoiiscious,  supported  by  two  others,  at* 

I*       VOL.    I. 
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ten)])ti:iur  to  leave  the  room.  Bjiini  followed  thenif  and 
fna  chcr*'  mi-re  oiiered  everything  the  house  could  affonl 
tor  the  service  of  the  sick  man.  After  a  while  she 
went  to  hiin,  taking  nic  with  her. 

Mr.  de  Ilomily  sat  on  one  end  of  the  sofii — ^he  ap- 
peared to  have  recovered  himself,  but  covered  his  face 
with  his  pocket-handkerchief.  lie  replied  with  a  low 
dull  voice  to  ma  c/tdre  mere's  friendly  enquiries,  com- 
plained of  a  violent  head-ache,  and  said  that  he  found 
it  necessary  to  go  home,  as  his  head-ache  rendered  him 
perlectly  unfit  for  society.  Ma  ch^re  mire  said  all  that 
a  polite  hosteM  is  accustomed  to  say  on  such  occasions; 
the  stranger  merely  bowed  his  head  in  mute  thanks, 
and  we  left  him  after  ma  chdre  mdre  had  entrusted  him 
into  Bjorns  care ;  soon  after  we  heard  him  drive  o£ 

Now  a  few  words  on  the  pleasures  of  tlie  day.  I 
begin  with  skipping  over  the  dinner,  which  like  all 
grand  dinners,  was  somewhat  dull.  Ma  chh-e  m^re  was 
not  in  good  humour,  and  this  had  its  effect  upon  uf 
all.     Therefore  I  pass  to  the  evening. 

Mrs.  v.  P.  had  saluted  me  on  her  arrival  with 
short  gracious  nodding  of  her  head,  but  did  not  troub' 
liersd'lf  any  furtiier  about  me ;  whilst  she  )>aid  partic 
l.ir  attention  to  Jane  Alariju      The  latter  played  Y 
difficult  i)iet:c  by  Herz,  viz. : — the  "  ciiftnil  de  batailli 
and  warlike  it  is,  tiiat,  one  must  confess,  as  well 
that  Iifr  execution  of  it  is  excellent.     After  she 
tinishcd,    Miss  v.  P.,  ran   up  to  her  and  cxclaii 
•'  Charming!    charming  I  *'  —  our  modern  couipi 
alone  are  ca))able  of  writing  things  of  this  kind.    ^ 
effect,  wiiat  colouring.     Weber  is  odd,  Rossini  is 
poor  in  melody,  but  Meyerbeer  excells  both.   He 
to  speak f  "  le  prince  de  la  itiusii(Nf .'" 


,nimicWB       .     Serena.   »"     .       ^ur  V\vV»  I 
Serena  tei      ^^.  ^,^^^j,^  ^  »  J 

;^r.e^ed  to  «---»• 
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to  the  brothers  Stalmark,  who  had  been  titttng  togeChe 
with  some  other  gentlemen  in  one  comer  of  the  room 
where  they  talked  of  horses   and  dogs;    then  fton 
these  toseyeral  corpulent  landed  proprieton ;  march 
ing  again  from  these,  he  was  intercosted  by  Bfrs.  t.  P,  snd 
was  obliged,  for  his  sins,  to  hear  her  deliver  a  disoonrM 
on  the  arts  and  sciences.    At  length  he  tore  away  fton 
her,  and  remained  with  Serena,  in  whose  sgreesbk 
company  he  appeared  to  feel :  **  Here  I  like  to  bft" 
Meanwhile  I  received  a  lesson  from  my  firiend  Bistt 
Kaijsa,  on  her  servant's  domestic  management ;  gmr. 
sleepy  over  it,  and  sought  up  the  patriarchs,  witfawbfltf 
1  commenced  the  introduction  to  my  great  scheme  "of 
Serena's  fortnight's  stay  at  Rosenvik."     The  accoia- 
plisliment  of  it  did  not  appear  impossible.    SucceH 
to  eloquence !     Miss  Hellevi  Hausgiebel  had  been  pre- 
vented by  a  prior  invitation,  from  being  present  tt  tfct 
banquet  at  Karlsfors.  This,  ma  chire  mire*s  ill-humoVi 
and  the  great  heat  without  and  within,  were  the  csB* 
of  the  want  of  any  particular  spirit  pervading  thea** 
pany.    A  fter  Serena  had  set  out  with  her  grand-psresK 
which  they  did  rather  early,  the  dulness  graduiIiyiB' 
creased,  and  I  was  glad  when  I  found  myself  oi'' 
more  in  the  coach  with  my  Bjom,   on  the  way  to  <0 
agreeable  Rosenvik. 

July  ink 
Oh,  that  stupid,  obstinate,  cruel,  infamous,  detf^ 
able, — you  shall  hear  who  ?  Cousin  S  tellan  had  ridd* 
yesterday  .afternoon  into  the  town  to  pay  the  Dshh* 
visit.  Bjorn,  and  I,  were  glad  to  be  alone ;  he  ^ 
taken  his  tools,  1  had  placed  my  little  work-table  B* 
the  sofa,  and  opened  the  third  part  of  the  "Wsttfc" 
Tower  in  Koatven,*'  wViic\x  1  -w^a  Trading  to  Pjora.  ^ 
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rmi  to  me  Co  be  a  meet  horrible  book,  and  I  cannot 
tter  deacribe  the  imprenLon  it  made  upon  me  than  in 
om'a  tenn  *  choking.'  The  only  good  lesson,  which  in 
f  opinion,  may  be  derived  from  it, — (I  have  run  it 
er  to  the  end),  is :  to  feel  what  moral  incongruity 
B  life  of  many  men  and  many  things  would  exhibit  here 
on  earth,  were  we  not  to  look  beyond  the  grave  as 
}  solution  of  the  problem,  for  the  continuation  of  the 
itory.     I,  for  my  part,  would  gladly  throw  the  book 

0  the  fire,  but  Bjdm  is  determined  that  we  should 
id  it  to  the  end.  I  believe  that  horrible  things  like 
!se  are  still  a  little  amusement  to  him.  But  now 
tin  to  the  sofa,  to  the  table,  to  the  book.  Just  when 
ras  on  the  point  of  commencing  to  read,  my  eye 
ppencd  to  glance  at  the  window.  The  foliage  of  tlie 
ringa's  rustled  in  the  wind,  the  swans  flapped  their 
ite  wings,  the  clouds  moved  slowly  towards  the 
?Mt ;  every  thing  seemed  to  me  to  beckon,  and  to 
isper,  "Come  out,  come  outl"  And  an  incon- 
vable  desire  impelled  me  to  go  out  into  the  o])en 
amidst  the  verdure.     I  took  hold  of  Hjorn's  enr, 

1  whispered  to  him  my  wish.  He  grumbled  a  little, 
etched  himself,  but  got  u])  after  awhile,  and  took 

hat.  Kind  Bjiirn!  I  soon  had  my  bonnet  and 
iwl  in  my  hand,  and  took  my  Bjorn  under  my  amu 
St  when  we  were  about  stepping  out  of  the  front  door, 
looked  about  him  with  a  sort  of  long  face,  as  if  he  had 
iptten  something ;  and  I,  who  need  very  well  under- 
nd  all  his  looks,  quickly  took  his  pipe,  filled  it  niy- 
f,  struck  a  light  and  lighted  it,  to  Bjiirn's  great 
Bsure.  Bjiirn  had  a  mind  tu  look  about  him  in  the 
'k  at  llamm.     We  procured  a  rower,  and  had  a  com- 
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fortable  and  cool  passage  acrow  the  calm  lake.  Bjom 
putied  die  smoke  out  of  his  pipe  in  great  volumes,  I 
sang  little  barcaroles,  thus  we  travelled  over  almost  a 
mile,  and  landed  at  llamm*8  shady  banks.  We  got 
ashore  at  a  tolerable  distance  from  the  house,  and  arm 
in  arm  we  walked  into  the  iine  gloomy  park.  I  felt 
myKclf  happy,  happy  in  walking  clasped  to  Bjdm*s 
arm  in  the  lonely  forest,  to  feel  the  fresh,  pleasant 
breezes  playing  about  my  face,  to  know  Bjom  to  be  so 
kind,  and  to  see  the  sky  so  bri{<ht  above  us.  He  like- 
wise was  happy  to  walk  with  his  wile  amidst  the  recol- 
lections of  Iiis  childhood ;  he  looked  about,  drew  breath 
deeply,  and  said,  whilst  pressing  my  ann  to  him,  quite 
softly : 

"  How  splendid !" 

And  do  you  know,  Maria,  if  Bjorn  says  one  word,  it 
conveys  more  than  a  hundred  from  the  lips  uf  others. 
Thus,  we  continued  to  proceed  further  into  the  wood 
The  lofty,  thickly  foliaged  trees,  tlie  shadows,  the  still- 
ness, tlie  recollections,  which  seemed  to  dwell  unde 
these  shades,  and  the  picture  of  the  gloomy  hermit 
Ilannn,  which  involuntarily    stepped    forward   as  t 
genius  of  the  place,  all  contributed  to  solemnize  ( 
minds.     But  in  walking  further  we  heard  at  first  a  c 
fused  sound,  and  then  more  and  more  distinct  stui 
ing,  as  of  wild  horses,  which  a  man  in  vain  strivi 
g(;t  the  mastery  of.     I  am  no  friend  of  unmanagi 
horses ;  but   Bjorn  seemed  to  take  a  delight  in  i' 
he  ran  with  me,  to  the  spot  where  the  noise  wasl 
\Vc  came  to  an  open  ])Iace,  and  remained,  as  it 
rivetted  to  the  spot  by  the  sight  of  the  wild,  but 
tiful  spectacle.     The  same  man,  and  the  same 
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'horn  we  had  seen  walking  at  lliu  Hide  of  cdrli  other 
n  Micli  Idylian  peace,  wv  now  m.'iw  Hf^fiin,  but  in  tin* 
wildest  conflict.  Tiie  man  ttnt  upon  the  iuM-si-,  and  vviiN 
determined  to  make  it  le:ip  over  a  wide  iliicli.  The 
beautiful  animal  atarted  back.  It  dashed  to  ihr  ri^ht, 
then  to  the  left,  it  pinniped,  it  reared,  and  it  wchiIiI  nut 
take  the  leap.  The  foam  ran  down  from  its  black 
glitterin;/  liody,  but,  like  an  inmiovable  dcx|i(itie  will, 
the  manMit  firm,  chastiMinjr,  encoura<(inrf,  C(Miipi>llin<;. 
The  splendid' animal  displayed  all  the  nia<;fnili<-r>n(-i*  of 
ita  nature  in  thia  wild  contest;  itn  eyes  sp'trklcd,  us 
widely  expanded  nostrilN  ai)])eared  to  stream  forth  Hre, 
whiUt  striking  the  frronnd  with  its  hoofs,  and  emieavonr- 
intr  with  a  hundriMl  powerful  spriniirs  to  escape  liic  leap 
whieh  it  was  unwijiin^r  to  perform.  With  uii])arallcled 
Kkill  the  rider  sat  (inn,  and  bciii  to  tlie  motions  of  ihu 
horse  whilst  he  eurbnlhiui  ;  ami  a^aiii  an<i  ap^ain  was 
the  obstinate  animal  led  back  to  thesanu-  spot,  aii'l  the 
KJinie  contest  followed.  Thus,  ihey  contcudcil  p.isiiivi-ly 
for  the  sjiaee  of  an  hour,  when  the  liorse  appcarcil  to 
^ow  tirrtl,  become  more  (|iiii't,  but  nia'ie  no  aiicMijii  i 
to  siicrnnd)  tothe  will  of  ilsinastrr ;  llichlooil  .viiv.iuicd  j 
down  from  llsflanK,  laccnilcd  by  the  sjinrs.  '1  hi-  inaui 
dibniounted  leaving  the  reins  l.<osc;  tlic  Imrse  sUkk 
Ktill,  and  looked  at  its  master.  Tiie  laidr  look  >oiiie. 
thin^  out  of  hi  A  breast  pocket,  and  pl.ic'HJ  it  a;raiiiNt  ihJ 
fundiead  of  the  animal,  sayinir  in  a  stilleil  voice :  "  Tiii 
IN  thethinl  time  that  we  have  fought  loirethcr.  F; 
well  1"  It  li^rbtened  before  the  horsct's  h<-ad,  a  shot  ^al 
a  rejiort,  and  the  horse  fell  down  at  the  feet  of  if 
m.'iNter.  We  wiw  the  dyimr  head  sln-ichinp;  itself 
towardK   the  latt«'r,  ah  it  were,  ti  carets  him,   hearij 
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deep  groan,  t  en  all  was  still  and  silent.  Bjom  pressed 
my  arm  to  himself  with  such  violence  as  I  had  never 
before  seen  in  him,  struck  his  forehead  with  his  clenched 
fist,  whilst  drawing  himself  back,  he  exclaimed: 

"  It  is  Bruno!     Gracious  Heaven!     Yes,  it  is  he!" 

'*  It  is  Satan,  the  Satan  himself!*'  I  called  out,  in- 
censed. *'  Oh,  Bjom,  let  us  go  away,  far  away  from 
this  frightful  man — I  never  wish  to  see  him  again.*' 

"  It  is  Bruno  !"  repeated  Bjom,  whilst  leading  me 
into  the  wood.  **  Where  had  I  my  eyes  that  I  did  not 
sooner ^but  now  he  was  himself;  wild,  unmanage- 
able at  every  resistance,  and  that  expression  upon  the 
forehead  and  the  mouth.  Bruno  living? — Bruno 
here  ?" 

"  I  wish  he  were  far  enough  from  here !"  cried  I 
vehemently.  "  He  is  a  monster,  not  a  man :  he  will 
murder  us  all  should  we  not  do  according  to  his  mad 
will !"  1  was  violently  excited,  and  was  obliged  to  sit 
down.  Bjom,  also,  was  pale,  and  repeated  with 
mingled  feelings  of  anxiety,  joy,  and  pain,  "  Bruno  re- 
turned !     What,  what  will  his  mother  do  ?" 

"  Ah  !  she  will  not  own  him.  I  wish  he  was  in  Botany 
Bay;  that  is  the  place  for  him." 

*'  You  will  not  wish  that,  Franciska,"  said  Bjom ; 
"Bruno  is  not  bad,  he  has  his  wild  moments,  but  when 
he  is  himself,  he  has,  also,  his  good  ones.  Gentleness 
and  affection  have  an  infinite  control  over  him,  even 
his  very  coming  here,  his  stay  in  this  place,  give 
evidence  of  his  good  feeling." 

Seldom  had  ISjurn  spoken  with  so  much  warmth. 

"  .Vnd  what,  now,  is  to  be  the  end  of  all  this?"  in- 
quired I,  quite  dejected. 
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'  Hf  mint  become  reconciled  to  his  iiiuther,  he  uiiut 

nain  with  us  '* 

'*  That  bandit?— that  murderer?'* 

"  We  ithall  see  :  let  us  wait." 

"  Let  UK  be^ne  from  hence,  dearest,  oilierwisc  liu 
rill  shout  our  brains  out  because  we  are  <itnnc!in^  in  Imm 
fay.  Oh,  let  us  ride  back  to  our  quiet  little  Uusoiivik," 
lod  so  we  did.  To  me  it  seemed  as  if  1  was  toKKi'd  (>ii 
the  stonny  sea,  so  af^tated  and  uneasy  was  I.  When 
we  got  home  we  talked  (i.  e.,  1  talked)  about  what  hat 
happened,  what  cuuld  and  what  ouf^ht  to  be  done 
Bjom  walked  up  and  down  the  room  with  Ihk  handt 
across  his  back,  whilst  be  perpetually  groaned  out, 
*'hm,  hni!"  At  length  I  ai^reed  with  him,  that  we 
had  nothini(  else  to  do  but  keep  cur  discovrry  Kccret, 
■ad  wait  the  event.  Bjorn  never  chmed  an  eye  tlirouf^h- 
out  tliisnifrht,  norl  either,  but  towardH  niorninfr  I  fell 
into  u  Klunilu*r,  and  I  dreamed  that  Hruno  thruKt  a 
dagifer  into  his  mother's  breuMt;  1  heard  her  ]»ene- 
tratingcry:  "My  Mood,  my  own  HeKh  and  blood!'* 
and  saw  her  sink  into  n  dark  abysH.  WIkmi  I  awoke,  I 
was  no  Ktrongly  allected  that  I  wept,  and  a^^ain  I  was 
obliged  to  fi^ive  vent  to  my  indifrnation,  by  ext-lainiini^ 
from  the  bottom  of  my  bean,  ''  Oh,  that  irrational, 
obstinate,  cruel,  detesublc  man  !" 

July  20th. 

No,  1  cannot  detest  him   notwithstanding.     Bruno 
has  a  heart,  although  he  was  cruel  towards  IiIm  horsr 
He  came  yesterday  evening  to  us,  and  when  he  entered 
my  heart  heaved  against  him  like  a  wild  horse,  and 
eould  not  exchange  a  friendly  word  with  him.     T) 
visit  conunenced  with  an  alniast  general  silence ;  but 
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could  see  Bjorn's  brotherly-love  swell  within  him,  asif 
it  could  not  contain  itself  much  longer.  Cousin  Stellan 
had  commenced,  a  .short  time  previous,  to  read  to  us  a 
part  of  Spindler's  "Jew,"  which  he  praised  as  a 
master-piece  of  the  terrific  style.  Bruno's  arrival  in- 
terrupted the  reading,  and  immediately  after,  Stellan 
laid  the  book  aside.  Bruno  perceived  this,  and  begged 
that  if  we  were  occupied  with  reading,  be  might  be 
allowed  to  be  an  auditor. 

Cousin  Stellan  briefly  repeated  the  subject  treated 
of  in  that  p.irt  of  the  book,  related  how  the  Jew  Zodick, 
walkiri<r  already  iu  criminal  paths,  was,  by  a  cruel  act 
of  violence,  baptized  into  a  religion  which  he  abomi- 
nates, by  some  Christian  knights,  and  then  barbarously 
mocked  and  insulted  by  them  ;  how  in  this  sitwition  the 
most  dreadful  desperation  possesses  his  soul,  be  feels 
that  he  is  an  outcast  in  heaven  and  on  earth ;  eveiy 
paradise  closed  to  him.  '*  Must  I,  then,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  be  cursed  i  Cursed  Christians !  You  have  robbed 
me  of  my  soul !  I  curse  you  !  I  swear  against  you 
the  most  terrible  revenge  I"  Here  Stellan  had  left  tiS, 
and  from  here  he  ])roceeded  :  "  This  thought  inspired 
the  unhappy  Zodick,  rent  by  anguish  and  despair,  with 
a  fire,  descending  not  from  heaven,  but  sent  from  hell. 
He  raised  himself  from  the  ground,  looked  wildly  up 
to  the  cliasingclouds,  which  in  vain  whirled  down  thick 
snow-llakes  to  cool  the  glowing  image  of  Moloch. 
*'Tlie  covenant  is  rent,"  cried  he  with  a  yelling  voice; 
he,  the  only  living  being  in  the  still  ice-rain,  "  Samuel, 
Lord  of  the  wilderness !  prince  of  death !  thou  husband 
(if  the  hideous  hag !  T.ihis,  the  mother  of  goblins  and 
of  sin  !  to  thee   F  dedicute  myself.       Protect  me  firoiii 
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he  wrath  of  our  Gml,  ileri'iitl  iiit>  ajraitisi  i\\v  i'mv  of 
fidom,  ivhch  me  to  wii'lil  the  awurd  {iKHiiiKt  that  iaw 
which  in  nniii*  no  Unij^er;  f^niit  iiic*  to  take  Vfii^i'.-mrc 
on  liirael  um  oil  Knuu,  till  thou  one  day  shail  rlaini  :iiy 
spirit,  and  bear  it  henre  in  the  MtorniK  nl'  thy  wrath." 

The  narrative  procii  on  to  relate  how  /mliik  lianU'iis 
hinuifcll  in  the  feelin^Nof  hell.  He  Iu'cohick  iiKin'coni. 
polled,  perceiveH  that  it  niuat  lie  permitted  to  tiic  di*- 
■troyer  oftheiifeto  come,  to  exint  U'low,  iiviiiifdmilily 
in  hia  own  hliKN,  and  in  the  riiin'mn^N  of  othrrN.  He 
teacheH  all  men  to  Ik*  tree  hh  the  birdN;  and  iiitoxifaiid 
with  wild  joy  by  the  frightful  inia^eii  arisinf^  within  his 
Moul,  he  thanka  fate  for  the  event  which  ^avi>  hiin 
itrenifth  to  (piencli  his  thintt  for  revonKc,  and  to  hi*  tin* 
enemy  of  the  whole  Innnan  race. 

*'  Thia  Ik  horrible  !"  crifd  1,  when  Stcllan  had  fiiiisln-d, 
"  but  ia  it  alKo  true  ?  1m  it  not  one  of  those  iuin^cs  uhirh 
niotlern  romuneeH  mo  often  conjure  up,  hut  wiiiili  ha\r 
no  counterpart  in  reality?  (Irinws  and  criniinals  1  r.iii 
conceive,  but  not  thi.*  hardeni'd  niiKaiiihro]ii.st,  not  .-i 
devil  in  human  nature." 

"  And  for  hm  miieh  aH  it  in  natural  throun|\(»iit,"  saitij 
Bnino,  emphatically,  "  the  Kinncr  hinisi'lf  iH-cdmrs 
devil  when  hope  haM  Ifft  him." 

**  Hut,  why  KhonId  it  abandon  him,"  Haid  lljorii,  witij 
that  couHdenee  which  mo  well  luTomcK  the  pure  in  hi'ii 
"  Who  iM  there  who  should  not  hope  /" 

**(-un  you,"  asked  Ihuno  in    a    iouv.  of  ri']>ru:i(J 
"roll  away  the  burden  of  n'morsc  and  anguish  frnin  i 
human  brcaMt,  ko  that  it  should  open  to  hojtc  f     ci 
you  hinder  the  paHNion  from  deKtroyin;{  and  di'solatin^ 
Hope?     Take    then  out    (»f  this  worlil  puiiishmt>i 
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which  are  ten  fold  better  than  even  am  desenres ;  let 
words  be  again  unspoken,  which,  once  uttered,  bum  in 
the  soul  for  ever." 

The  brothers  Stalmark,  who  were  crossing  the  yard 
in  hunting  dresses,  followed  by  a  pack  of  bounds,  here 
beckoned  Stellan  away.  He  was,  (or  wbhed  to  be), 
hungry  for  the  chase,  and  left  us.  He  therefore  heaxil 
nothing  of  the  bitter  reply,  which  in  my  anger  against 
Bruno  on  account  of  the  horse  and  other  things,  I  thus 
made  to  him.  ' 

**  Banish  pride,  rage,  and  resentment  from  the  human 
soul,  and  you  will  see  that  punishment  corrects,  and 
misfortune  and  suffering  purify  the  soul,  and  lead  to 
humility  and  hope." 

"  Punishment !"  interrupted  Bruno  with  a  melan- 
choly vehemence.  **  Believe  me  there  are  sins  which 
no  punishment  can  correct;  there  are  natures  which 
severity  hardens  moro  and  more.  They  plunge  con- 
tinually deeper  into  their  hearts  the  point  of  the  sword 
which  is  set  against  them.  Would  you  rescue  such  a 
criminal  from  sinking  into  eternal  perdition  7  Would 
you  change  the  heart  within  his  breast  ?  then  extend  to 
him  your  hand  in  love,  pardon  him,  though  he  may  not 
deserve  it ;  but  cast  him  not  out,  abandon  him  not  A 
heart  may  for  a  long  time  be  irresolute  between  good  and 
evil,  long  it  may  continue  in  a  state  fit  for  repentance ; 
but  the  time  comes  when  it  may  turn  to  stone  for  ever. 
When  the  only  bosom  after  which  it  longs  remains  closed 
to  it,  then  the  Eden  of  life  is  closed  to  him  for  ever; 
when  a  dreadful  unatoned-for  remembrance  perpetually 
recurs,  returns  unceasingly,  day  and  night,  every  hour, 
every  minute  falls  upon  a  soul  like  a  shower  of  ice,  then 
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Ulel  terrible  I  terrible!*' 
lo  bid  hii  forehad  in  his  bands,  and  appeared  to 
nrgotten  us  and  all  around  bim.  The  thunder- 
on  bis  temples  was  sharp  and  full.  After  awhile 
edup  with  a  loving  gaze,  and  proceeded :  *'  And 
lucb  cirtumstances  can  man  become  virtuous, 
ad  hope. — (He  laughed  bitterly.) — Ah  1  ye  good, 
py  ones,  go  out  into  the  world,  visit  tlie  prisons, 
leys,  cast  a  scrutinizing  eye  into  those  hearts 
nore  than  the  bodies  are  chained,  and  then  8]>cak 
improvement  There  are  furies  in  life,  in  the 
the  sayings  of  antiquity  about  them  are  no  fie- 
**  Go  out  to  those  poKHCHscd  by  furies  and  ])reach 
f  you  have  courage  to  do  so." 
S|  by  Heaven !"  cried  BJorn,  stamping,  as  it 
Dgrily  upon  the  ground,  althougli  the  tears  stood 
ye,  '*  Yes,  I  will  preach  hope  in  dungeons,  on  the 
and  on  the  sea !  I  will  cry  into  the  earn  of  the 
nalefactor  ;  I  will  proclaim  it  beyond  death,  be- 
te grave — into  endless  eternity  will  I  proclaim  it, 
!  I  hope  ye  !" 

promises  boldly,  but  he  is  right,"  thouglit  I, 
1  and  pleased  with  my  Ujorn. 
mid  you  also,"  said  Bruno,  slowly,  and  his 
I  grew  pale,  whilst  he  leaned  his  head  on  liis 
'  speak  of  hope  to  him  who  has  received  and 
I  the  curse  of  his  father  and  his  mother?" — His 
rew  faint  at  these  last  words. 
I,  in  the  name  of  all  heaven  1 "  cried  Bjorn, 
;ntly,  and  proceeded  with  a  tone  and  a  manner 
bra  moment  quite  amazed  me :  to  what  purpose 
loubts   and  lamentations,  and  this  despairing 
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wretchedness  in  a  man  and  a  cliristian  ?     Why  have 
you  come  hither  to  disturb  our  peace  with  it  ?  " 

'J'he  blood  rose  into  Bruno's  face,  whilst  he  cast  an 
inquirinpr  look  at  Bjom. 

Bjorn  looked  quite  incensed  and  furious,  whilst  he 
crit'd,  "  J  must  confesj«  that  I  find  it  very  strange,  that 
you  as  a  stranfror,  come  into  my  peaceful  house  and 
disturb  our  tranquillity  by  remarks  on  dungeons, 
p^allcys,  furies,  and  by  detesuible  arguments  which  we 
have  no  inclination  to  hear." 

Bruno  rose  jiHtonisded,  wounded  and  proud,  and 
fixed  his  strange,  i>enetrating,  piercing  looks  at  Bjcini; 
he  then  cast  them  down,  and  with  a  voice,  betraying 
smothered  pain  and  anger,  he  said,  "  1  have  disturbed 
your  rest  ?  I  will  do  so  no  more.  Farewell ! "  be 
bowed  to  me,  and  walked  towards  the  door.  Bjom 
followed  him,  whilst  he  cried  still  louder;  "Yes,  I 
find  it  wonderful,  singular,  inexplicable,  and  almost 
unpardonable,  that  you  as  a  stranger  should  come  here, 
talk  of  wretchedness,  helpless  misery  and  despair,  and 
this  in — "  here  Bjorn  suddenly  laid  his  hand  on 
Bruno's  arm,  when  the  latter  paused  at  the  door,  with 
a  countenance  as  if  all  the  lightenings  of  the  world 
would  flame  out  of  his  soul, — *'  in  the  house  of  a  brother, 
which  is  also  your  house,  before  a  friend  who  would  do 
all  that  he  could  for  Bruno  \  yes,  it  is  unpardoniible  1'* 
Bjorn  held  him  in  his  arms,  pressed  him  to  his  honest 
breast.  The  storm  sul)sided  into  the  harmony  of  love. 
Bruno  was  trans])nrted.  Pale,  and  burning  by  turns 
he  betrayed  a  thousand  contending  feelings.  lie  abaii 
doned  himself  at  last  to  a  flood  of  overwhehning  tender 
ness,  he  jireFstd  his  brother  with  ardour  to  his  breai 
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■gain  and  again,  whiltt  he  said  with  a 

•ice:  **  Brother  I  brother! I^irt 

.  .  can  you  still  remember  me  f  will  you 
edge  and  love  me  as  formerly  ?  *' 
*' — sobbed    Bjom,  with  a  Toice  choked 
'be  still!  Come,  here  is  my  wife.    M'e 

embrace  her." 

hat  the  ghost  of  the  horse  had  quite  van- 
ly  thoughts,  I  sat  weeping  at  tlie  sieht  of 
;  of  the  brothers,  and  on  Bruno's  approach- 
ered  roy  cheek  to  him.  He  kissed  also 
1  embraced  Bjom  again.  His  warm  lov* 
imed  forth  from  his  eyes,  and  animated 
rson.  I  felt  afiecuon  for  him  at  this  mo- 
had  scarcely  begun  to  be  somewhat  c(mi- 

we  unexpectedly  heard  cousin   Stellon 

"  Secrecy  1 "  said  Bruno  softly  and  em- 
^e  feigned  to  be  as  indifferent  and  calm  av 
runo  remained  mute  for  a  time  after  Htol- 
at  length  he  said :  "  One  of  my  people  at 
tiprorously  ill.     May  I  request  you  to  pay 

Doctor  Werner;  I  should  have  likod  it 
ling,  yet — but  if  not,  perhaps  to-morrow?" 
s  evening  1  '*  replied  Bjbrn,  "  and  the 
'tter,  before  it  gets  too  late." 
zdiately  proposed  to  go,  and  Bjbrn  begped 
one,  whilst  taking  leave  of  me,  not  to  be 
should  stop  somewhat  late  at  night. 
1  alone  with  cousin  Stcllan,  who  must  have 

nmst  tiresome  companion  in  the  world, 
itK  were  far  distant  from  him,  and  although 
mch   of   Serena,   I  remained  mute  and 
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Bjom  did  not  come  home  before  midnight,  and  in- 
formed me  as  follows : — From  Bruno's  papers,  and  his 
own  words,  it  is  manifest,  that  he  has  served  for  a  con- 
siderable period  in  the  Portuguese  war.  On  the  le- 
establishment  of  peace,  he  took  his  leave,  travelled  to 
the  West  Indies,  entered  into  partnership  with  a 
planter,  and  made  his  fortune  in  trade.  He  became 
rich,  led  for  many  years  a  very  busy  and  active  lifie, 
partly  in  the  plantations,  partly  in  traveL  Buthia 
longing  after  his  native  country,  the  wish  to  become 
reconciled  with  his  mother,  seized  him  with  increasing 
vehemence,  and  rose  at  length  to  such  a  pitch,  that 
life  became  worthless  to  him.  He  resolved  to  liberate 
himself  from  the  curse  which  persecuted  him  like 
the  furies.  He  travelled  under  his  assumed  name  to 
Sweden,  and  came  to  Ramm.  Here  he  made  in- 
quiries as  to  his  mother's  state  of  mind.  He  ascer- 
tained her  condition  after  his  flight,  how  she  had  since 
banished  every  recollection  of  his  name — and  his 
soul  was  filled  with  dark  despair.  It  appeared  to  pain 
Bruno  to  speak  on  this  subject,  and  he  interrupted 
himself  with  these  words : — "  No  matter,  I  must  venture 
a  trial,  when,  I  cannot  say,  let  us  not  talk  of  it  till  by 
and  bye." — If  he  succeeds  in  his  hopes,  then  he  intends 
bringing  over  his  great  fortune  to  Sweden,  to  pur- 
chase Ramm,  aid  to  settle  there.  Should  he  fail,  then 
lie  goes  back  to  the  West  Indies,  and  will  be  dead  to 
his  family  and  his  father-land. 

Such  is  the  state  of  things.  How  will  it  succeed  I 
Bjom  has  said  to  his  brother  "  hope,"  and  at  the  same 
time  the  knowledge  of  his  mother's  character  made 
him  very  unhappy  respecting  the  issue.  Notwithstand- 


^ixeu  mm.'  Druno  uiusueu,  aim  saui : 
unfortunate  moment ;  I  had  determined  to 
i  issue  of  my  fa^e  in  the  leap  over  the  ditch 
; :  and  I  longed  to  put  the  future  to  the 

my  horse's  resistance  was  not  to  be  con- 
rew  enraged,  but  I  repent  of  wliat  I  liave 
"hen  he  is  at  least  a  man,"  I   exclaimed, 

be  not  a  rational  one." 
goud  Maria !  what  is  all  this  to  end  in  ? 
irudent  son,  an  inflexible  mother,  who  has 
)f  fire,  and  between  them  both  such  recol- 
{ow  is  this  to  succeed  !  what  result  may  we 
dcipate!  Bjom,  who  speaks  so  much  of 
18  but  little  in   his  looks.     God  help  us 
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X. 

EIGHTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA   WERNER   TO   MARIA   If. 

Roeenvik,  July  18. 

I  have  been  so  busy,  so  animated  and  happy  for 
several  days  past,  that  I  had  forgotten  care  and  anxiety, 
the  threatening  future,  and — forgive  me,  dear  Maria — 
almost  my  pen  too.  I  have  lived  and  revelled  too 
much  in  the  present.  Serena  has  been  with  me,  and 
remains  so  still.  My  plans  have  succeeded ;  I  tyia^ 
nised  over  Bjorn,  he  tyranised  over  the  patriarchs,  and 
I  obtained  Serena,  with  the  permission  to  be  allowed 
to  keep  her  a  whole  week,  and  perhaps  still  longer, 
with  me. 

How  happy  I  felt  on  the  evening  when  she  came.  It 
seemed  to  me  as  if  I  had  received  a  dear  younger  siiter 
into  the  house,  to  whom  I  was  to  be  as  a  mother.  How 
pleased  I  was  to  set  betnre  her  my  eggs,   my  butter 
my  fresh- baked  rye-bread,  and  in  the  evening  to  drav 
the  pure  white  drapery  over  her  bed,  which  is  put  u 
in  the  drawing-room.     In  the  morning  we  had  made 
a  point  of  always  rising  early  ;  have  drank  milk  fini 
Auduinbla,    then  walked  into  the  birch-wood,  whe 
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Bjtfm  had  cauied  winding  walki  to  be  made,  lo  that  it 
is  now  like  a  little  park.  I  have  imbibed  air  and  fra- 
grant odoun  in  her  company,  and  seen  her  daily  grow 
stronger  and  more  beautifid.  We  have  been  reading, 
working,  singing  and  chatting,  and  every  thing  ac- 
quirea  in  Serena's  company  a  new  and  increased 
charm. 

On  Wednesday,  there  was  a  coffee  and  tea-party,  at 
the  Bird-cage.  A  spirited  ftt€  I  Lively  and  cheer- 
ful, like  the  hostess,  and  with  whom  body  and  mind 
were  alike  agreeably  regaled.  It  is  a  fine  thing  to  have 
a  museum. 

On  the  Friday  following,  there  was  an  elegant  dis- 
play at  Doctor  Werner's.      Rosenvik  cannot  vie  with 
the  Bird-cage ;  it  has,  nevertheless,  as  ma  cMre  mPre 
deasantly  expressed  herself  about  its  hostess,  (excuse 
ly  egotism !)  its  little  charms.    Being  the  first  time 
f  my  receiving  a  large  party,  I  was  a  little  fearful 
hether  every  thing  would  go  off  well,  especially  on 
idm's  account,  as  it  was  my  earnest  wish  he  should 
satisfied  with  "  my  wife."     Fortunately  every  thing 
«sed  off  admirably  ;  the  only  misfortune  was,  that  I 
I  already  prepared  Bjom  a  few  days  previous  to  ex- 
t  that  at  the  banquet  he  should  be  graced  with  a 
1  of  sweet-cake,  which  should  quite  melt  in  the 
th.      Unfortunately  my  sugar-cakes  had  melted 
idy  in  the  oven,  so  that  the  mouth  did  not  get  the 
taste  of  them.       But  as  for  the  rest,  every  thing 
charming;   and  my  friends  very  well  satisfied. 
Maria  played  her  difficult  piece  by  Hcrz  ;  I  sang 
1  things;    and  then  there  was  dancing  to  the 
All  were  merry. 
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After  our  visitors  had  left  us,  Bjom  mnd  I  walked  np 
and  down  the  saloon,  and  congratulated  ourselves  thiu 
every  thing  had  gone  off  so  well,  and  that  our  guests 
had  found  our  house  so  pleasant. 

"  And  how  they  all  liked  the  lemonade!  "  cried  I. 

"  And  the  sweet-cakes  too  1 "  ciied  Bjom,  with  a 
horrible  grimace,  "  which  so  melted  in  the  mouth,  that 
one  could  not  even  taste  them! "  Unfortunate  sweet-^ 
cakes ! 

The  most  happy  and  agreeable  days,  however,  are 
those  we  have  spent  alone  at  Rosenvik ;  we  have  then 
always  taken  our  supper  at  Svano."  Cousin  Stellan  is 
aux  petitt  soins  for  Serena.  Come,  come,  cousin 
Stellan ! 

We  have  spent  a  few  evenings  at  Karlsfors,  (Since 
her  misfortune,  ma  chire  mire  accepts  no  invitations.) 
Ma  chere  mire  is  very  kind  and  pleasant  towards  me ; 
she  almost  calls  me  "  Thou,"  and  «  Child."  And 
when  we  are  in  very  happy  mood,  I  call  her  "  Modier," 
which  seems  to  please  her  very  much.  Notwithstand- 
ing there  is  no  confidence  existing  betvreen  us ;  she 
does  not  invite  me  to  it;  and,  besides,  I  am  afraid  of 
the  "  Idol  of  Berlichingen  "  in  her. 

Ebba  departed  with  her  husband  on  Saturday, 
was  sorry  for  it ;  I  had  become  attached  to  her  latterh 
Tliere  is  so  much  naturally  good  in  her,  and  by  a  wii 
treatment  of  her  on  Peter's  part  it  will  develope  itar 
more  and  more.     Her  tears  on  our  parting  evinc 
to  me  that  she  was  not  indifferent  towards  me     ^ 
promised  to  correspond  with  each  other. 

The  2nd  Angof 

I    have  permission  to  retain    Serena  a  fortn' 
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Tha  kind  old  Dahlt  arrived  here  yesterday, 
pleaaure  to  witneaa  how  Scvena  flew  into  their 
i  how  the  waa  embraced  by  them  with  4ieart- 
ion.  They  were  happy  to  see  Serena's  bloom- 
ka,  and  to  hear  her  improvement  in  sing- 
boasted  of  her,  as  much  as  the  best  aunt 
)  And  they  themselves  persuaded  the  sweet 
imply  with  Bjam's  advice,  and  my  earnest  in- 
It  appeared  to  be  difficult  to  leave  the  old 
It  length  she  consented  to  the  general  request, 
I  the  gainer  of  fourteen  more  happy  days, 
en  Jane  Maria  and  me  all  is  hannony  again, 
i  interests  me  to  converse  with  her  ;  and  her 
talent  is  really  rare.  I  fancy  uIho,  that  sincn 
eparture  she  in  more  amiable  than  previouHly. 
ever  was  a  proper  understanding  between 
It  is  with  some  men  as  with  certain  witncRses. 
itself  may  be  very  well,  but  when  they  come 
,  they  confront  each  other,  and  appear  to  mutu- 
vantage.  Jane  Maria  grows  more  and  more 
il  towards  ma  ehtre  mire ;  who,  on  her  part, 
.n  her  stiffness  towards  her,  but  still — cHpeci- 
omestic  affairs — keeps  herself  somewhat  re- 
Jane  Maria  has  real  merit,  as  a  wife ;  and  she 
n  Jacques  are  very  well  satisfied  with  each 

rto  I  have  only  given  you  sun-shine,  but  now 
cloud,  and  the  cloud  is — Bruno.  Bruno  has 
.'n  here  in  the  evening.  I  do  not  know  how  it 
,  but  I  grow  nervous,  whenever  ho  enters ;  1 
if  some  wicked  power  had  its  dwelling  within 
1  that  he  would  bring  some  sorrow  with  him. 
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The  warm  sun-beam  which  broke  forth  so  beautifblly 
in  his  character,  when  he  found  himself  recognized  and 
embraced  by  Bjom  has  vanished  with  that  moment 
His  thunder-cloud  nature  has  regained  its  predomi- 
nance, and  Bruno  is  gloomy  and  reserved.  This  sin- 
gular man  has,  nevertheless,  a  secret  influence  over  us 
all.  I  fear  Serena  feels  it  deeper  than  I  could  wish, 
although  I  cannot  assert  it  with  certainty.  Bruno,  on 
the  other  hand,  appears  to  be  evidently  thoroughly  in- 
terested in  her.  He  looks  at  her,  listens  to  and  watches 
for  every  word  proceeding  from  her  lips,  as  one  listens 
to  a  music,  of  which  one  does  not  like  to  lose  a  single 
sound.  Serena  is  kind  and  gentle  towards  him,  and 
so,  by-the-bye,  is  she  also  towards  Stellan;  but  to 
whom  is  she  not  so  ?  I  think,  however,  I  have  per- 
ceived her  betraying  a  sort  of  embarrassment  towards 
Bruno,  which  she  does  not  manifest  towards  Stellan, 
and  that  is  no  good  omen.  Perhaps  this  is  a  natural 
consequence  of  the  dissimilar  nature  and  character  of 
these  men  ;  even  I  myself  am  not  quite  at  ease  when 
associating  with  Bruno.  I  should  not  like  to  see 
cither  of  them  the  husband  of  Serena,  but  Stellan 
rather  than  Bruno. 

The  0th  August 
Aha,  cousin  Stellan !  Is  this  the  state  of  affairs  ? 
Only  think,  dearest  Maria,  our  former  mairiage- 
despiser  has  actually  been  sitting  here  for  a  whole 
hour,  talking  of  nothing  else  but  of  the  happiness  of « 
suitable  union,  of  the  comforts  and  joys  which  may  b< 
found  in  domestic  life ;  followed  by  sighs  and  melan 
choly  looks  and  confessions,  that  he  also  would  regar 
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greatett  happinen  to  settle  down  to  domevtic 
I  a  really  amiable  and  well-informed  wife.  But 
ed  bim  with  some  of  his  former  objections, 
ousin  Stellan,  the  nasty  paste  ?  But,  cousin 
the  scouring-buckets  ?  Your  wife  will  be 
to  have  some  scouring  in  the  house?  But, 
tellan,  the  screaming  of  children  ?  All  little 
—even  those  of  the  best- bred  psrcnts — do  cry. 
tn,  the  apple,  which  is  found  in  all  Camilies,  &c" 
wai  now  prepared  with  replies  on  all  these 
Lhe  principal  of  which  was,  that  in  the  catio  of 
prudent  and  amiable  wife  all  earthly  discom- 
g[ht  be  looked  upon  as  fleeting  clouds,  whicii 
ear  for  a  moment  and  vanish  in  a  bright  utnioH- 
I  was  perfectly  of  the  same  opinion,  and  ut 
ixprcBscd  myself  to  that  efTect  *'  Yes,"  said 
"  one  only  perceives  this  clearly ;  only  when 
it  last  a  person,  who,  by  her  lovely,  hamioniouR 
r,  spreads  lustre  and  rapture  all  around  her. 
n  alone  that  a  man  feels  that  the  mind  can  in- 
:he  external  world,  that  his  circumstances  are 
is  controul.'* 

,  so  it  is,  cousin  Stellan ;  and  I  confess,  that  I 
ng  since  anticipated  this  revolution  in  your 

7  SO  7"  inquired  Stellan,  binshing. 

fess,  that  one  of  our  neighbours  has  cnpocially 

ited  to  exhibit  the  picture  of  domestic  life  and 

>ny  to  you  in  a  more  attractive  light" 

— well,  yes,  perhaps !     I  cannot  dispute  it." 

ive  long  since  noticed  it ;  I  am  not  surprised  at 

u»in  Stellan.     You  could  not  contemplate  Miss 
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Hellevi  Hausgicbel  and  her  Bird-cage,  with  feelings 
of  indifference." 

"  What  ?  Whom  ?  How?"  he  started  up,  quite  scared, 
and  looked  at  me  with  dire  consternation.  I  was  obliged 
to  laugli.  Stellan  grew  angry,  and  said :  "  You  are 
jesting,  Franciska,  and  that  is  not  kind  from  you.** 

**  Forgive  me,  Stellan,**  said  I ;  **  but  do  con- 
fess that  the  Bird-cage  possesses  none  of  those  annoy- 
ances, which  appear  so  great  in  your  eyes ;  there  never 
can  be  any  smell  of  '  nasty  glue*  tliere,  and  scouring 
certainly  only  occurs  once  a  year  there ;  besides  this, 
Miss  Hellevi  is  a  person,  with  whom  life  never  can 
become  irksome  and  tedious.** 

"  Heaven  keep  me !  Her  unceasing  vivacity  gives 
me  the  cholera ;  eight  days  at  the  Bird-cage — and  I 
should  be  a  corpse,  from  mortification ;  she  might  then 
embalm  me,  and  think  herself  lucky,  in  getting  me,  in 
the  shape  of  a  mummy,  for  her  museum.  No  thank 
you,  cousin  Franciska !  you  may  look  about  in  some 
other  quarter.** 

"  I  have  done  so  too,  cousin,  but  then  some  great 
But  has  come  in  the  way ;  she  is  charming  indeed — 
but  she  is — lame  !'* 

"The  celebrated,  fair  La  Vallierwas  lame  too!'* 

"  Ah,  that's  true,  and  alters  the  case  very  materially 
wuh  people  at  Court,"  said  I  aside. 

*•  But  she  seems,  however,  to  have  a  greater  fiuilt, 
which  I  abominate  in  a  female!" 

"  Heaven  forbid !  and  what  is  it  ?" 

"  She  appears  to  me  to  be  phlegmatic, — there  is  a 
calmness  in  her  demeanour  which  borders  on  indif- 
ference,— this  is  a  great  defect  in  a  female !" 
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**  You  attonish  me,  Stellan ;  I  have  never  observed 
my  coolness  in  Serena  1" 

<*  Still  I  believe  that  she  possesses  it  How  glad 
(bonid  I  be  to  find  myself  mistaken,  for  she  is  indeed 
noat  fascinating ;  but  icy  natures  are  a  chilling  sort  of 
Jiing  after  all."  Cousin  Stellan  repeated  this  in  a 
Mtnral  and  tolerably  indifierent  tone,  whilst  he  rose 
md  walked  ouL 

Ah,  Cousin  !  you  are  very  cunning— but  you  can't 
leceive  me !  I  see  very  well  how  matters  sUnd.  Stel- 
an  wants  me  to  pump  out  Serena's  heart,  and  then  to 
ell  him  whether  it  beats  warm  or  cool  for  him.  In 
he  first  case,  he  will  come  forward  with  confidence ;  in 
he  second,  retreat  behind  "  the  great  fault  in  a  fe- 
nale ;"  and  then  he  endangers  neither  his  equanimity 
K>r  his  dignity.  But — is  love  really  at  the  bottom  of 
uch  cautious  conduct  ?  At  all  events,  it  is  amusing 
0  see,  how  the  nasty  glue  can  at  once  turn  sweet ;  I 
hall  indeed  endeavour,  on  the  first  opportunity  I  have, 
0  find  out,  whether  Serena  is  warmly  or  coolly  disposed 
owards  my  nice  cousin.  Whether  I  shall  tell  him 
nything  of  the  result  of  my  investigation,  that  is 
nother  matter. 

August  6th. 

Now  I  know  how  the  land  lies,  and  you  shall  know  it 
DO,  my  dear  Maria  I    Oh  Serena !  Serena ! 

I  was  yesterday  afternoon  alone  with  her.  I  thought 
f  Stellan,  and  asked  her,  without  any  circumlocution, 
rhat  she  thought  of  our  young  visitor. 

To  my  astonishment,  I  discovered  that  she  had 
iiought  very  little  of  him.  She  considered  that  he 
ras  handsome,  agreeable,  and  very  talented,  but  she 
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expressed  her  approbation  with  most  chilling  indif- 
ference. Then  1  began  to  abuse  him  a  little.  Love^ 
thought  I,  has  strange  lurking-places,  and  often,  when 
it  cannot  be  got  out  with  sugar,  one  may  get  it  out  with 
salt.  But  in  vain  did  I  season  my  remarks  with  salt 
respecting  Stellan*s  conceit,  thoughtlessness,  etc  I 
could  not  discover  the  slightest  point  of  an  arrow,  from 
Love's  quiver,  in  Serena's  replies.  Serena  made 
apologies  for  his  conduct,  as  christian  charity  is  wont 
to  do,  even  whilst  she  owned  his  faults. 

'*  You  are  very  indulgent  towards  him,  Serena !" 
Baid  I ;  "  would  you  be  willing  to  take  him  under  your 
traimng?  viz.,  as  his  wife  ?" 

"  Ah !  no,  no  t"  said  Serena,  laughing. 

"  Why,  *  Ah !  no,  no  !*  ?  You  own  yourself  that  he 
has  many  good  qualities,  and  you  are  warm  in  excusuig 
his  faults." 

"  Yes !  but — still  I  could  not  fancy  him  for  a  hus- 
band." 

"  And  why  not,  Serena?" 

*'  What  shall  I  say  ?  I  believe  that  he  is  very  agre 
able  and  amiable,  but  I  do  not  believe  that  he  coi 
sincerely  love  any  one  or  any  thing  but  himself." 

"  I  should  suppose,  Serena,  you  would  much  raf 
take  my  Bjorn?" 

•*  Take  him  !  he  who  is  so  kind  towards  every  \ 
so  sympathising,  so  active  for  the  good  of  othei 
Oyes!" 

"  'Tis  well  for  me  that  I  have  made  him  sec 
myself.  But  tell  me,  dear  Serena — forgive  me  if 
my  inquiries  too  eap^erly — is  there  no  one  else 
way  of  cousin  StcUan — for  I  really  believe,  tha' 
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witey  jfou  must  be  a  little  more  inclined  to  favour  him, 
— perhapa  your  beart  is  already  g^ven  away  ? — I  have 
heard  that  your  hand  waa  aued  for,  a  few  years  ago  !** 

Deep  blushea  had,  on  the  first  utterance  of  my 
question,  covered  Serena's  cheeks,  but,  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  my  speech,  she  turned  pale,  and  replied,  after 
short  reflection : 

**  No,  I  did  not  love  him ;  but  had  I  been  perfectly 
at  liberty  to  act  for  myself,  I  should  probably  have 
become  bis  wife  t" 

"  And  why  so,  if  you  did  not  love  him  t" 

*<  Because  I  believe,  that  he  loved  me  sincerely,  and 
that  I  could  have  made  him  happy ;  it  certainly  is  a 
delightful  thing  to  make  a  man  happy  upon  earth  !" 

"  But  you  have  had  many  suitors  ;  has  not  one  of 
them  pleased  your  parents ;  or  have  you  not  had  the 
same  consideration  for  these  as  for  the  last  men- 
tioned V* 

**  There  was  no  need  for  that  !*'  said  Serena,  smiling. 

"  How  so  ? — they  certainly  loved  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  there  are  various  kinds  of  love !" 

**  Very  true  1  Let  us  see !  First,  we  will  take  luke- 
warm love ;  it  speaks  in  this  way :  '  See  a  pretty,  intel- 
ligent girl,  she  will  make  a  nice  sort  of  wife,  and 
not  a  very  expensive  one  either;  that's  the  kind  of  wife 
that  would  suit  me  V — What  kind  of  iove  shall  we  dis- 
cuss next?" 

**  Suppose  we  talk  of  falling  in  love." 

**  Just  so:  The  love  which  has  a  bandage  before  its 
eyes,  and  can  fall  into  raptures  about  u  foot,  or  a  shuo. 
And  this  love  may  be  as  violent  as  a  sprin^-storni,  or 
//yider,  like  an  Anemone,  and  disappears  like  cellier  ; 
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nererthelesSy  fortune  favouring,  it  may,  likeluke- 
love,  spring  up  into  a  more  heart-felt  gentimeni 
become  closely  allied  to  a  love,  for  which,  I  ha' 
highest  respect.     I  mean  warm  firiedship.*' 

"Oh,  that  is  lovely  !*'  said  Serena;  "  It  dei 
itself  to  perfection  only  in  marriage;  and  I 
noticed  in  my  own  family  how  it  speaks — mo 
actions  than  in  words." 

*'  Tell  me  how  it  speaks,  dear  Serena ;  for  I  s 
also  like  to  introduce  this  language  into  my  doi 
life." 

If  a  man  had  been  standing  in  the  presen 
Serena,  he  must  have  thrown  himself  at  her  U 
fascinating,  so  amiable  was  she,  whilst  she  said : 

"  Thy  prosperity  is  also  mine ;  let  adversity  > 
worst,  it  cannot  make  me  unhappy,  if  I  can  only 
thee.  When  I  have  failed,  and  when  I  have 
right,  I  can  see  it  in  thine  eyes.  This  is  my  pu 
ment,  this  is  my  reward.  Whither  should  I  go  wi 
soiTows,  and  to  whom  with  my  joys,  except  to 
To  whom  should' st  thou  turn,  except  to  me  ?  I 
not  share  everything  together  ?  What  matter  if 
errest,  if  thou  sometimes  art  unjust?  I  clasp 
ardently  to  my  heart,  and  we  love  each  other  a 
more.  Near  thee,  I  find  at  all  times  support,  I 
and  bliss.  In  all  the  wide  world  there  is  no  man 
so  understands  me,  who  so  adapts  himself  to  n 
thou  I" 

I  dried  up  a  tear,  and  spoke  :  "  But  what  can  lo 
even  the  highest  love — say  more,  Serena  ?'* 

"The  highest  love?"  repeated  Serena,  and  t 
paleness  dispelled  the  purple  from  her  cheeks.  "  ^ 
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it  would  say,  I  know  not,  but  I  can  guou  what  it  would 
feeL  It  is  a  quicker  pulsation  in  the  veins  of  friend- 
ship ;  it  is  the  higher  life — "  Serena  paused,  her  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  and  her  inspired  look  finished  the 
thoughts,  which  her  tongue  was  unable  to  utter. 

And  a  being  like  this  is  to  be  indifi'ercnt,  thought 
I.  "  And  you,  Serena,"  I  continued,  after  a  short 
time,  '*  you,  who  understand  the  highest  happiness  of 
married  life,  shall  you  never  enjoy  it  ?  shall  you  remain 
unmarried?" 

**  Yes,  I  believe  so  !"  replied  Serena,  "  but  I  shall 
love  my  grand- parents  as  dearly,  and  you,  and  all  who 
deserve  afiection,  and  I  shall  be  happy!" 

**  My  dear  Serena !  you  may  do  so,  as  long  as  your 
heart  remains  free." 

Her  delicate  warm  hand  trembled  as  I  held  it  in 
mine.  It  was  as  if  a  heart-throb  had  run  through  Se- 
rena's veins,  and  when  I  looked  at  her,  her  cheeks  wero 
flushed,  and  her  breathing  was  quick.  Just  when  I 
was  on  the  point  of  asking  jier  whence  this  sudden  agi- 
tation proceeded,  I  was  painfully  enlightened ;  I  heard 
the  trampling  of  a  horse's  feet,  and  Bruno  immediately 
after  dismounted  at  the  gate.  Serena  must  have  re- 
cognized the  sound  of  his  horse's  feet,  while  yet  at  a 
distance. 

"  Is  that  it  ? "  thought  I,  and  a  slow  fearful  shudder- 
ing ran,  like  an  evil  omen,  through  my  body  and  soul. 
I  pressed  Serena's  hand  firmer,  I  felt  myself  constrain- 
ed to  embrace  her,  to  press  her  more  ardently  to  mc, 
.  but  I  was  prevented  by  Bruno's  hasty  entrance.  He 
always  comes  like  a  storm  ;  however  he  now  shook  my 
hand  so  heartily,  and  cast  such  a  sweet  look  at  Serena, 
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that  the  uncomfortable  impression  which  his  sudden 
appearance  made  upon  me,  vanished  in  some  measure. 

Serena  now  sat  intently  at  work  at  her  embroidery 
frame,  and  Bruno's  eyes  rested  on  her  fingers,  and  the 
flowers  of  their  production.  **  It  is  a  fine  day  1 "  said  I 
to  Bruno, — "  Yes  I "  replied  he,  with  a  melodious  voice, 
"  but  now  only  do  I  feel  it !  '*  we  were  silent  for  awhile, 
and  I  was  glad  when  our  trio  was  changed  into  a  quar- 
tet by  Bjbrn,  and  soon  after  into  a  quintet  by  SteUan. 

But  this  did  not  appear  to  please  Bruno,  he  rose, 
and  after  having  paced  up  and  down  the  room  several 
times,  seated  himself  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  at 
the  piano,  and  softly,  as  if  with  hardly  suppressed  feel- 
ings, poured  forth  his  tide  of  melody  in  all  its  wondrous 
expression.  Serena  appeared  to  dream ;  she  paid  no 
attention  to  the  conversation,  nor  was  she  roused  until 
we  began  to  speak  of  the  approaching  golden  nuptials 
of  her  grand-parents. 

"It  must  after  all  be  a  touching  moment,"  said  I, 
warmly,  "  to  look  back  from  such  a  day  upon  an  extend- 
ed series  of  years,  and  to  see  in  their  long  course  no- 
thing but  pure  recollections  and  good  works." 

Bruno  moved,  the  sounds  died  away,  he  bowed  him- 
self over  the  chair  back,  and  I  saw  that  he  was  listen- 
ing. 

Stellan  sighed,  and  said :  **  Such  a  happiness  is  the 
lot  ot  but  few  mortals !  " 

And  why.  Cousin  Stellan  ?  "  I  began. 

"  Because  so  few  live  for  it !  because  so  few  wish  to 
V  now  and  to  govern  themselves ! " 

'*  And  who  knows  himself?  Who  can  govern  hini- 
^t/i/  "  inquired  Bruno, rising* 
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"  Hml  1  hope  very  many!"  replied  I,  somewhat 
confounded  at  this  harsh  interruption. 

"Yesl  people  fancy  so/*  proceeded  Bruno,  with 
gloomy  veh^menoyi  '*they  imagine  they  know  their 
own  power,  and  solely  because  they  have  not  been 
tried,  becaup'i  they  have  never  looked  really  into  the 
depth  of  their  souls.  Circumstances  smoothcn  their 
course,  life  passes  like  a  sunny  day,  and  the  tranquil 
spirit,  unobscured  by  any  shadows,  unshaken  by  any 
storm,  believes  itself  to  be  bright  and  strong.  The 
Blind  1  The  Fortunate !  They  know  but  little  of  life ; 
but  what  man  who  has  experienced  the  tem])lationR, 
the  torments,  and  joys  of  the  world  ;  wliat  man,  who, 
has  felt  his  soul  shaken  by  pasBion,  venturcH  to  Htiy, 
that  he  knows  himRclf,  that  he  can  be  and  do  whatever 
he  chooses.  And  who  is  always  the  same  ?  Look  into 
history,  do  not  vices  and  miserable  actions  stain  the 
life  of  the  greatest  men  ?  Cannot  the  malefactor  per- 
form noble  actions  ?  May  we  not,  in  one,  moment  poH- 
sen  a  paradise  of  love  in  our  hou-ts,  whilst  in  another, 
all  may  be  cold  and  desolate  within  ?  To  know  one's 
fcelf,  is  it  not  to  feel  that  man's  heart  is  a  wrcKtliug- 
place  for  all  contradictions,  for  all  possibilitieH,  a  ten- 
nis-ball between  heaven  and  eortli,  with  which  devils 
and  angels  play?  Man  can  do  every  thing  but  be 
consistent;  he  is  capable  of  performing  the  greatest, 
the  noblest  actions,  but  only  for  a  moment ;  the  next 
drags  him  downwards.  To  know  one's  self,  is,  to  know 
one's  weakness."  Like  an  impetuous  torrent,  which 
suddenly  dashes  over  its  banks,  and  breaks  through  all 
iiiiptHlinient,  thus  rushed  out  Bruno's  Kiieeeh,  and  1 
confess  that  1  felt  myself  as  it  were,  carried  away  by  ii. 
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hiiiidredtt>tiiMiii««iwfbr1kiiii6*s«lMiriM.  I 
felt  my  eoonge  nnk,  bat  Serena  had  oot  iMt  kr  ■# 
poMenkn.  She  fixed  her  Ivight  look  on  Braao^Mir 
teoaiioe,  as  he  etood  opponte  to  her,  and  whca  he«i* 
silent^  die  said  with  heaitfalt  ooaaoUnf  aulinflM>^ 
"  Surely  we  do  find  oontradietionB  and  iuiuiuiiliMilf 
in  aU  men,  hat  may  we  not  preanme  diat  diaH  4h 
creaae  accoiding  to  the  degree  that  we  tiy  to  uiuM 
them?"  ; 

''So  it  ought  to  he,*'  nid  Bruno,  dbwly,  vAi 
freshed  his  sight  with  a  gUmce  on  her  heafenly  cM 
tenance. 

"  And  do  we  not  see  innumerable  examples  ofi 
actual  success  of  such  endeavours  t  Do  we  not  kM 
that  fallen  creatures  have  raised  themselves  agaiiif  1 
the  heavy-tried  have  gone  forth  victorious  firom 
conflict  ?  Does  not  every  man  carry  about  in  his  to 
a  divine  image,  which  in  secret  is  able  to  reflect  I 
into  his  soul,  and  which  strives  continually  to  bevi 
upward  ?  " 

"  Yes,  so  it  is,  I  believe,"  said  Bruno,  sof^bnti 
ly,  whilst  he  seated  himself  next  to  Serena. 

"Then  let  us  have  hope  for  all  men," 
Serena,  ardently  and  agitated.  "  For  certain 
the  way  may  indeed  be  more  difficult,  and  He  oh 
good  and  merciful,  and  eternally  the  same,  will  oM 
also  cause  His  voice  to  be  heard,  and  raise  than  ^ 
li)fht  and  harmony.'* 

*'  Amen !  Amen !  may  it  be  so ! "  said  BnuMH«l 
laying  his  forehead  in  his  hand.    "  May  peace 
upon  all  unhappy  souls ! " 
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"  And,  above  al],  good-will,"  thought  I  to  myBcir, 
but  I  did  not  wish  to  raise  my  voice,  after  Serena's  an- 
gelic voice,  even  in  utterance  of  a  hlcssed  thought  We 
ut  for  some  considerable  time  plunged  in  silence,  ench 
deeply  occupied  with  his  own  thoughts.  At  len(;:th 
they  separated  themselves  into  Mozart's  Don  J«ian,  as 
proposed  by  Stellan,  and  Bruno,  as  our  leader,  inspired 
cftch  of  us  with  a  portion  of  his  genius.  He  really  en- 
chanted me  this  evening,  and  I  believe  that  all  were 
equally  enraptured,  with  me ;  we  scarcely  took  time  to 
eat  m  morsel,  but  continued,  without  interruption,  till 
eleven  o'clock.  Divine  art!  Glorious  Mozart !  Tiirough 
him  we  had  all  become  such  good  iriendi^,  that  on  Bru- 
no's departure  we  accompanied  him  a  good  part  of  the 
way.  The  air  was  mild,  and  the  starry  firmament  shone 
brightly  in  the  dark  midnight  of  Auirust.  Involunta- 
rily we  looked  upward  with  silent  admiration,  and  Stel- 
lan, who  since  the  last  few  days  appeared  to  feel  every 
thing  more  deeply,  said :  "  Beneath  such  a  sky,  man 
must  have  had  the  first  forebodings  of  immortaliiy !  " — 
*'  Or  rather,  perhaps,  his  mortality,  his  independence 
of  external  powers,"  replied  Bruno,  "  for  what  does  tlie 
crowd  of  stars  tell  him,  the  eternal  wan<lerers  ii])on 
eternal  paths,  which  are  silent  as  the  Trappists  in  tlieir 
heavenly  course ;  strangers  to  our  feelings,  our  tor- 
ments, our  joys,  they  revolve  in  eternal  succession,  ami 
appear  to  answer  to  our  questions  only,  Poor  dust  and 
ashes!  measure  thyself  with  eternity  and  be  silent ! — 
Immortal  life  ?  No  I  These  lofty  ideas  are  not  de- 
rived from  the  feelinglcss  firmament ;  the  starry  iieav- 
cn  rather  oppresses  than  elevates  us.  But  tlie  world 
of  sound! — Can  we  plunge  into  this,  and  not  antici- 

It       VOL.  I. 
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pate  the  grandeur  of  eternity,  its  harmony,  its  infinity, 
not  conceive  it  (at  least  for  a  few  momenu)  ?  Oh  1" 
and  Bruno's  voice  here  assumed  its  profound  melodi- 
ous tone,  "  Oh  1  if  there  are  high  aspirations  in  this  our 
life,  are  they  not  expressed  by  music  7  Hear  the  fugue! 
Hark  k  how  sphere  sings  to  sphere,  how  thought  an- 
swers to  thought,  how  manifold  is  every  thing,  and  yet 
how  one  idea  sustains  these  endless  parts  in  power  and 
beauty.  The  fugue  is  the  Creator's  "  let  there  be !  *' 
Thus  i  mumerable  worlds  repeated  the  first  command. 
Listen  to  a  Symphony  of  Beethoven,  if  you  would  have 
life  explained.  HearKen  to  the  sounds,  how  they  live^ 
suffer,  love,  embrace  each  other,  and  at  the  same  time 
form  all  the  inexpressible  melodies  of  existence.  Hear 
lastly,  how  the  dissonances  melt  into  harmonies,  how 
storms,  anguish,  joy,  hatred,  and  love  run  along  like 
the  streams  of  earth,  and  rush  into  the  ocean,  in  which 
every  thing  dissolves,  every  thing  melts  into  one  full 
accord  of  harmony,  and  ends  in  peace!" 

1  was  strongly  affected  and  carried  away  by  Bnino'f 
expressions,  although  not  fully  satisfied  with  his  mean 
ing.      We  now  walked  slowly  towards  the  avenue 
Cousin  Stellan  conversed  with  me,  and  I  believe  th 
1  suddenly  received  two  pairs  of  eyes  and  ears,  for 
lisUined  and  replied  to  him,   whilst  I  directed  my  i 
tention  to  what  passed  between  Bruno  and  Serena,  v 
walked  a  few  steps  before  us.    Bruno  plucked  a  flov 
ofiered  it  to  Serena,  and  said,  with  a  suppressed  vc 
of  infinite  tenderness,  yes,  even  of  tenderness :  '*  F 
crs  and  wishes  generally  go  together.     Will  you  ac 
thuKC  from  mo  ?     May  you  always  be  as  peaceful 
present.     May  your  bitterest  torments  be  alway 
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this  night,  be  brightly  illuminacet^.  by  lights  in  heaven. 
May  you  ever  be  as  happy  as  you  are  innocent  and  good. 
But — "  (and  here  he  suppressed  his  voice  still  more) 
*'  when  you  yourself  are  borne  in  the  arms  of  angels, 
still  pray  for  those  who  enjoy  not  peace,  who  are  not  so 
pure  as  you,  pray  for  all,  and — pray  for  me !  "  These 
last  words  I  more  anticipated  than  heard.  Bruno  at 
this  moment  bowed  his  head  on  Serena's  hand,  and 
Cousin  Stellan,  apparently  now  like  me,  received  two 
pairs  of  eyes  and  ears.  Serena  had  turned  her  face  to- 
wards Bruno,  but  I  could  not  hear  whether  she  made 
any  reply  to  him.  Bruno's  horse  was  brought,  he  took 
hasty  leave  of  us,  and  soon  vanished  out  of  our  sight. 
Bnino !  such  a  singular  mind  one  cannot  fully  un- 
derstand, nor  can  one  calmly  enjoy  peace  with  him. 
And  these  very  contradictions  in  him,  this  sudden 
change,  these  alternate  snow  and  thaw,  storm  and 
calm,  this  night  and  this  flashing  day,  this  plenitude 
of  life  and  warmth,  all  invest  him  with  an  uneasy  over- 
whelming interest  He  repels  and  attracts,  but  meets 
the  latter,  because  he  is  so  perfectly  natural.  How- 
ever I  am  extremely  uneasy  that  Serena  should  have 
attached  herself  to  him.  What  can  the  lily  do  upon 
the  boisterous  waves  ?  Can  Bruno  make  a  wife  ha])py  ? 
Does  he  deserve  such  a  wife  7  Only  think,  if  he  should 
be  one  of  those  malefactors,  whose  cause  he  espouses. 
What  is  he  ?  What  does  he  seek  ?  Such  are  my  in- 
quiries to  myself,  such  my  inquiries  to  Bjom.  The 
latter  always  believes  the  best,  and  loves  Bruno 
smccrcly.  Nevertheless  he  does  not  fully  console  mo, 
I  have  fearful  forebodings ;  with  a  heart  full  of  those, 
I  bid  you  farewell  for  the  present,  my  sweet  Marin  ! 
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XL 
NINTH  LETl^ER. 

FRANCISKA  WERNER   TO   MARIA   U» 

Rosenvik,  August  14. 

Again  eight  days  have  passed,  since  I  have  written 
last  to  you,  dear  Maria.    Absorbed  by  the  romaiice» 
which  is  now  performed  around  me,  I  forget  that  I 
ought  to  have  written  to  you.  But  the  necessity  1  feel 
of  living  in  your  presence,  Maria,  leads  me  again  to  the 
pen,  and  to  my  narative.     Cousin  Stellan  has  taken 
his    departure.     He   must    have    gradually   become 
more  and  more  convinced,  that  Serena  had  "  the  fault 
which  he  found  most  unpardonable  in  a  female."     He 
was  often  seized  when  Bruno  came  to  Rosenvik,  with 
violent  gaping-fits,    received    business- letters    fron 
Stockholm,  which  required  his  presence  there,  and- 
departed  accompanied  by  my  wishes  for  his  welfar 
Notwithstanding,  I  was  sorry  that  his  conversion  w 
arrested  just  at  its  very  commencement. 

Serena  and  Bruno,  however,  have  occupied  me 
much,  that  I  have  had  few  thoughts  for  any  • 
else,  but  for  them.     Bruno  had  made  our  house 
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home.  Bjorn  ei^oyi  thin,  and  in  Rpitc  of  my  uncani- 
neia  in  the  prcaence  of  that  eccentric  man,  I  can  Htill 
not  be  indifferenc  Serena  is,  m  it  were,  under  a  mis- 
terioui  magic  influence,  and — what  do  you  think  ?  I 
liave  not  yet  ventured  to  inquire  into  it.  She  seems  no 
happy,  so  gay,  so  calm,  that  I  am  afraid  to  sny  a  word 
which  might  disturb  her,  or  awaken  her  half- i;lutii Inur- 
ing feelings  into  perfect  consciousness.  In  addition 
to  this,  she  goes  on  blooming  to  fairer  life ;  her  voice 
has  devcUoped  the  most  splendid  sounds,  but  Bruno 
is  quite  a  different  sort  of  teacher  to  me ;  never  has  her 
face,  her  general  demeanour  possessed  a  more  fasci- 
nating vivacity.  And  Bruno  ?  He  is  rcstTvod,  but  it 
is  apparent  in  him,  that  he  is  altogether  in  lovf;  with 
her.  He  follows  her,  wherever  she  goes,  he  KcntH  him- 
self next  to  her,  sometimes  he  casts  one  of  thoHc  looks 
on  her,  which  do  not  dart  in  vain  from  the  human  eye  I 
Ob,  that  look  from  him  !  I  do  not  like  it.  Sometimes 
I  tremble  before  it, — it  is  said,  that  the  serpent  when 
it  has  selected  the  lark  for  its  prey,  raiscH  itKclf,  and 
fixes  its  eyes  upon  it.  The  lark  looks  into  the  Keq>entH 
eye,  and  a  strange  and  terrible  charm  seizes  it.  With  its 
trembling  wings  it  flies  singing  in  a  circle,  never  iins  its 
song  been  so  enrapturing,  never  have  its  wingH  shaken 
in  higher  joy  of  life,  and  thus  it  sings,  and  encirchts  the 
serpent  graduidly  nearer  and  nearer,  till  it  ruKlics  into 
her  jaws,  and  remains  silent,  for  ever. — Oh,  Serena ! 
Serena!  Indeed  all  this  must  not  be.  I  must  warn 
Serena,  she  must  know  what  we  know  of  this  danger- 
ous man.     I  must  speak  to  Bjiirn. 

Later. 
Iffotice  here  our  conversation :  "  But  my  dear  Bjorn 
that  will  never  do.     I  can  assure  you,  that  something 
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Tcry  lerious  might  be  the  comequence  of  it 

"Well,  and  thent  what  can  we  deiire 
wish  it  may  become  lo  perfectly  serioui,  a 
nate  in  a  wedding.  I  really  believe  that  tl 
desirable." 

"  But  is  he  worthy  of  such  a  wife  ?  How  ( 
whether  he  is  not  after  all  something  far  wt 
told  ?     I  do  not  trust  him.    I  believe  iom< 
he  is  capable  of  doing  the  worst  actions, 
if  he  should  be  a  murderer  1  ** 

"  My  dear  little  Franciska,"  said  Bji 
angrily,  *'  why  do  you  suffer  yourself  to  be  1 
your  fancies  ?  Why  do  you  judge  so  with' 
tion,  of  ai^  fellow  creature  ?  This  is  un 
Franciska!  " 

"  Forgive  me,  my  angel  I  but  are  you  i 
bearing  ?  No  cause !  we  know  at  any  ra 
has  stolen ! " 

"And  have  you  never  stolen  any  thii 
child?" 

I  paused,  reflected,  blushed,  and  was  silei 
her  of  biscuits,  and  sweet  cakes,  pieces  c 
particular  sort  of  little  mother-of-pearl  be 
like  spirits  from  my  innocent  years  of  chil 
testified  against  me.  In  conclusion,  I  st 
Bjom,  I  have  stolen,  and  readily  confess  n 
at  the  age  of  fifteen  years  I  stole  no  more ! ' 

"Consider  the  circumstances  under  wh 
grew  up.  Almost  all  children  pilfer  a  little, 
education  and  wise  treatment  by  and  by 
the  dangerous  and  yet  so  natural  desire,  to  i 
the  coveted  object.    Bruno  was  not  treated  j 
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and  muit  be  judged  accordingly.  At  all  event  his  lai t 
lines  to  me  testifies  that  he  had  acknowledged  his  error, 
and  was  desirous  to  repair  it.  And  certainly  the  fear- 
All  lessons,  which  the  last  scene  with  his  mother  gave 
him,  has  withdrawn  him  for  ever  from  pursuing  such  a 
cmurse." 

I  sighed  and  said,  *'  At  any  rate  we  have  seen,  how 
soon  he  dispatches  those  who  do  not  choose  to  conform 
to  his  will.  He  who  is  so  unreasonable  towards  horses 
may  be  equally  so  towards  men  I " 

*'  There  is  immence  differense  yet,  Franciska  I  At 
all  events  I  will  not  defend  Bruno's  errors.  Yes,  be  is 
wild  and  sometimes  unreasonable,  but  he  is  still  as  in  the 
days  of  his  youth,  vascillating,  restless,  but  not  wicked. 
On  the  contrary,  his  heart  is  warm,  and  I  am  convinced 
that  he  will  become  at  last  a  good  man.  Just  such  an 
angel  as  Serena,  can  acquire  power  over  him,  make 
him  good  and  reasonable,  whilst  at  the  same  she  will 
make  him  happy." 

'*  My  dear  Bjorn !  I  admire  your  reasoning,  but  still 
I  am  not  satisfied.  Ought  we  not  to  acquaint  Serena 
with  the  character  of  the  man  to  whom  she  leans  so 
blind  7  Ought  she  not  likewise  be  informed  of  what 
we  know  of  his  youth  and  his  adventures  ?  " 

"  Why  7  for  what  purpose  ?  If  she  loves  him,  this 
will  not  estrange  her  from  him.  But  as  a  wife,  it  might 
be  painful  to  her,  to  know,  that  Bruno  once  merited 
the  contempt  of  his  nearest  relatives.  At  least  no  other 
persons  except  Bruno  him  self  ought  to  inform  licr  of 
it.  Eye  to  eye,  heart  to  heart,  much  may  be  said,  and 
much  forgiven." 

'*  Ah,  would  tliat  we  only  knew  something  better  of 
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the  latter  part  of  his  life ! " 

"  I  have  listened  to  all  he  had  to  tell  me,  have 
his  papers.  All  is  authentic  and  in  proper  o 
They  all  speak  highly  of  him.  Besides — ^if  S 
should  ever  have  done  wrong — do  we  not  see  cleai 
him,  earnest  strivings  after  that  which  is  good  t 
Lord  would  not  reject  him — and  you,  Franciaka, 
to  do  it  ?" 

"  Ah,  no,  no,  Bjom !     But  Serena .  .  .  ." 

"  Think  of  Bruno's  warm  heart,  of  his  great  tal 
yes,  of  his  mind,  and  then — of  his  great  fortune ! 
should  Serena  not  he  happy  with  him  ?" 

"  Ah,  Bjom !  That  which  makes  a  wife  happy, 
which  gives  lustre  to  a  family  is  not  the  husb 
talents,  his  property,  not  even  the  ardour  of  his  sc 
these  can  also  set  the  peace  of  home  on  fire — nc 
happiness  of  the  wife  consists  in  the  husband  I 
upright,  kind,  intelligent,  reasonable  and  good 
short,  in  being  like  you,  Bjom!" 

We  quarrelled  no  longer. — 
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EXTRACT  OF  A  LETTER  FROM  BRUNO  If.  TO  ANTONIO 
DU  R. 


....   I  drew  near  to  her^^M^^^toM|{<i(^^  I 

only  wished  to  behold  th^  %eiiti^^'^hi&  e^ntenance, 
the  innocence  which  shoilVtm  if,  faii^m^Tlhrightness 
of  a  serene  sky.  I  onlyVished  to  listeii;3;^|her  voice, 
to  her  words — to  all  her  ]oeculiav  loVoTinefta^y  What  the 
freshness  of  the  waves,  wti^t  the -ioUnd^oC^  song,  what 
the  caresses  of  my  mother  iray6evfer*been''for  me,  that 
was  now  her  presence.  I  felt  Vappy 'within  the  sound 
of  her  voice ;  at  a  look  from  her  every  painful  feeling, 
every  unholy  thought  subsided,— I  felt  myself  a  better 
man. 

Not  she,  not  I,  but  the  power  which  filled  my  soul's 
depths  with  the  fire  of  a  volcano, — that  power  caused 
this  feeling  suddenly  to  grow  up  into  a  consuming  fiame. 

But  I  do  not  love  her  as  I  have  formerly  loved.  No 
Serena  then  stood  in  my  nightly  path.  She  is  my 
first,  puie  love. 

Just  because  she  is  so  unlike  those  women  which  I 
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have  hitherto  sought  and  won,  just  for  this  very  reason 
is  Serena  so  enchanting  to  me ;  it  is  her  gentle  young 
maiden  dignity  which  stamps  her  whole  being  with  such 
moral  beauty,  and  binds  me  to  her,  as  it  were,  with 
magic  force.  Just  because  she  is  so  firee  firom  the 
desire  of  pleasing,  do  I  love  to  bend  the  knee  before 
her  and  worship  her.  My  eyes  repose  with  indescrib- 
able delight  upon  those  lips  which  no  wanton  kiss  has 
desecrated,  no  word  of  anger  and  falsehood  has  pol- 
luted. Purity — a  word,  the  meaning  of  which,  I  have 
learned  too  late.  Purity  is  the  heaven  beaming  upon 
her  forehead,  the  spirit  which  is  breathing  firom  her  lips, 

and  for  her  purity  do  I  worship  her,  I  who Yes* 

I  can  worship,  and  in  this  is  my  salvation.  What  is 
there  beautiful,  what  divine,  that  is  not  also  pure  t 
Light,  virtue,  heaven,  eternal  brightness!  dark  was 
my  life,  but  in  her  do  I  now  adore  you  I 

Serena  appears,  and  with  her  the  angel  of  life,  her 
whom  I  have  profaned  and  despised  1  Tranquil  vir- 
tues, peace,  domestic  life,  sacred  ties,  which  I  have 
ignorantly  mistaken  and  injured,  how  enrapturingly 
inviting  do  they  become  to  me  through  her. 

Do  not  say  that  it  is  too  late.  I  have  wrestled  with 
the  wild  spirits  of  life ;  like  Faust,  I  have  danced  with 
the  witches  of  Blocksberg,  the  body  of  one  which  I 
embraced  was  ashes;  and  from  the  lips  of  another 
which  I  kissed,  sprung  a  disgusting  monster ;  the  third 
changed  itself  into  a  serpent  in  my  arms,  and  thus  I 
stood  at  the  brink  of  a  precipice  and  looked  around 
me,  and  behind  me,  and  everything  was  terrible  and^ 
dark.  I  felt  yet  the  same  restless  fire,  th^  same  thirst 
but  it  sought  other  springs  to  quench  it.    I  was  con* 


THE    NEIGHBOUm.  J 

Strained  to  lead  a  life  of  toil  and  Ktrife.  In  tlic  battle 
field,  in  contending  against  the  raging  elements,  I  felt 
a  higher  power,  a  mightier  life,  hut  then — all  was  blank, 
blank  I  I  had  no  belief  that  the  fullness  of  life  could 
be  fonnd  in  the  human  breast  A  human  heart  ezpan- 
nve,  loving  as  heaven,  fiEiithful,  gentle,  and  pure — oh, 
such  a  heart  is  a  world  of  fullness,  beauty,  and  eternity  I 
There  the  fire  is  purified,  but  not  extinguished ;  dis- 
quietude is  husheid  to  repose ;  power  is  elevated  and 
strengthened. 

Were  a  wife  with  a  soul  so  noble  and  loving  to  walk 
through  the  path  of  life  by  my  side,  were  her  heavenly 
spirit  to  pass  over  my  soul  every  hour  of  the  day  like 
a  breeze  of  spring,  were  every  object  that  surrounds 
ne  to  be  imbued  with  her  pure  harmonious  life,  when 
I  could  rest  on  her  as — Oh,  God  1  I  cannot  say,  as  on 
a  maternal  bosom,  for  mine  repelled  me ;  but  it'  I  could 
press  a  wife  in  firm  indissoluble  embraces  to  my  heart, 
and  say,  "thou  art  an  angel,  and  thou  art  mine!" 
would  you  not  believe  that  those  former  sins  niicjfht  be 
expiated,  bitter  recollections  forgotten,  and  the  waver- 
ing heart  firmly  established  in  entire  love?  Would 
you  not  then  believe  it  poHsible  for  a  paradise  to  blossom 
upon  the  devastated  soil  ?  I  look  at  Serena,  and  I 
must  deem  it  possible  I  have  said  to  myself,  '<  she  must 
become  minet  then  shall  I  find  peace  upon  earth  !"  But 
the — the  pure,  the  kind,  the  lovely,  can  she  love  me  7 
will  she  unite  her  destiny  with  mine  ?  and  those  who 
have  the  guardianship  over  her,  those  wlio  value  purity 
of  character,  civil  and  domestic  virtues  above  all  else, 
will  they  be  willing  to  give  the  loveliest  nnd  dearest 
which  they  possess,  to  a  man  whose  reputation  is  sti^- 
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II. 


TENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA  W.  TO  MARIA  L. 

Rosen vik,  Augoit  VOu 
Yesterday  was  a  wondrous — an  eventful —a  joyful, 
and  yet  disagreeable  day.  We  spent  it  at  Ramm.  We 
were  invited  thither  a  few  days  ago,  together  with 
several  of  the  neighbours.  Ma  chire  mire  also  received 
an  invitatioui  but  declined,  on  the  plea  that  she  had 
not  visited  for  many  years  past,  and  was  unable 
at  present  to  think  of  making  any  exception  to  her 
rule.  Serena  had  spent  the  day  previous  with  her 
grand-parents,  and  was  to  accompany  them  to  Ramm, 
where  they  had  been  urgently  invited  by  Bruno,  who 
on  account  of  the  new  school,  and  other  business, 
has  established  a  close  connection  with  the  old  Dahl. 

On  our  arrival  at  Ramm,  we  found  every  thing  ac- 
cording to  outward  appearance  unaltered;  the  trees 
grew  as  formerly,  wild  and  thick  round  the  dark  walls. 
Bruno  came  out  on  the  staircase,  and  received  us  with 
sincere  cordiality.  There  is  occasionally  something  so 
winning  in  his  countenance !  Bjom  was  agitated  and 
pale,  when  he  shook  his  brother's  hand.  Not  one  of 
us  spoke,  and  Bruno  silently  conducted  us  into  the 
upper  rooms,  where  1  was  suprised  by  a  luxurious 
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Serena,  Serena !  did  I  not  love  you  to  ardently,  I 
•hould  have  lamented  oyer  yen,  fSor  I  feel  that  my  looks 
of  loye  have  found  their  way  to  your  heart.  But  I  will 
love  you  as  no  woman  has  yet  heen  loved.  With  all 
the  charms  of  life  will  I  surround  you.  Every  day 
you  shall  contribute  to  the  happiness  of  some  fellow- 
creature,  and  your  noble  heart  shall  breathe  and  live 
in  the  atmosphere  of  benevolence.  Hagar  must  recon- 
cile herself  to  her  destiny.  She  has  already  long  since  left 
oflTmaking  demands  upon  me,  and  this,  indeed,  she  must, 
if  we  are  to  live  together.  She  will  and  must  make 
herself  happy  with  another  without  murmuring.    She 

knows  me ;  she  will  not  venture Curse  upon 

her,  if  she  should  breathe  poison  upon  her  whom 

But  I  get  desperate  when  I  think  of  this  woman ;  and 
that  I  would  not  be,  I  would  rather  be  kind,  loving  as 
Serena  could  wish  me.  There  is  a  fount  of  goodness 
and  tenderness  within  me,  yet  the  spring  is  not  yet 
irretrievably  dried  up ;  it  will  only  be  purified,  but  an 
angel  must,  must  touch  the  water. 

But  can  an  angel  approach  him  whom  the  curse 

My  mother !  if  she  should  not  pardon ! — 

Thought  of  destruction !  Vulture,  which  gnaws  at 
my  heart,  away — away  I 

Soon  everything  will  be  made  known  and  decided, 
for  my  soul  longs  for  certainty.  It  would,  perhaps,  be 
more  prudent  to  defer,  to  abide  the  time ;  but  I  neither 
can  nor  will.  I  have  always  taken  my  fortune  by  storm : 
so  let  it  be  now  I 
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in  leaving  nature  unconstrained,  blushed  at  the  entrance 
of  her  daughter,  and  looked  vexed.  "  What  a  sight 
you  are  to  be  sure!"  said  she,  trying  to  regulate  her 
hair  and  dress. 

**  Oh !  oh !  mother  you  hurt  me  !'*  cried  Mally  petu- 
lantly. 

Bruno  conducted  Madam  Dahl  to  the  dinner  table. 
The  others  followed  in  pairs.  The  dinner  was  splendid. 
Bruno  will  spoil  the  simplicity  of  our  country  manners 
by  introducing  an  example  of  such  luxury,  I  shall  tell 
him  so.  Bruno  was  an  agreeable  host  His  attention 
to  the  old  Dahls  seemed  paid  in  a  reverential  and  almost 
filial  spirit,  which  became  him  well.  Serena  seemed 
to  notice  it  with  delight 

From  the  dinner>table  Bruno  led  us  to  the  garden, 
where  two  large  tents  had  been  erected.  The  greatest 
care  seemed  to  have  been  taken  for  the  convenience 
and  comfort  of  the  patriarchs.  In  one  tent  two  easy 
chairs  were  placed  for  their  reception,  the  floor  was 
covered  with  costly  matting.  A  fountain  cast  up  its 
fresh  splashing  glistening  jet,  in  front  of  the  tent 
Orange  trees,  full  of  blossoms  and  fruits  stood  around, 
and  every  little  breeze  wafted  its  balsamic  odours  to  us. 
I  was  enraptured  with  the  whole  of  these  arrangements, 
which  the  unusual  heat  of  the  day  rendered  still  more 
delicious.  My  phantasy  transported  me  into  an  ideal 
world ;  I  imagined  a  picture  of  nomadic  life  in  such  a 
scene,  and  shepherdesses  like  Serena,  and  Patriarchs, 
and  tents,  and  orange  trees,  and . .  .  But  just  at  that  in- 
stant came  Madam  v.  P.  running  up  to  me  exclaiming  t 
Oh,  how  charming  all  this  is  my  dear  Madam  Werner ! 
Jt  was  exactly  such  tents  that  we  had  when  we  were  with 
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Count  L.  at  Gustafsberg.  One  day  tht^y  were  at  our 
house,  the  next  we  were  at  theirs  tout  famine rcment.  It 
was  delightful,  the  L*8.  and  we  did  not  mix  with  the  rest 
of  the  society.  We  were  sufficient  of  ourselves.  Ah,  1 
should  like  to  know  how  our  mutual  friend  the  dear 
Baroness  H.  is.  A  charming  person  1  She  and  I  were 
so  happy  in  each  other's  company,  of  course  wo  have 
both  of  us  been  so  much  in  the  world,  and  have  so  many 
mutual  firiends." 

**  It  is  very  warm  here,"  said  I.  (It  was  agreeably 
cool  in  the  tent,  but  Madam  v.  P's.  speeches  made  it  op- 
pressive.) I  rose,  and  so  did  my  persecutor,  just  before 
the  tent  we  met  Bruno,  and  Madam  v.  P.  attacked 
him,  "  Ah  man  cher  Montieur  Ratnilly,  c'est  chamtant, 
e'tit  eharmant  t  Your  park  is  a  paradise  I  What  tinu 
upon  those  trees !  What  grouping  I  What  vistas  I  Look, 
my  dear  Madam  Werner,  yonder  through  the  arch  of  the 
bridge,  what  effect  I  No,  you  must  stoop  a  little  more, 
a  little  lower  yet ....  below  that  branch.  ...  is  it 
not  heavenly  ?  (I  was  very  near  breaking  my  neck,) 
what  a  coup  daily  what  an  effect  l"  Bruno  gravely 
bowed  to  Madam  v.  P.,  and  betook  himself  to  the 
tent  I  Uiought :  Oh,  how  does  the  artificial  part  in  the 
character  of  man  spoil  the  enjoyment  of  nature  even  to 
others!  Madam  v.  P's.  '*  tints  and  effects"  had  spoiled 
all  the  beautihil  prospect  to  me.  At  this  moment  I 
heard  a  loud  shriek,  and  hastening  towards  the  spot 
whence  it  proceeded,  I  saw  the  Adamites,  who  had 
plucked  flowers  and  fruits  from  the  orange  trees,  and 
were  skirmishing  with  some  young  gentlemen  who 
had  evidently  interposed  to  save  the  bloNHms. 

'*  There  we  have  unsophisticated  nature !"  thought 
I,  sighing,     Briti  Kaijsa  came  up,  d\H\)ct\«evSL  «\\v)HM4 
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and  cuffs  among  the  boys,  and  peace  was  restored  for 
a  time,  so  that  we  were  able  to  enjoy  our  coffee  and 
confectionary  in  quiet. 

A  little  later,  two  open  carriages  were  driven  up, 
Bruno  proposed  to  the  company  to  take  a  turn  into  the 
park.  The  carriages  were  intended  for  the  seniors, 
the  juniors  were  to  walk;  Bruno  offered  his  arm  to 
Serena ;  the  old  Dahls,  Bjom  and  I,  stepped  into  one 
of  the  carriages,  the  Major's  lady,  who  was  sitting  with 
Madam  v.  P.,  got  in  the  other,  and  wished  to  have  her 
children  with  her ;  but  the  young  Adamites  screamed 
and  refused  to  go,  and  were  at  last  left  in  the  charge 
of  their  sister  Mally,  during  the  time  of  the  excur- 
sion. 

.  We  setoff,  the  weather  was  fine,  and  the  trip  would  have 
afforded  me  pleasure,  could  I  have  calmed  my  anxious 
thoughts  about  Bruno  and  Serena.  "  Will  he  address 
her?"  thought  I,  "and  what  will  he  say?"  The 
patriarchs  took  their  little  dinner-nap  in  the  easy 
vehicle.  Bjom  sat  silent  and  reflecting,  and  thus  we 
proceeded  for  the  lapse  of  about  an  hour  and  a 
half. 

When  we  returned,  we  saw  the  walkers  also  return- 
ing in  various  groups.  As  Serena,  accompanied  by 
Bruno,  entered  the  drawing-room,  I  became  uneasy, 
for  1  saw  at  once  that  something  had  passed  between 
them.  Serena  was  pale  and  agitated.  Bruno's  coun- 
tenance, on  the  other  hand,  was  radiant  with  rejoicing 
life.  After  he  had  saluted  us,  and  inquired  of  the  old  • 
people  whether  the  drive  had  been  agreeable,  the  car- 
riage easy  enough,  etc.,  he  seated  himself  at  his  organ, 

and  the  powerfiil  instrument  swelled  under  his  hand. 

It  was  the  same  power,  t\ie  Ewsit  ^%,  i\vc  same  pro- 
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found  inspiration,  which  enraptured  me  that  evening 
on  the  lake,  and  which  now  affected  my  inmost  feelings 
as  at  that  time.  The  Misses  y.  P.  walked  arm-in-arm 
into  tlie  next  room,  chattered  and  laughed  incessantly 
with  several  gentlemen,  and  were  obviously  occupied 
solely  with  themselves.  Madam  v.  P.  had  begun  a  Ion 
and  earnest  gossip  with  Jane  Maria,  and  I  could  not 
conceive  how  Jane  Maria,  who  certainly  has  musical 
feeling,  could  sit  and  chatter  through  such  music.  It 
was  natural  that  Miss  Hellevi  Hausgiebel,  who  has  no 
taste  for  the  art  of  sound,  should  remain  with  Counsel- 
lor Hok,  engrossed  in  the  study  of  some  beautiful 
paintings.  Bruno  was,  however,  by  no  means  without 
devoted  auditors ;  among  these  were  Bjom,  the  patri- 
archs, and  Serena,  who  was  now  seated  between  them.  I 
was  so  placed  that  I  could  see  Bruno's  face.  It  was  at 
this  instant  strange,  fUll  of  courage,  passion,  and  love. 
What  was  there  depicted,  he  poured  out  in  an  im- 
promptu, wherein  idl  aspirations,  powers,  sufferings, 
and  enjoyments  appeared  to  contend  with  vehemence, 
and  the  conflict  rose  to  desperation ; — then  Bruno  made 
a  wonderful  and  bold  transition,  and  through  modula- 
tions which  brought  to  mind  the  words,  *'  Let  there  be 
light  1"  Bruno  introduced  the  splendid  air  in  Haydn's 
Creation,  in  which  the  words,  as  well  as  the  music 
express  how  the  elements  arrange  themselves  in  order 
under  the  eye  of  the  creator.  I  looked  at  Serena. 
Deepest  emotion,  but  at  the  same  time  a  tranquil  illumi- 
nation, were  depicted  on  her  sweet  face.  Oh  I  it  is  in 
such  hours  that  we  know  the  fulness  of  life,  when  the 
sky  seems  to  open  upon  us,  our  souls  mount  up  upon 
the  wings  of  sound,  embrace  every  angel  of  life,  com- 
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prebend  the  highth  and  depths  of  the  loye  of  Ood,  all 
the  beauty  of  creation,  and  are  ready  to  £unt  in 
bliss. 

Bruno's  voice  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  beautiful ; 
but  it  is  strong,  manly,  and  eicpressive.  It  indicates  a 
powerful  mind.  "  Oh,  Bruno !"  thought  I,  "  hast  thou 
been  endowed  with  such  noble  grifts  only  to  abuse  them  t 
Canst  thou  sing  of  life's  pure  glory,  and  not  be  able  to 
realize  it  in  thy  soul,  in  thy  life  ?" 

The  music  ceased.  Bruno's  auditors  sat  silent  and 
tearful:  Miss  Adele  v.  P.  also  stood  by  the  door 
astonished,  and  as  if  rivetted  to  the  spot  by  magic  Then 
came  the  unhappy  Madam  v.  P.  and  overpowered  Bruno 
with  remarks  respecting  his  skill,  and  ancient  and  modern 
composers.  **  Weber,"  said  she,  *'  is  fSuiciful ;  Roeauii, 
poor  in  melody ;  Mayerbeer  excels  both,  he  is  so  to 
speak,  le  prince  de  la  musique." 

Old  Madam  Dahl  manifested  her  satisfaction  in 
another  way.  She  pressed  Bruno's  band  and  said 
feelingly :  "  You  have  made  the  old  woman  young 
again !  It  is  long  since  I  have  felt  such  enjoyment; 
I  thank  you  most  sincerely." 

''You  make  me  sincerely  happy!"  said  Bruno, 
kissing  respectfully  her  hand,  and  seating  himself  by 
her  side. 

A  great  noise  was  now  heard  in  the  hall  outside, 
proceeding  from  the  Adamites,  who  were  just  arriving 
from  the  wood,  with  dirty  and  torn  dresses,  but  full  of 
life  and  spirits.  They  had  started  some  deer,  killed  a 
serpent,  and  caught  a  Mttle  squirrel,  which  they  now 
brought  home  in  triumph.  Brita  Kaijsa  tried  to  sop 
press  this  exhilaration  of  the  Adamites,  but  she  only 
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Riicccedcd  partially  with  Mally.  'J'lie  two  younger 
children  jumped  about  screaming  and  Khouting,  climb- 
ing with  their  dirty  feet  on  chairs  and  sofas — I  wiKhcd 
tna  chh-e  mire  had  seen  it ! — whilst  they  enjoyed  the 
sport  of  first  letting  the  little  unfortunate  squirrel 
loose  and  then  catching  it  again.  Their  parents  at  last 
took  no  notice  of  their  wild  conduct,  hut  Serena  and  I 
gave  each  other  a  look,  and  ventured  to  interfere.  The 
result  was,  that  I  liberated  the  little  squirrel,  whilst 
Serena,  partly  in  earnest,  and  partly  in  jest,  drew  the 
children  to  her  and  succeeded  in  keeping  them  quiet, 
by  cutting  out  a  number  of  little  equipages,  and  ladies 
and  gentlemen  in  paper  for  them.  Art  here  also 
asserted  its  power  of  taming  the  wildness  of  nature. 

The  cheerful  Miss  Ilellevi,  who  likes  to  keep  people 
in  motion,  proposed  a  sociable  game,  and  we  commen- 
ced a  game  of  forfeits,  which  soon  became  lively  and 
amusing.  A  number  of  pledges  were  collected,  and  on 
the  occasion  of  their  being  reedecnied,  Miss  Ilellevi 
shone  by  her  humourous  ingenuity.  It  was  indis- 
cribable  entertainment  to  see  Bjcirn  obliged  to  dance. 
I  have  never  laughed  so  heartily.  You  should  have 
seen  his  comical  gravity  and  his  grimaces ! 

"What  is  to  be  done  by  him  to  whom  this  pledge 
belongs?" — "He  is  to  relate  a  short  story,"  replied 
Miss  Uellevi.  The  pledge  belonged  to  me,  and  with- 
out consideration  I  began  whatever  came  into  my  mind 
first     It  was  the  following  legend  : 

"  Two  little  boys  went  down,  one  holiday-evening,  to 
the  river,  not  far  from  their  father's  abode.  There  they 
heard  tome  beautiful  music,  and  saw  the  Neck,*  who 

*  Neck  Is  the  Swedish  iiame  of  a  spirit  of  the  waters. 

fi.      VOL.  II 
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sat  upon  the  blue  waves  in  the  shades  of  the  alder- 
trees,  and  played  upon  the  liarp  and  sang  with  all  his 
heart.  After  the  hoys  had  been  for  some  time  listen- 
ing to  the  music,  they  exclaimed :  '  Of  what  use  is 
your  fine  playing,  Neck !  you  can  never  be  luippy  !* 
When  the  Neck  heard  these  words,  he  threw  away  the 
harp,  and  sunk  into  the  depth  of  the  water." 

Here  I  stopped,  for  I  had  accidentally  looked  towards 
Bruno,  and  a  look  from  him  so  penetrating,  dark,  and 
sorrowful  met  mine,  that  I  became  speechless  as  it 
were  before  it.  In  this  state  I  continued  for  several 
minutes  before  I  could  proceed : 

**  When  the  boys  came  home,  they  related  the  occur- 
rence to  their  fatlier.  The  latter  reproached  them  with 
having  spoken  so  harshly  to  the  Neck,  and  told  them 
they  had  been  wrong,  for  that  the  Neck  might  also  one 
day  become  happy. 

"  On  the  evening  of  the  next  day  the  boys  walked 
down  again  to  the  river.  They  heard  no  longer  the 
sound  of  sweet  music,  but  they  saw  the  Neck  who  sat 
on  the  waves  in  the  shades  of  the  alder-trees  and 
w^ept.  And  they  said  to  him :  *  Weep  not.  Neck,  our 
father  says,  that  you  shall  be  happy  too  some  day !' 
Then  the  Neck  cried  no  more,  but  took  up  his  harp 
again  and  played  and  sang  enchantingly  till  late  in  the 
night." 

I  looked  again  at  Bruno.  He  was  pale ;  his  wonder- 
ful eyes  were  raised  on  me  as  before.  But  now  they 
were  filled  with  tears. 

•'  Madam  Werner  shall  have  her  pledge  again,  with 
our  compliments  and  thanks  for  the  pretty  legend," 
said  Miss  Hellevi.     Many  pledges  followed,  and  were 
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redeemed  by  various  jokes.  The  owner  of  om-  u;ih 
sentenced  to  declaim  something  in  verse  or  prose.  It  was 
a  silk  pocket-handkerchief,  and  Miss  Hellevi,  who  per- 
ceived it,  inquired :  "  Does  not  this  belong  to  our  host  ?" 

''Yes,"  cried  Mally  Stallmark  with  a  loud  voice, 
**  but  I  took  it  to  give  it  as  a  pledge,  because  ^  had 
nothing  myself  to  give." 

**  Mally  makes  a  figure  in  the  world,"  thought  I. 

''The  law  of  the  game  must  be  observed !"  said  Miss 
Ilausgiebel,  the  owner  of  the  pledge  must  redeem  it  I 
"  Mr.  Romilly,  you  have  heard  the  sentence." 

**  But  I  was  not  in  the  game,"  answered  the  latter 
evasively. 

"But  you  are  so  now,"  cried  Miss  Hellcvi,  and 
when  Madam  Dalil  also,  uniting  with  her,  entreated 
Bruno  to  fulfil  the  conditions,  he  consented,  good 
naturedly.  He  rose,  made  no  hesitation,  but  seemed 
nevertheless  transmuted  in  a  moment,  tw  he  stood  dig- 
nified and  inmiovably  sunk  as  it  were  in  deep  reflection. 
On  his  first  motion  to  speak,  a  cold  shuddering  ran 
through  me.  The  scene  was  truth  itself.  It  was  from 
himself,  from  the  depths  of  his  own  eloud- enveloped 
spirit,  that  Bruno  spoke  Hamlet's  famous  soliloquy  : — 
"  To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question !" 

In  truth,  Bruno  is  no  ordinary  man,  and  has  no 
ordinary  gifts,  but  still — liow  much  higher  does  not 
my  Bjorn  stand  as  a  man.  There  was  a  long  siient 
pause  in  the  room,  after  Bruno  had  ceased  to  speak, 
and  it  seemed  difficult  to  return  to  the  recreations  of 
life  after  this  display  into  its  gloomy  depths. 

Meanwhile  it  had  grown  late,  and  tlic  old  Dahls 
who  would  not  stay  to  supper,  took  leave  of  their  liost> 
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tliey  thanked  most  cordiHlly  ftfj  tlie  a 
riitertttinmciit  of  tUe  day,  they  also  took  &er 
tliemt  »nd  prouiified  to  leave  her  at  llofienvik. 
accrompaEiied  tJiem  to  the  carriage.  When  t 
gone,  every  thing  seemed  flat  to  me,  a£id  in 
etcftpe  from  the  gKnie  of  forfeit!),  1  aiiked  Ad 
who  was  Bittitignext  to  me,  if  she  feJt  dispos^ei 
a  walk  with  me  in  the  park.  She  eagerly  co 
1  took  her  arm  and  we  went.  The  evening 
the  twilightf  the  Etillness,  everything  that  bu 
us  seemed  to  invite  to  l^ose  gerious,  Eoothin 
lioua  which  light  and  BociaJ  life  so  ea&ily  di^i 

'*  How  beautiful  it  is  here !"  said  I. 

"Yes,"  replied  Adela,  "for  here  is  seriousi 
truth." 

I  was  struck  by  the  expression  with  whi> 
words  were  uttered,  and  looked  at  my  compai 

Adela  v.  P.  proceeded  with  emotion:  ' 
Werner  I  you  have  hitherto,  I  dare  say,  consi* 
weak  and  superficial ;  and  I  now  feel  that  sue 
been ;  but  to-day  a  wonderful  feeling  has  been  i 
within  me ;  I  feel  myself  humbled,  and  yet  eh 
I  wish  to  be  able  to  return  to  nature  and  trutl 

"  You  would  like  to  leave  what  is  artificial, 
nature, — is  it  not  so  ?"  said  I.    "  You  wouli 
comprehend   nature,    and   restore    to    life 
interest?" 

**  Yes ...  I  believe  so.  I  have  sometimes 
givings  that  my  education  was  but  empty  si 
now — that  clearer  views  open  to  me,  now  that 
time  is  already  lost . .  .  Heaven  knows,  w 
«haJl  ever  now  attain  to  light  and  truth." 
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"  Do  not  doubt  it  I"  said  I,  warmly. — "  Only  cherish 
the  impressions  and  the  longings  which  have  been  to- 
day awakened  in  you.'' 

An  anxious,  hurried  yoice  was  now  heard  in  the  park, 
calling  Adela,  Adela !  Adela  answered,  and  Madam  v. 
P.  came  running  up  to  us,  she  exclaiming  with  visible 
anxiety :  **  Adela,  my  little  angel  I  You  out  here  without 
shawl  and  with  a  cough  ?  and  the  dew  and  the  night- 
air!  My  dear  child,  why  do  you  do  so  ?  Come  in,  I 
entreat  you — you  must  not  go  so  lightly  clothed,  you 
must  take  my  shawl,  I  can  dispense  with  it  better  than 
you !"  And  in  spite  of  the  daughter's  hesitation  she 
threw  her  shawl  around  her,  and  drew  it  carefully 
about  her  chest;  mother  and  daughter  kissed  each 
other  affectionately,  and  hastened  together  into  the 
house. 

Did  I  eyer  find  Madam  v.  P.  ridiculous  ?  At  this 
moment  I  quite  forgot  it;  I  only  saw  the  tender,  amia- 
ble mother,  and  I  thought :  this  is  water  for  Bjorn's 
mill  I  If  Madam  v.  P.  but  knew,  how  truly  poetic  and 
interesting  she  now  appeared,  she  would  despise  the 
affectation  of  being  so  in  any  other  way. 

Meantime  I  had  remained  behind  in  the  park  alone, 
and  whilst  I  walked  slowly  back,  I  met  with  young 
Robnrt  Stalmark,  who  was  walking  up  and  down  soli- 
loquizing. He  went  with  me,  and  said  after  a  short 
time,  with  discontent  depicted  on  his  countenance : — 

**  What  a  stupid  thing  it  is  to  have  no  talents,  to 
comprehend  nothing,  to  know  nothing,  nothing  which 
belongs  to  .  .  ." 

"  To  what  is  called  hi«h  refinement  ?"  said  I  by 
way  of  interrogation.     (I  found  myself  appointed  this 
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evening  to  assist  people  into  the  right  road.) 

"  Well  yes,"  replied  young  Robert.  I  hear  so  much 
talk  about  nature, — but  it  would  be  well  to  assist 
it  with  a  little  art,  a  little  cultivation !"  .  . . 

"  Yes,  we  must  draw  a  distinction  between  nature, 
barbarous  and  ungifted  nature  in  her  enlightened 
state.** 

Robert  stared  at  me  with  one  of  those  lively  intelli- 
gent looks,  which  depicts  the  brightening  of  a  new 
idea;  but  immediately  afterwards  he  said  with. an  ex- 
pression of  sadness. 

♦*  Yes,  were  I  not  so  old  already however,  the 

best  thing    to  be  done  now  is,    to  banish  all  these 
thoughts  from  my  mind  !" 

"  What  thoughts,'*  asked  I,  warmly,  "  of  accomplish- 
ments or  of  a  more  cultivated  mind  ?  My  dear  Mr.  Ro- 
bert !  to  possess  a  talent  for  any  particular  art  is 
comparatively  but  a  light  thing,  but  to  be  capable  of 
loving  and  appreciating  what  is  beautiful,  to  be  able  to 
hold  intercourse  with  men  of  high  acquirement,  to 
invest  life  with  noble  interests,  this  is  no  trifling 
matter,  and  you  are  young  enough  to  be  able  to  attain 
to  it.  Reject  not  on  account  of  the  requisite  exertion 
one  of  the  most  abundant  sources  of  the  happiness  of 
life."  We  were  now  on  the  top  of  the  stairs,  and  I 
heard  Robert  say  to  himself:  "  no,  no,  I  will  not  do  that ! 
I  will  devote  myself  to  it  in  good  earnest !  I  will  be 
very  different  yet!" 

These  two  little  scenes  afforded  me  much  pleasure 
The  precious  seed  which  lies  dormant  in  the  human 
mind  is  sometimes  suddenly  and  singularly  vivified. 
Bruno's  powerful  spirit  had  now  as  if  by  magical  in- 
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fluencc  roused  two  bcingR  to  a  more  exalted  H<?li'-coii- 
sciousnesR.  So  is  the  revelation  of  every  noble  power 
a  cry  of  "  awake  ye  I'*  to  the  soul  of  man. 

But  let  us  go  back  to  Ramm  and  to  the  supper- 
table.  I  was  glad  when  it  wns  over,  and  I  can  vouch 
that  Bruno  was  no  less  so.  He  was  no  more  like  the 
same  person  that  he  had  been  earlier  in  the  day,  than 
November  resembles  May.  His  eyebrows  had  con- 
tracted themselves,  and  Bruno  seemed  to  find  it  hard 
to  sustain  the  part  of  the  polite  host  to  the  end  of  the 
piece.  How  sweet  was  it,  when  the  cabriolet  again 
rolled  along  to  Rosenvik,  and  when  I  could  with 
Bjorn's  confidence,  disburden  my  mind  of  all  the 
histories  which  I  have  here  written  down. 

In  the  bright  moonshine  we  arrived  at  home.  I  met 
Serena  in  the  anti-chamber.  She  stood  at  the  open 
window  with  her  face  turned  to  Ramm,  I  walked  softly 
up  to  her,  and  threw  my  arm  round  her.  She  leaned 
her  head  against  mine.  The  evening  breeze  wafted  by 
cool  but  mild,  bearing  along  with  it  melodious  sounds. 
They  came  from  Bamm.  I  felt  a  tear  drop  in  my  bosom. 
Serena's  lips  bedewed  my  cheeks,  whilst  she  whispered, 
*'  My  sweet,  dear  Franciska  t  I  must  leave  you,  I 
have  been  too  long  absent  from  my  paternal  home 
Let  me  return  to-morrow  to  my  old  parents !" 

"  Serena,  my  angel  ?"  I  exclaimed  in  consternation. 
"  What  has  happened !  why  ?" 

"  Do  not  ask !  entreated  Serena,  laying  her  delicate 
and  feverish  hand  on  mine.  Do  not  inquire  at  present. 
1  shall  tell  you  all  some  day;  nt  presont  I  cannot!  Let 
me  go  to-morrow  morning  with  the  doctor !" 

"  And  what  will  your  grand-parents  say  if  . . ." 
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**  I  shall  explain  to  them  ;  I  shall  satisfy  tbem.  Be 
not  uneasy,  sweet  Franciska!  they  will  be  satisfied, 
they  ..." 

"  Yes,  they !  of  that  I  have  no  doubt  whatever," 
interrupted  I,  in  an  unamiable  mood,  *'  they,  who  are 
to  be  told  every  thing ;  but  I  shall  have  to  lose  you, 
and  am  yet  to  know  nothing — I  ?  "  You  have  no  con- 
fidence in  me,  Serena, — you  do  not  love  me ! " 

Serena  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck  and  said, 
<*  Oh,  Franciska,  you  hurt  me !  You  know  I  have  had 
no  friend  whom  I  have  loved  so  sincerely  as  you. 
What  I  now  keep  secret  from  you,  I  shall  not  disclose 
to  any  other  creature.  But  one  day  I  shall  have  no 
secret  to  conceal  from  those  who  are  dear  to  me." 

"  It  is  right,  my  dear  Serena !    I  was  cross  just  now. 

Forgive  me.     But  you  see,  Serena You  have 

become  dear  to  me  as  a  sister ;  your  happiness  lies  near 
to  my  heart  as  if  it  were  my  own,  and  ....  and  ..."  I 
began  to  cry  like  a  child,  and  Serena  did  the  same.  In 
this  state  we  were  found  by  Bjorn,  who  scolded  us  be- 
cause we  had  the  window  open.  After  he  had  shut  it, 
he  took  Serena's  hand  and  mine,  and  inquired  with  a 
cheerful  sympathising  look,  what  made  us  so  very 
sad. 

"  Ah,  she  wishes  to  leave  us,  Bjbm.  Serena  wishes 
to  go  home  to-morrow  morning." 

Bjorn  now  looked  so  shocked  that  I  became  some- 
what alarmed,  and  thought,  "  Well,  well,  it  certainly  is 
not  such  a  national  calamity  as  to  strike  one  with 
apoplexy." 

But  Bjorn's  face  changed  again,  and  witn  his  ac- 
customed good-natured  calmness,  he  said : 
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'*  Well,  if  she  should  go  away,  I  suppose  she  would 
come  again." 

I  had  almost  overlooked  this  possibility  in  my 
anxiety,  and  partly  consoled  again,  I  exclaimed : 

"  Oh,  yes,  Serena,  you  will  soon,  soon  come  again, 
won't  you  ?     You  will  not  stay  away  long?" 

But  I  will  not  fill  my  paper  with  a  description  of  the 
remarks  and  replies  on  the  subject,  and  how  (in  spite 
of  all  the  consolatory  reasons  which  had  been  repre- 
sented to  me),  I  was  heartily  concerned  to  part  with 
Serena,  for  I  clearly  foresaw  that  she  would  not  return 
to  me  this  year  to  make  any  lengthy  visit  This 
morning  at  seven  o'clock  she  drove  off  with  a  large 
flower- bouquet  in  her  hand,  sitting  by  the  side  oFBjorn, 
who  was  softly  pronouncing  anathemas  on  a  basket  of 
fruit,  which  had  been  put  between  his  feet. 

Every  thing  is  so  vacant  now  after  Serena's  de- 
parture. I  endeavour  to  forget  it  whilst  occupying  my- 
self with  writing,  but  I  am  not  able.  It  is  indescrib- 
able, what  a  charm,  what  a  feeling  of  Spring  such  a 
being  diffuses  around  her.  She  was  always  so  kind,  so 
fresh  in  feeling,  so  good.  I  grew  better  by  living  in 
her  society.  She  had  taught  me  to  be  observant  of 
much  good  existing  in  all  around  me.  At  present  we 
shall  correspond  daily.  At  all  events  it  is  something. 
Bjorn  will  be  the  post-courier.  I  am  glad  that  1  shall 
receive  a  note  to-day  by  him  ;  but  1  shall  still  not  get 
to  know  the  secret.     It  troubles  and  distresses  me ! 
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TIL 

to  the  reader  from  a  stranger  lady. 

Dear  and  curious  Reader, 

Availing  myself  of  my  former  apology,  and  pitying 
the  anxiety  which  you,  dear  reader,  probably  share  with 
Madam  Werner,  I  will — ^happening,  strangely  enough, 
accidentally  to  know  more  of  the  state  of  affairs  than 
that  excellent  lady — tell  you  quite  entre  nous,  a  word  or 
two  of  the  secret 

In  the  park  of  Ramm,  Madam  Werner  is  riding,  as 
she  has  already  related.  We — the  reader  and  I — follow 
silently  the  walkers  on  their  path.  We  notice  during 
this  interval  how  the  Misses  v.  P.,  notwithstanding 
their  affected  gentility,  condescend  to  sport  with  the 
brothers  Stallmark  in  a  way,  which  indicate  neither 
propriety  nor  gentle  feeling.  From  this  we  conclude, 
that  excessive  refinement  and  rudeness,  often  go  hand 
in  hand.  But  we  shall  not  dwell  long  on  this  picture, 
destitute  as  it  is  of  grace  or  keeping.  We  will  rather 
follow  Bruno,  who  conducts  Serena  with  a  deferential 
attention,  which  will  to  your  glance,  clear-sighted 
reader,  most  distinctly  betray  the  nature  of  his  feelings. 
After  these  follow  the  Adamites  amidst  laughing  and 
scrcaniiiig. 
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"Lean  more  on  my  arm,"  entreated  Bruno,  with  a 
soft  melodious  voice.  "  Let  me  support  you,  let  me 
believe  for  a  moment,  at  least,  that  I  can  be  some  way 
of  use  to  you." 

They  walked  silently.  The  wood  rustled  gently  around 
them,  and  its  arched  foliage  above  them.  In  Bruno's  soul 
now  reigned— and  he  has  often  said,  that  it  was  this 
feeling  which  made  him  so  happy  in  Serena's  presence 
— a  peace  which  he  but  rarely  enjoyed.  Something  of 
her  gentle  and  bright  spirit  seemed  to  pass  over  into 
his ;  he  had  a  feeling  as  if  his  good  genius  was  near 
him,  and  those  beneficent  impulses,  those  feelings  of 
enjoyment,  those  pure  sentiments,  those  vague  but 
strong  hopes  of  a  better  future,  those  fair  spring  anti- 
cipations which  are  entire  strangers  to  no  human 
breast,  all  came  like  angels  and  hailed  his  soul.  A  voice 
then  arose  within  him — it  was  that  of  remorse,  it  cried; 
•*  Weep  for  the  past,  the  lost  I"  But  another,  lovely 
and  strong  like  eternal  mercy,  cried  stronger :  "  Des- 
pair not  for  she  is  near  thee!"  He  then  looked 
in  her  countenance — all  there  was  so  sweet  and  bright 
— and  he  saw  only  her. 

All  at  once  the  Adamites  raised  a  shrilling  shout  of 
joy,  and  sprang  into  the  wood.  Sister  Malley  called 
them  back,  herself  at  the  same  time  pursuing  them. 
A  deer  ran  timidly  before  them.  All  vanished ;  Bruno 
was  now  alone  with  Serena.  The  latter  stood  irreso- 
lutely still.  They  were  standing  near  a  high  oak,  a 
bank  of  fresh  grass  was  round  its  stem,  and  flowers  were 
planted  all  about ;  the  spot  seemed  to  have  been  care- 
fully tended. 

"  Will  you  not  rest  a  moment  ?"  asked  Bruno.    "  We 
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can  await  our  little  friends  here,  who  will  no  doabt 
come  again." 

Serena  consented,  and  seated  herself.  Bruno  stood 
before  her,  and  watched  her  looks  attentively;  they 
were  contemplating  the  spot,  and  betrayed  awaking 
recollections. 

"  I  believe  I  know  this  place,  this  tree  again,"  said 
she  at  length.  "  Yes,  I  am  quite  certain  here  it  was, 
that  many  years  ago  I  was  threatened  by  a  terrible 
danger.  I  was  then  but  a  little  child  ;  a  serpent  had 
entwined  itself  round  my  neck.  It  would  most  likely 
have  strangled  me,  had  not  the  intrepidity  and  presence 
of  mind  of  a  little  boy,  saved  me  at  the  risk  of  his  own 
life." 

"  Do  you  remember  that  event  V*  inquired  Bruno, 
deeply  affected. 

"  He  remembers  it  likewise." 

"  He  ? — what  ? — ^when  ?     How  do  you  know " 

inquired  Serena,  astonished  and  hurriedly. 

"  He  is  a  friend  of  mine.  He  has  often  talked  to 
me  about  the  child,  which  he  carried  about  in  his  arms 
in  the  woods  of  Ramm." 

"  Oh,  is  he  still  alive  ? . . .  .Where  is  he  ?  What  do 
you  know  of  him?"  inquired  Serena  with  lively 
emotion. 

"  He  is  alive !  perhaps,  it  were  better  were  he  no 
longer  so.  His  life  has  been  no  source  of  joy  to  any 
one.  However,  his  anxious  heart  can  find  no  peace 
until  it  has  found  another  and  a  better,  to  which  it  may 
attach  itself.  He  has  early  been  brought  to  know  mis- 
fortune— even  crime !  He  was  rejected  by  his  mothei ; 
he  then  wandered  through  the  world  for  years,  and 
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fought  with  life,  with  men,  and  with  himself;  he  sought 
he  knew  not  what,  he  had  early  become  an  outcast. 
He  who  reposes  on  the  breast  of  a  mother  or  a  wife,  he 
who  holds  a  dear  sister  by  the  hand,  he  knows,  he 
understands  not  the  yacuum,  the  gloom,  which  that 
man  feels  who  in  all  the  wide  world  has  not  one  single 
being  to  love  him,  to  receive  his  love,  not  one  who  will 
say — **  return !"  not  one  who  would  press  the  penitent 
to  his  breast,  and  say,  **  I  forgive  1"    Thus  rejected 

Can  it  be  wondered  at  if  shipwrecked  in  heart, 

the  sport  of  every  wind,  he  should  drift  about  and  be 

lost  7 Serena,  would  you  condemn  him  ?" 

*'  I  condemn  ?  Alas  I  I  should  weep  >over  him." 
"  Weep  over  him,  Serena.  He  blesses  these  tears, 
and  he — is  not  unworthy  of  you.  Bruno  has  staggered 
on  the  deep,  but  has  not  sunk.  An  invisible  hand  has 
susuined  him.  Was  it  that  angel,  who  once  secretly 
whispered  to  him  of  a  brighter  and  better  world?  I 
must  believe  it.  Certain  it  in,  that  he  never  forgot  her. 
In  his  sweetest  recollection,  in  his  best  feelingb,  in  the 
depth  oi  his  soul,  she  stood  in  the  splendour  of  her 
innocence.  Oh,  Serena !  were  he  now  to  stand  before 
you  and  say :  This  childish  affection  has  ripened  into 
love,  true,  eternal  love ;  these  recollections  are  changed 
into  reality.  They  are  dear  to  me,  Serena,  dear  as  tlie 
reconciliation  with  my  mother,  as  the  hope  in  the  mercy 
of  God;  dear,  a  thousand  times  dearer  than  life  itself! 
— Serena,  it  is  Bruno,  the  friend  of  your  childhood,  who 
here  kneels  before  you  t  (and  in  endless  love  Bruno 
sank  before  the  adored  one.)  It  is  Bruno  who  craves 
from  you  his  peace,  his  blissi  his  life  I  Serena,  do  you 
reject  me  ? !" 
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*Good  God!! — Bruno!"  exclaimed  Serena,  with 
indescribable  emotion,  and  extended  to  him  her  hand. 
He  pressed  it  vehemently  between  his,  and  inquired, 
with  a  look  and  voice  which  seemed  to'  have  power  to 
conjure  up  the  deepest  secrets  of  the  soul,  "  Is  it  com- 
passion— which  this  hand  extends  to  me  ?" 

"It  is — not  compassion — ah,  rise !" 

Voices  were  heard,  steps  drawing  nearer. 

Bruno  pressed  Serena's  hand  to  his  heart  whilst 
rising,  and  saying :  **  Keep  my  secret  I  The  hour  has 
not  yet  come — "  He  could  say  no  more.  Miss  Hcl- 
levi  Hausgiebel,  at  the  head  of  a  gay  band  of  walkers, 
joined  them,  and  they  were  not  again  left  alone. 

In  the  evening,  when  Bruno  escorted  Serena  to  the 
carriage,  he  held  her  back  for  a  moment,  and  whispered 
in  her  hearing  only:  "One  word  —  one  word!  not 
compassion — ^itwas  a  nobler  feeling  ?  Serena,  one  word, 
one  look  ! — " 

But  Serena  said  not  one  word,  gave  not  one  answer- 
ing I  ouk.  She  withdrew  her  hand  from  Brum/Syand 
timidly  as  the  bird  flying  to  its  nest,  she  hastened  to 
join  her  aged  grand- parents.  Bruno  cast  a  dark  look 
after  the  carriage  as  it  rolled  away. 

And  I,  my  reader,  now  take  my  friendly  leave  of 
you. 
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IV. 

ELKVENTH   LETTER. 

FRANCISKA  W.    TO   MAHIA   L. 

Rosenvik,  August  22nd. 
lie  cloud  which  suspends  over  ua,  lias  darkened, 
storm  is  quite  certain.  May  heaven  only  turn  it 
>  a  blessing  and  not  into  destruction ! 
terena  was  gone,  and  with  her  we  lost  much  enjoy- 
nt.  No  one  felt  this  more  deeply  than  Bruno,  lie 
le  in  the  evening  as  usual,  but  he  was  not  like  him- 
'.  He  entered,  greeted  me  dispiritedly,  and  kept 
nt ;  then  he  walked  up  and  down  in  a  restless  state 
mind,  or  took  his  seat  near  the  place  where  Serena 
1  accustomed  to  sit,  and  leaned  his  head  upon  h  is  hand, 
js  he  sat  long  without  uttering  a  word,  and  the  vein 
ch  swelled  high  upon  his  forehead,  gave  indication 
:he  conflict  in  his  mind. 

Jjorn  often  turned  towards  him  with  the  quiet  ob- 
/ing  look  of  the  physician,  which  seems  to  trace  the 
rse  of  the  inward  struggle,  and  to  watch  the  momet 
he  crisis.  I  was  kind,  yes  sisterly  kind,  towards 
no,  for  I  saw  that  he  was  suffering,  and  unhappy. 
:imc8  he  seemed  desirous  to  speak.  I  fancied  he 
something  to  request,  or  some  confession  to  make, 
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u  liicli  wciglieii  heavy  upon  hH  hearL  But  iio>t  ctfif 
word  gave  ub  light  on  tlie  subject,  and  lo  fill  obsenfri- 
tiona  which  we  addressed  to  him,  h^  returned  ^^^? 
brief  replies^  or  maintaineil  a  perfect  silence.  1  Tnus'^ 
liowevef^  say  that  no  bad  temper — -that  demon  wbcre- 
with  little  mindsofteti  tyrannize  over  those  around  thtnii 
manifested  jtsdf  in  Bruno^s  deportmetit  It  was  ap- 
parent that  it  was  a  profound  dUtre^^  which  rendei'^ 
him  irjsenaiblfi  to  all  that  passed  around  him.  Wei* 
kiigth  resolved  to  leave  him  to  himself,  and  flpend  oor 
evening  m  we  generally  do  when  we  ore  alone,— Bjoro 
occupkd  with  carpentering^  and  I  reading  to  tiici' 
Jkuno  could  then  listen  if  he  chose. 

Yesterday  he  came  agtiin^  and  was  more  gentle  nim 
usual.  He  took  Bjorn'^  hnud  and  mine,  pressed  tlicn^^ 
and  said;  *^  I  am  no  agreeable  guest  to  yoUi  ^^ 
friends  I  but  bear  with  met — "  He  turned  awaf, 
Itiift  UR  quickly,  and  seated  himself  at  the  piano,  ^bsfe 
he  played  a  lively  and  noisy  piece. 

TliO  tea  came,  J  prepared  It,  and  filled  the  inrfe 
cup  for  Bjorn- — he  always  has  a  particular  tea-cup  ^^^ 
himself,  with  ugly,  little,  blue  cupids,  which  he  liJ!'^ 
very  much.  When  now  I  handed  ibis  to  bimr  ati*l  ^'^ 
kissed  my  hand  deliglitedly^ — I  don't  know  how  It  h&f- 
pened,  but  he  does  so  sometimes — -I  thought  hus^ 
whining,  so  kind,  so  excellent,  that  I  set  a^ide  the  tea- 
cup and  bread-basket,  encircled  his  great  head  with 
tny  arm,  and  pressed  it  with  ardent  affection  lo  taj 
breasL  Bjdm  threw  one  arm  round  my  waiijt,  but,  ^ 
dear  [  he  ptreiched  the  other  towards  the  bread-basket 
I  felt  so  affectioniite  towards  him^  that,  tenderly  jestiflf* 
I  reproached  him  with  his  divided  love.     Bjorn  rejili^ 
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in  the  tame  tone,  when  a  sigh,  deep,  painful,  almost  ro- 
•embling  a  suppreited  groan ,  made  us  shrink  witli  terror. 
We  looked  up,  and  our  gaze  fell  on  Bruno,  who,  pale, 
and  with  an  indescribable  expression,  surveyed  us. 
"  Oh,  good  God  I  good  God !"  said  lie,  sluwly,  whilst 
pressing  his  hand  against  his  forehead,  as  if  in  inex- 
pressible anguish,  and  now  tears  gushed  with  vebe- 
mence  from  his  eyes,  which  at  once  amazed  and 
affected  me.  BjOrn  rose,  and  by  a  mutual  impulse, 
we  both  approached  Bruno.  Now  that  his  heart  was 
opened,  he  stretched  out  his  arms  to  us,  and  cried,  with 
a  voice  which  was  suddenly  stifled  with  moHt  violent 
agitation :  "  My  mother  I  .  .  .  .  Let  me  be  n  conciled 
with  my  mother'." 

Bjiirn  and  I  went  to  liim  ;  we  opened  our  arms  to 
him  and  embraced  him.  Bruno  was  almost  beside  him- 
self; he  pressed  us  with  wild  vehemence  to  Iiih  breast, 
and  in  broken  sentences,  which  rushed  as  it  were  from 
his  agitated  soul,  he  exclaimed:  *' Act,  act  fur  me! 
...  .1  cannot!  I  am  cursed  ....  speak,  prepare 
my  way  ....  whether  I  may  come  ....  help,  help 
that  when  I  approach  her  she  may  not  reject  me.  Tell 
her  that  I  have  sulFered  much  ....  much  ...  let  me 
repose  on  her  breast.  There  is  no  rest  till  then  for 
me  ....  My  mother,  my  mother  I  .  .  . ." 

Our  tears  flowed  in  torrents ;  we  spoke  words  of  tender- 
ness to  Bruno ;  we  tried  to  compose,  to  comfort  him  ;  we 
promised  to  act  for  him  ;  we  told  him  that  all  should 
be  well.  But  the  storm  which  had  at  length  burst 
forth  was  not  to  be  so  easily  allayed.  Bruno  was  in 
the  most  powerful  agitation  of  mind,  and  after  he  had 
violently  paced  the  room  for  a  few  moments,  he  said : 
c.     vor.    1 1. 
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"  I  must  now  leave  you ;  forgive  this  scene !  Think  of  mc 
and  for  me.  Let  me  know  what  you  purpose  doing,  and 
let  that  which  is  to  be  done,  be  done  quickly  !  Sus- 
pense is  hell."  'I'he  next  moment  Bruno  was  upon  his 
horse,  and  vanished  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning. 

Bjorn  and  I  now  stood  looking  at  each  other  as  if  the 
last  judgment-day  had  broken  in  upon  us.  Bjorn  for- 
got his  tea.  I  never  before  saw  him  so  disturbed. 
This  almost  surprised  me,  for  I  believed  that  this 
cause,  though  somewhat  difficult  to  manage,  was  never- 
theless sure  of  a  happy  issue,  and  that  the  lost  son  must 
inevitably  be  again  received  into  the  house  of  his 
mother.  "  Is  it  to  be  imagined,"  said  I,  "  that  a 
mother  should  not  receive  with  open  arms  her  penitent 
returning  son  ?  " 

"  Yes,  you  do  not  know  ma  chkre  mh-e  yet,**  said 
Bjorn,  grimacing  and  spitting — "thislast  only  now  hap- 
pens on  any  rare  occasion. — In  some  adopted  notions 
she  is,  as  it  were,  hardened  as  a  stone ;  and  then  her  dis- 
ease of  mind !....!  trust  that  she  will  recognise  and  re- 
ceive her  son  again,  when  she  sees  him,  and  ascertains 
his  temper  of  mind.  I  hope  so.  But  how  to  bring  it 
about  ?  how  to  prepare  her,  when  the  mere  mention  of 
his  name  affects  her  brain  ?  I  will  not  vouch  for  the 
return  of  her  mental  disease.  Minds  like  her's  and 
her  son's  always  border  on  the  abyss  of  frenzy,  through 
the  violence  of  their  passions.  One  blow  may  plunge 
them  into  it" 

**  Heaven  keep  us !  "  exclaimed  I. 

"  At  all  events,'*  continued  Bjorn,  more  composed, 
"  the  trial  to  effect  a  reconciliation  must  be  made. 
Better  would  it  be  that  mother  and  son  should  die  in 
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frenzy  than  in  enmity.  But  we  muit  go  cautiously  to 
work.  Ma  ehkrt  mire  muit  first  be  sounded — ^niust 
have  her  pulse  felt ;  she  is  no  easy  patient  to 
treat." 

We  now  considered  pro  and  con  how  the  matter  was 
to  be  arranged.  We  proposed  and  rejected  a  number 
of  plans.    At  length  we  settled  upon  the  following : 

It  has  now  been  a  custom,  for  some  time  past,  at 
Karlsfors,  when  we  were  assembled  together  m  the 
evening,  occasionally  to  read  novels,  or  any  light  and 
entertaining  works.  I  was  generally  appointed  reader, 
and  tna  ehire  mire,  who  does  not  care  much  for  books, 
except  her  Bible  and  cookery-book,  appears  however 
sometimes  to  listen  with  pleasure.  Bjdm  and  I  now 
determined  the  very  next  evening  we  should  spend  at 
Karlsfors  to  propose  a  subject  for  reading,  and  then 
have  a  tale  in  readiness,  calculated  to  rouse  the  feel- 
ings of  the  mother,  and  to  give  us  some  clue  to  trace 
her  disposition  towards  her  son.  Should  this  prove 
favourable,  a  further  step  might  soon  be  taken ;  but  as 
to  the  nature  of  this,  we  could  not  ag^ee.  My  wish  was 
that  Bruno  should  himself  write  to  his  mother.  Bjom 
however,  rejected  this,  as  being  a  too  direct  and  hazar- 
dous mode  of  proceeding.  Bjom  seemed  more  inclined 
to  install  me  into  the  office  of  mediator  between  mother 
and  son.  "  It  is  a  peculiarity  in  her,"  said  he,  "  that 
that  which  she  reads  on  paper  makes  no  impression  on 
her  feelings.  She  must  read  them  in  the  eye,  she  must 
hear  the  voice,  if  words  are  to  reach  her  heart.  Yoa, 
my  Fanny....  ** 

"  Thanks,  my  dear  Bjom,  a  thousand  thanks  for 
your  high  opinion !     But  spare  me,  if  possible,  this 
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eommission  1  I  feel  chat  I  have  not  courage  enough 
to  interpose  between  these  two  violent  beings.  1  mii;ht 
be  crushed  to  atoms.  Have* you  forgotten  the  fable  of 
the  earthen-pot?*' 

"  Well,  well,  we  shall  see !  There  is  time  enough 
yet  to  think  of  the  second  step,  when  the  first  is 
made.*' 

**  And  for  this  I  will  make  immediate  preparation. 
Whilst  you  are  in  the  town,  I  will  find  a  suitable  tale; 
or  perhaps  compose  one  myself." 

"  Very  well.  We  shall  thus  be  prepared  with  arms 
for  the  hour  of  battle.  But  mark  you,  my  little  Fanny, 
the  allusion  must  not  be  too  obvious.  If  ma  cfiire  mirg 
should  perceive  a  hidden  object,  she  would  imme- 
diately set  herself  against  it." 

During  the  night  (one  often  receives  bright  ideas  in 
the-dark)  it  became  clear  to  my  mind  what  should  be 
the  text  which  was  to  serve  my  purpose,  and  when  Bjom 
had  departed  in  the  morning,  I  took  down  firom  my 
book-case,  which  Bjbrn  had  carefully  furnished,  "  Fry- 
rell'sNarratives  from  the  History  of  Sweden,"and  began 
to  read  and  think  over  the  story  of  Eric  Stenbock,  and 
Malin  Sture.  The  more  I  thought  about  it,  the  more 
satisfied  I  became,  and  scarcely  had  I  read  it  through 
the  second  time,  when  an  invitation  arrived  from  ma 
ehdie  mire  to  spend  the  evening  at  Karlsfors,  providing 
we  had  not  a  better  engagement.  I  returned  my 
thanks  and  said,  that  we  would  come.  Since  that  mo- 
ment 1  have  been  nearly  in  a  state  of  fever,  and  I  have 
endeavoured  to  divert  my  uneasiness  by  writing  this. 
Before  Bjom  left  this  morning  he  wrote  a  few  lines  to 
Bruno,  acquainting  him  with  our  plan.     The  lo^wer 
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which  the  meisenger  brought  back,  I  broke  open  du- 
ring Bjom's  absence.  It  only  contained  these  words  : 
'*  Do  what  you  please  I — Bruno." 

In  the  sftenuxm. 

Bjom  has  read  the  narrative  and  is  satisfied  with  it 
We  shall  go.  Ah,  Maria !  this  evening  I  I  am  heavy- 
hearted  and  disquieted.  I  am  going  to  sound  the 
depths  of  a  heart,  and  on  this  much  depends.  This 
thought  shakes  both  body  and  soul.    Adieu !  Adieu  1 

The  23rd. 

We  have  been  at  Karlsfors.  The  evening  had  closed 
in.  Lighted  candles  stood  upon  the  green  table  in  the 
reception-room.  We  sat  round  it.  The  important  and 
decisive  hour  had  arrived,  I  felt  wonderful  courage  and 
all  the  rest  were  unusually  still  and  dull.  Bjom  had  a 
pen-knife  in  his  hand  and  was  chipping  the  table  for 
the  want  of  something  else.  Ma  chire  mire  tapped  his 
fingers  and  gave  him  a  bundle  of  pens  to  cut.  She  then 
sat  down  to  net  a  fishing-net,  which  was  her  usual 
evening  employment ;  for  her  eyes  are  not  strong,  and 
cannot  bear  finer  work. 

She  said  to  mc,  **  Now  little  woman,  read  us  your 
tale ;  but  let  it  be  a  cheerful  one.  There  is  enough  to 
mourn  over  in  this  world,  without  wasting  tears  over 
things  which  are  written  in  books  I" 

"  I  cannot  promise  that  it  will  be  of  a  gay  story," 
replied  I,  **  but  I  think  it  very  interesting,  and  it  is 
moreover  historically  true  throughout." 

<*That  certainly  is  a  point  of  recommendation,"  said 
wta  ch^e  tnire,  "  and  one  ought  of  course  to  hold  one's 
mouth  to  the  dish." 

I  began  to  read : 
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OP   ERIC   8TEMBOCK  AMD  MALIN  tTUMK. 

From  Malin*M  Family-ehromclef  wriiien  hy  lumat^* 

In  the  parish  of  Mbrko  in  the  province  of  SSderman- 
land,  near  a  deeply  extending  bay  of  the  Baltic,  lies  a 
small,  triangular  island.  Upon  it  rises  a  clift  DineCf 
feet  high,  from  which  the  view  reaches  over  ields, 
Schere's,*  and  a  wide  expanse  of  waters.  This  bland 
became  at  an  early  period  the  residence  of  'Wikingers, 
and  deep  caverns  are  still  pointed  out  in  the  mounuin, 
which  are  believed  to  have  been  used  by  them  as  habi- 
tations and  prisons.  Some  believe  that  this  was  the 
place,  where  in  the  time  of  Ingiald  Illrada  the  Fylkes- 
king  ofSddermanland,Granmar,  received  the  Sea-king 
Hjorvard  Ylfing,  and  Granmar's  daughter,  the  fiur 
Hildegund  drank  to  the  health  of  Rolf  Krake,  with 
rijerward.  The  place  is  called  Sjimonso  (Sjimon's- 
island,)  which  some  interpret  to  mean  Seaman*s-island. 
At  a  later  period  it  received  from  the  form  of, the 
island  the  name  of  Homingsholm,  and  by  being  re- 
peatedly dammed  up  has  gradually  become  changed 
into  a  peninsula.  It  was  successively  in  the  posses- 
sion of  the  races  of  the  Folkungers,  Oemefoters,  CJlfven 
and  the  younger  Sturies,  was  strongly  fortified,  and 
often  besieged,  taken,  and  was  destroyed,  for  the  last 
time  during  the  period  of  Christian  the  tyrant. 

Svante  Sture,  son  of  Sten  Sture  the  jrounger,  and 
married  to  Martha  Lejonhufvud,  caused  afterwards  a 
citadel  to  be  erected  upon  the  old  ground,  which  was 

*  Small  ships  on  the  Swedish  coasts. 
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illy  as  splendid  in  architecture  at  it  was  strong  by 
lituation  and  fortification.  Upon  the  foundation 
of  many  fathoms  high,  rests  the  castle  of  four 
68  high,  furnished  at  the  angles  with  strong  towers. 
may  form  some  conception  of  the  riches  of  Sture, 
of  the  nobility  of  that  time,  when  one  reads  that  at 
(redding  of  Sigrid  Sture  with  Thure  Persson  Bjelke 
leyear  1562, 60  awmes*  of  wine,  4  barrels  ofmead,t 
irreU  ol  must,t  8  casks  of  cherry- water,||  20  lasts  ot 
,45  oxen,  200  sheep,  21  pigs,  17  calves,  463  cans** 
oney,  &c.,  were  consumed.  By  the  confiscation  ot 
church's  property,  a  great  number  of  estates  fell 
le  nobility,  and  especially  to  Sture,  the  only  off- 
ig  of  so  many  families  once  so  powerful.  By  these 
;s,  by  the  untarnished  splendour  of  the  name  of 
e,  his  affinity  (by  marriage  of  brothers  and  sisters) 
Gusta  Wasn,  and  the  distinguished  qualities  of  the 
y  children,  the  house  of  Ilorningholm  was,  for  a 
period,  next  to  the  regal,  the  moat  conspicuous  in 
kingdom,  and  tlie  seat  of  honour,  pride  and  joy. 
vanished  after  the  dreadful  murder  of  Sture  in 
year  15(J7,  but  Lady  Martha  retained  her  pride, 
he  family  had  received  the  honour.  Two  remain- 
tons  and  five  daughters  also  promised  to  restore  their 
Whilst  they  were  growing  up.  Lady  Martha 
1    over  the   house    of  IJbrningholm,  and  all  the 


i  SwcdiHh  and  Dutch  measure  answering  to  what  in  Eng- 

is  called  a  tiercr,  or  one  seventh  of  an  English  ton. 

i  kind  of  drink  made  of  water  and  honey. 

»few  wine  not  fcrmcntwl,  or  tho  juico  of  fruit,  cider,  &c. 

V  cordial  made  of  pressed  cherries. 

A  messtire  of  one  or  two  quarts. 


40  THE   NEIGIIBOUflS. 

estates  subject  thereunto  with  a  circumspection  and 
power  which  acquired  for  her  the  by-name  of  King 
Martha.  She,  at  the  same  time,  distinguished  herself 
by  her  noble-mindedness.  Eric  XIV.  had  murdered  ber 
liusband  and  two  of  her  sons.  When,  after  the 
change  of  the  throne,  his  wife  and  children  wandered 
about  in  the  country  without  protection  and  defence. 
Lady  Martha  took  Sigrid  Wasa,  then  four  years  of 
age,  to  lierseif  and  educated  him  with  maternal  tender- 
ness and  care. 

"This  story  I  like,"  interrupted  ma  dUre  wiirt, 
when  I  stopped  reading  for  a  moment,  "  it  is  an  ex- 
cellent one  !'*  Ma  chdre  mire  raised  herself  up,  an  I 
looked  as  proud,  as  if  she  herself  had  been  King  Marth .. 
1  am  convinced  that  she  feltherself  closely  allied  to  her. 
1  proceeded : 

Eric  Stenbock,  son  of  the  old  Gustav  Olsson  of 
Torpa  and  of  Brita  Lejonhufvud,  often  made  long  stays 
at  Horningsholm,  as  a  near  relative  and  there  formed 
a  strong  attachment  to  Lady  Malin,  the  second  in  the 
line  01  daughters.  The  latter  returned  his  disposition ; 
but  Lady  Martha  would  hear  nothing  of  it  on  account 
of  the  near  relationship.  They  were,  namely — first 
cousins.  Stenbock  tried  the  usual  expediencies.  He 
loaded  the  mother,  sisters  and  servants,  with  presents, 
but  all  in  vain.  Many  were  moved,  but  not  the  old 
C'ountess.  She  had  written  to  the  Archbishop  Lauren- 
lius,  in  Upsala,  asking  his  advice.  The  latter  remained 
firm  to  his  views,  which  he  had  expressed  on  the  occa- 
sion of  the  third  marriage  of  Gustav  Wasa,  and  advised 
against  it ;  after  this  it  was  in  vain  to  speak  to  the 
Countess  any  more  about  it.     Thus,  many  years  rolled 
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Tb«  two  lovers  law  their  yout*    fleeting  along  i 

(td  Eric  had  finished  .his  thirty-fourth,  and  Miss 

alin  her  thirty-third  year.    Notwithstanding  their 

Atual  inclination  was  still  as  lively  as  ever.  When  all 

leans  of  persuading  the  mother  had  failed,  they  de- 

ermined  at  length  upon  eloping.    Stenhock  entrusted 

lis  intention  to  Charles,  Duke  of  Sodermanland,  twenty 

years  of  age,  and  received  from  him  for  his  support, 

two  hundred  horsemen.    In  the  month  of  March  1578, 

he  travelled  with  his  sister  Cecilia  (wife  of  Gustav 

Roos),  to  Homingholm,  concealed  his  horsemen  at 

some  distance  from  it,  and  issued  orders  to  them  for 

their  execution.     He  came  to  an  agreement  with  Lady 

Malin  on  the  same  evening,  that  they  would  fly  the 

following  day.    She  spent  a  night  of  the  most  dreadful 

anxiety.    When  in  the  morning  she  was  alone  in  her 

room,  she  threw  herself  near  the  window  upon  her 

knees,  and  prayed  amidst  showers  of  tears.     In  the 

same  instant  the  elder  sister,  Lady  Sigrid,  entered. 

"  God  bless  you !  you  are  well  engaged,"  said  she. 

**  God  grant  that  it  may  be  well,"  answered  Lady 

Malin. 

"  It  is  always  well,"  said  Lady  Sigrid,  *<to  pray  to 
God  with  tears !" 

•*AhI"  exclaimed  Lady  Malin,  "  if  all  mv  friends 
should  cast  me  out,  you  will  assuredly  not  cl  ise  your 
heart  against  me  ?" 

'*  Why  do  you  speak  thus  ?"  said  Lady  Sigrid.    "  No 
one  of  the  family  of  Sture  has  done  aught  for  whici 
account  we  need  to  turn  away  our  hearts  in  displeasure.' 
At  that  moment  the  old  Countess  sent  for  Lad 
Sigrid  to  come  to  her,  but  Malin  went  into  anoth' 
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room.     Immediately  Lord  Eric  entered  there,  saluted 
the  persons  present,  and  then  said  to  Lady  Malin: 

"  Dear  sister,  do  you  wish  to  see  the  horse  which  I 
have  presented  you  with  ?  It  stands  in  the  castle-yard 
below  ?" 

She  consented,  and  he  drew  her  arm  in  his  to  con- 
duct her  down  stairs.  On  going  through  the  hall 
Nilsi  and  A.nna  Sture's  nurse,  Lucia,  was  sitting  there* 
Lady  Malin  requested  her  to  follow,  which  she  also  did* 
Below  in  the  arched -gate  stood  the  horse  harnessed 
to  a  sledge,  in  which  the  young  lady  was  placed  with 
her  waiting-maid.  Stenbock  got  up  behind,  and  drove 
away  in  the  sight  of  many  of  the  servants,  who  fancied 
that  it  was  only  a  hunting  excursion ;  but  when  the 
waiting-maid  perceived  that  Lord  Eric  took  the  road 
towards  the  sea  and  drove  so  fast,  she  forsaw  mischief, 
and  began  to  call  out : 

"  What  are  you  doing,  dear  young  lady  ?  Consider 
how  angry  your  mother  will  be  with  you  to  travel  so 
alone  and  unprotected.'* 

But  Lord  Eric  pulled  out  a  pistol,  and  held  it  to  the 
breast  of  the  maid  with  these  words  : 

"  Be  still,  or  else  you  shall  never  speak  again  !'* 

Down  on  the  shore  the  horsemen  issued  from  both 
sides,  and  surrounded  the  sledge ;  they  then  proceeded, 
as  fast  as  the  horses  would  carry  them,  as  far  as  Svards- 
bro.  There  they  found  tailors  and  sempstresses  with 
costly  materials  of  every  kind,  who  took  the  young 
lady's  measure,  and  began  to  prepare  clothes  for  her; 
meanwhile  the  horsemen  kept  watch  round  the  house 
that  no  one  could  come  in  or  go  out.  Just  when  Lord 
Eric  was  driving  towards  the  sea,  Margaret  Sture  went 


ftccidoDtaBy  lodw  irfadbw,  law  and  comprehended  the 
olbitet  flf  thttr  Journey.  She  hegan  immediately  to 
atft  *  Lord  Eric,  I  am  aure,  is  carrying  off  my  sister 
Malin  !*'  At  these  words  the  old  Countess  and  Lady 
Sigrid  sprang  first  to  the  window,  and  then  down  into 
the  court  But  on  the  stairs  the  mother  lost  all  con- 
iciousness  and  sank  down.  Having  somewhat  recovered 
berself,  she  ordered  Lady  Sigrid  to  set  out  immediately 
ftfter  the  fUgitive,  and  try  to  bring  her  back.  Mean- 
nrhile  Lady  Martha  sat  upon  the  stairs,  mourning  and 
lamenting,  and  could  not  thoroughly  recover  herself. 
Tlien  Lord  Eric's  sister,  the  Countess  Cecilia,  hastily 
ran  to  her,  and  lamented  that  Lord  Eric  should  have 
icted  in  Ruch  direct  opposition  to  Lady  Martha ;  de- 
:lared  that  she  knew  nothing  of  it  herself ;  hut  sho 
:ould  not  have  believed  that  Lady  Martha  would  have 
\?lt  so  much  indignation.  The  latter  turned  her  head 
iriolcntly  and  answered : 

"  May  God  punish  you  and  your  brother,  who  has 
'obbed  me  of  my  child !  Follow  her,  at  least,  now,  and 
remain  with  her,  that  no  injury  may  be  done  to  her." 

Lady  Cecilia  departed  in  silence.  When  Lady 
Sigrid,  (whom  the  old  mother  sent  after  the  fugitives,) 
;aine  to  Svarsbro,  she  obtained  with  difficulty  permis- 
;ion  to  enter  the  house  She  then  began  to  represent 
o  the  sister  the  displeasure  and  distress  of  the  mother 
md  to  exhort  her  to  return,  in  which  case  her  mother 
lad  promised  to  forgive  her.  Lady  Malin  made  no 
cply.  Sigrid,  then  again,  more  and  more  uigently 
ried  to  exhort  and  persuade  Mnlin,  and  told  her, 
he  would  otherwise  be  the  cause  of  her  mothor'a 
[eath. 
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Malin  said : 

"  If  you  can  insure  to  me  my  mother's  consent  that 
we  should  be  united,  I  will  gladly  return." 

"  I  cannot  do  that,"  replied  Lady  Sigrid. 

"  Then,"  said  Malin,  "  the  first  error  is  as  good  ai 
the  last,"  and  began  to  weep  bitterly. 

When  Lady  Sigrid  found  that  she  could  not  persuade 
the  sister,  she  returned  to  Horningsholm,  where  the 
mother  had  now  taken  to  her  bed  amidst  mourning  and 
woeful  lamenting.  Her  grief  increased  when  Sigrid 
returned  alone.  Her  house  had  before  been  visited  by 
misfortune,  but  now  it  suffered  disgrace.  She  saw  no  ray 
of  consolation,  nor  redress,  not  even  hope  of  revenge. 
She  was  a  lonely  widow  with  many  daughters ;  the  sons 
were  yet  almost  in  their  infancy.  The  seducer  of  her 
daughter,  on  the  other  hand,  was  himself  a  man  of 
power,  besides  being  the  brother  of  the  widowed  Queen 
Catherine,  supported  by  the  Duke,  and  in  fiEivour  with 
the  king.  Notwithstanding,  Lady  Martha  determined 
not  to  yield. 

Lady  Malin  meanwhile  departed  with  the  Countess 
Cecilia  Roos  and  Lord  Eric  to  his  brother -in-law, 
Pehr  Brahe,  of  Sundholm,  in  the  province  of  West- 
gothland.  There  Eric  left  her  and  hastened  to  Stock* 
holm.  But  Lady  Martha's  letter  of  complaint  had 
reached  that  place  before  him.  On  his  arrival,  he  was 
deprived  from  his  fiefs  and  offices  and  kept  in  arrest 
Perpetual  contentions  and  strifes  ensued  between  the 
families  of  Sture  and  Stenbock.  The  latter,  however, 
prevailed  so  far,  that  Lord  Eric  received  his  liberty 
agfun*  He  then  did  all  in  his  power  to  conciliate 
Malin's  relatives,  and  succeeded  with  them  all  except 
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the  mother.  He  wrote  to  a  Lutheran  collcjro  in 
Rostock,  and  received  from  thence  and  forwarded  to 
her  the  favourable  opinion  of  the  theologians,  that 
marriage  between  cousins  were  lawful ;  but  she  took 
no  notice  of  it  Then  Eric  and  Malin  despaired  of  the 
possibility  of  ever  softening  her;  three  montlis  had 
now  elap^  after  their  elopement  They  took  their 
jonmey  across  the  Dutch  territory,  had  themselves 
married  there  by  a  Danish  priest,  and  returned  the  same 
day  to  Torpa,  where  the  nuptials  were  celebrated.  At 
the  same  time  it  was  arranged  that  King  John,  the 
widowed  queen,  Duke  Charles,  the  Princesses,  the 
Counsellors  of  the  Empire,  and  all  the  relatives  of 
Stenbook  should  write  to  Lady  Martha  and  make  en- 
treaties for  Eric  and  his  wife.  But  the  grief  and 
anger  of  the  mother  were  still  more  irritated  by  the 
news  of  the  marriage,  which  was  celebrated  without 
her  knowledge.  In  spite  of  all  the  intercessions,  she 
would  vouchsafe  no  notice  either  to  her  daughter  or 
son-in-law. 

Here  I  paused  a  moment  in  order  to  sound  ma  chhe 
mir€*$  heart  **  Is  it  possible,"  said  I,  *'  that  any 
person  could  be  so  obdurate  ?  How  could  any  one  be 
10  implacable,  so  unforgiving  V* 

**  It  is  not  reasonable !"  said  Jean  Jacques. 

"It  is  not  reasonable  i"  said  Jane  Maria. 

"It  is  unnaturall"  growled  Bear,  with  a  horrible 
grimace. 

"  It  is  right  1"  exclaimed  ma  cnere  mitre,  with  a 
thundering  voice.  **  It  is  nothing  but  right  I  should 
have  acted  in  the  very  same  way." 

"  Oh  no  1  you  surely  would  not  have  done  so !"  said 


should  punish  thee.  Thou  shouldst  never 
into  my  presence  again,  not  were  the  king 
at  my  feet  and  entreat  for  thee.  Weak  n 
conduct.     Severe  mothers,  pure  morals." 

My  heart  swelled  within  me.  1  felt 
in^e*s  views  were  immoderate,  but  her  w 
thou  that  sinner,  and  I  thine  own  mothe 
a  singular  impression  upon  me.  They  cli 
it  were  into  the  unfortunate  Malin,  and  ] 
her  situation.  I  suffered,  I  repented  wi 
acutely  that  the  anger  of  a  mother  was  terr 
difficulty  could  I  read  what  follows 

"  The  mother's  anger,  however,  oppresi 
of  the  daughter  most  heavily.  Since  the 
elopement  from  Homingsholm,  Malin  ha 
any  other  dress  but  black.  She  had  recei 
husband  a  number  of  precious  stones,  but 
them.  She  wrote  continually  to  her  neai 
letters  of  deep  distress,  entreating  for  their 
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qviek  flMw»,  and  proeeedcd : 
yewr  imd   «  half  had  now  elapsed  since  thrir 
[pe,  and  almost  three  after  their  elopement.  They 
»C  permitted,  however,  to  come  at  once  into  t)ie 

but  were  obliged  to  live  several  weeks  in  the 
Mh-house.  At  length,  in  consequence  of  the 
•don  of  the  brothers  and  sisters,  the  approach 
ter,  and  Malin's  state  of  indisposition,  they  were 
ted  to  remove  into  the  castle.  Malin  was  then 
;ted  up  into  the  great  saloon,  where  Lady  Martha 
iced  upon  an  elevated  seat,  with  all  the  family 

round  about  her.  When  Malin  made  her 
ance  at  the  door,  the  mother  burst  forth :  '  Alus, 
happy  child  !'  Then  Maliu  fell  upon  her  knees 
us  crawled  to  her  mother  with  tears  to  supplicate 
giveness,  while  she  pressed  her  head  against  her 

tpped,  for  my  voice  was  unsteady  and  tears  were 
i.  My  heart  was  with  Malin.  At  this  moment 
re  mire  pushed  the  table  from  her,  rose,  with  a 
ce,  and  without  casting  a  look  at  any  one  of  us, 
dked  out  of  the  room  with  majestic  steps  and 
I  the  door  to  after  her. 

all  sat  in  mute  consternation.  We  knew  not 
re  should  think.  Was  ma  ddre  mire  angry,  or 
*  affected  ?  Did  she  surmise  any  intention,  or 
Ijdm  and  I  gave  each  other  a  look  of  inquiry.  I 
xed  with  myself  and  with  my  agitation,  which 
I  me  to  pause  in  the  reading  at  such  an  impor- 
risis.  Ma  chire  mire  had  thereby  gained  time 
ection,  and  now  she  could  not  hear  the  best  of 
ry,  the  fair  conclusion.    Ah,  if  ma  ehire  mire  had 
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only  heard  that,  it  would  have  made  her  feel  the  beauty 
of  forgiveness,  and  King  Martha's  example  would 
probably  have  had  its  influence  upon  her  heart.  I  had 
an  indescribable  longing  for  her  return.  But  one 
quarter  of  an  hour  after  another  passed  away,  and  «a 
chire  mire  did  not  appear.  I  was  indeed  distressed 
when  supper  was  announced,  and  it  was  stated  at  the 
same  time  that  the  mistress  would  not  come  to  table. 
She  was  troubled  with  head-ache,  had  gone  to  bed,  and 
wished  us  good  appetite  and  pleasant  repose.  1  was 
melancholy  and  uneasy ;  Bjom  no  less  so.  We  could 
not  guess  how  we  stood.  Immediately  after  supper  we 
took  our  leave  of  Jean  Jacques  and  Jane  Maria.  On 
our  way  home  we  were  less  dejected  about  the  occur- 
rence of  the  evening.  Our  attempt  had  not  altogether 
been  without  effect.  The  piece  which  was  read  had 
made  a  strong  impression,  and  ma  chdre  rnhx**  excite- 
ment could  with  greater  probability  be  construed  as 
good  than  as  evil. 

We  resolved  that  Bjom  should  ride  the  next  day  to 
Karlsfors,  under  the  pretext  of  some  business  with 
Jean  Jacques,  and  then  more  minutely  ascertain  the 
disposition  of  ma  chdre  mire. 

We  spoke  of  the  severity  of  principle  which  she  had 
approved.  I  deprecated  the  system,  and  said :  **  Not 
implacable  severity,  but  rather  wisdom  and  love  are  the 
means  by  which  virtue,  purity  of  morals,  and  family 
concord  are  established." 

"  This  is  the  fine  doctrine  of  our  time,  Fanny,"  re- 
plied Bjbrn,  "  but  ma  chire  mire  still  clings  to  an  age 
in  which  those  of  purer  morals  endeavored  to  set  a 
barrier  against  the  prevailing  laxity  by  excessive  ri- 
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ty.  She  was  brought  up  in  rigid  principles.  Nature 
circumstances  Iiave  contributed  to  confirm  her  in 
i«    This  basis  is  pure ;    it  is  but  the  partial  com- 

ension  and  too  close  appli Heavens !  have 

«t  home  already  t ! " 

itfm  was  in  Karlsfors  to-daj  as  had  been  agreed 
u  Ma  ehir$  mirt  was  not  to  be  seen,  had  kept  her 
It,  and  left  a  message  with  Elsa  that  she  would  not 
iny  body.  What  is  to  be  the  end  of  this  t  Bruno 
most  certainly  come  here  this  evening.  Oh,  that 
ould  but  give  him  more  gladdening  intelligence. 

Aug.  28th. 
bave  not  written  to  you  for  several  days  past    I 

0  unhappy.  No  change  with  ma  chire  mire  since 
ast  letter.  Jean  Jacques,  who  with  Bruno's  ap- 
ation  is  made  acquainted  with  every  thing  con- 
ing him,  sends  us  daily  reports.  Ma  chire  mire  will 
10  one,  remains  shut  up  in  her  own  apartments, 
all  within  is  as  still  as  the  grave.  Elsa  alone  goes 
id  out  as  a  sliadow,  and  to  all  inquiries  replies  only 
a  shake  of  her  head. 

*uno,  in  a  most  desperate  state  of  mind,  has  been 
every  day.  He  comes  generally  at  twilight,  makes 
»me  inquiry,  receives  the  same  answer,  and  goes 
'with  his  eye-brows  deeply  drawn  together,  and  his 
ny  look  fixed  on  the  ground.     Sometimes  at  night 

1  the  wind  blows  from  Ramm,  I  hear  the  wildly 
;tic,  but  exquisite  sounds,  which  once  so  enrap- 
l  me  at  Svano.  They  rise,  they  die,  like  invisible 
«  I  then  fancy  as  if  an  unhappy  spirit  hovered 
B  the  water,  and  sought  to  inform  me  of  its  tor- 
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ments.  I  should  not  like,  under  any  Gircumftancef, 
for  Serena  to  hear  those  sounds ;  they  are  cuttiog  to 
the  very  heart  To  avoid  crying  over  them  I  draw  the 
curtain  over  my  ears. 

Serena!  alas,  she  has  no  douht  already  heard  more 
than  is  good  for  her  peace.  But  what,  I  know  not.  It  is 
strange  that  I  should  not  know  it  1  And  Serena  is  for 
all  that  not  of  a  reserved  character. 

She  came  here  yesterday  evening  with  her  grand- 
parents; the  good  old  folks  came — as  they  said — **to 
express  their  thanks  for  her."  I  returned  mine  for 
having  had  her.  Goldhead  was  with  her,  but  the 
naughty  little  thing  was  not  so  devoted  as  usual  to  his 
mistress,  hut  flew  restlessly  in  and  out  of  the  window ; 
at  length  it  took  its  course  across  the  lake  to  Svano, 
and  we  lost  him  out  of  sight  We  waited  for  his  return 
but  he  did  not  come.  It  grew  late,  and  Serena  con- 
cerned about  her  little  favourite,  repaired  herself  to 
Svano  to  fetch  it  back.  But  she  lingered  long^ — ^moch 
too  long;  we  all  became  uneasy,  and  I  more  than  any, 
for  I  know  not  what  foreboding  told  me  that  Bruno  had 
part  in  this  delay.  I  could  not  endure  the  protracted 
uncertainty  about  this,  but  whispered  a  word  into 
Bjbrn's  ear,  left  to  him  the  care  of  our  venerable  guests, 
ran  to  the  bank,  took  a  little  boat,  and  went  to  seek  up 
Serena.  I  came  to  Svano  just  in  proper  time  to  re- 
ceive Serena,  half-dead,  in  my  arms,  and  to  see  Bruno 
standing  there,  more  like  a  statue  than  a  living  man.  I 
took  Serena  home.  On  the  way  she  recovered  herself, 
and  the  death -like  calm  dissolved  in  a  flood  of  tears. 
She  wept  so  violently  and  so  painfully  that  I  was  beside 
myself.     "  Uas  this  man  offended  you,  Serena?    if  so, 
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I  will  detest  him,  I  will  have  nothing  more  tu  do  witli 
him  I " 

**  Oh,  no,  nol"  replied  Serena,  "but — he  is  so  un- 
happy I  ** 

More  I  could  not  ascertain  from  her,  the  deeply  agi- 
tated Goldhead  flew  twittering  over  our  heads.  I  was 
cross  with  the  little  creature. 

I  purposely  rowed  very  slowly  that  Serena  might 
gradually  conipo:-o  herself.  It  begun  to  grow  dark  al- 
ready. When  we  came  back,  the  old  people,  contented 
at  having  their  darling  again,  were  not  curious  about 
the  cause  of  her  long  delny ;  Serena  had  recovered  from 
ber  agitation,  and  the  twilight  concealed  the  tears  which 
still  moistened  her  eyes. 

To-day  I  received  a  little  note  from  her  by  Bjorn, 
which  informed  me  that  she  was  tranquil  again,  begged 
me  not  to  be  uneasy  about  her,  and  to  ask  no  questions 
at  present ;  by  and  bye  I  should  know  every  thing. 
She  wrote  so  kindly,  so  atFectionately,  I  could  not  bo 
angry  with  her.  But  strange  it  is  that  we  should  both 
have  secrets,  one  from  the  other,  and  in  fact  both  se- 
crets, which  relate  to  Bruno. 

Later. 

Bruno  was  here  just  now,  more  gloomy  thun  ever. 
He  went  away  with  u  wild  look,  whilst  he  said,  "  I  shall 
come  no  more.  Should  any  change  occur,  let  me  know." 
Ue  left  us  without  taking  leave. 

Six  days  have  now  elapsed  since  that  evening  when 
I  read  the  story  of  Eric  Steinbock  and  Malin  Sture, 
and  ma  chire  mire  remains  the  same.  Ah  1  what  is  to 
be  the  end  of  all  this  ?    God  help  us  I 
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k  STRANGER  LADY  TO   THE   READER,   BUT   ESPECIALLT 
TO  THE  YOUNG  LADY  READER. 


You,  young  lady,  whose  researches  into  the  state  of 
society  and  characters  of  mankind,  have  hitherto  bees 
made  merely  in  the  land  of  romance,  and  who  on  your 
entrance  into  the  world,  expect  with  shuddering  joy, 
that  men  will  hover  about  you,  either  as  the  butterfly 
about  the  rose,  or  as  the  spider  about  the  fly, — a  word 
to  you. 

Be  at  ease  I  The  world  is  not  so  dangerous  I  Men 
have  too  much  to  do  with  themselves.  You  will  be 
obliged  to  experience  that  they  care  no  more  for  you 
than  for  the  moon,  and  sometimes  still  less.  You, 
young  lady  of  seventeen,  you  are  preparing  to  with- 
stand the  storms  of  life ;  ah  I  you  will  probably  have 
more  to  do  with  the  calms  of  it  But  let  not  your  cou- 
rage sink ;  life  and  love  are  in  abundance  on  the  earth, 
only  not  often  in  such  a  form  as  romance  grenerally  ex- 
hibits them :  romance  distils  life :  it  makes  one  day 
out  of  ten  years ;  one  drop  of  spirits  out  of  a  hundred 
grains  of  corn.  In  reality,  it  proceeds  otherwise :  grand 
events,  agitating  scenes  of  love  are  rarely  there.  They 
are  not  the  rule,  but  the  exception,  in  every-day  life. 
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Therefoie,  my  good  girl,  do  not  sit  down  and  wait  for 
them,  for  if  you  do,  you  will  be  tired.  Do  not  seek  the 
riches  of  life  from  without ;  create  them  in  your  own 
breast!  Do  yju  seek  love?  Love  heaven,  nature, 
wisdom,  all  the  good  which  surrounds  you,  and  your 
life  will  become  rich ;  its  sails  will  swell  with  fresh 
breezes,  and  thus  be  gradually  wafted  towards  the  home 
of  light  and  love. 

Why  do  I  say  all  this  ?  It  is  that  in  order  to  assist 
Madam  Werner  with  her  story  of  every-day  life  (she 
wished  indeed  to  make  a  romance  of  it,  but  that  was 
not  to  be  her  lot).  I  may  now  record  one  of  those 
scenes  which  is  one  of  those  exceptions  more  often  to 
be  found  in  books  than  in  life. 

It  was  evening,  and  one  of  those  evenings  in  which 
a  lovely  peace  breathed  through  nature,  and  fills  the 
mind  with  involuntary  impressions  of  tliose  days  when 
all  yet  was  good  upon  earth.  The  vaulted  sky  spread 
pure  and  glowing  over  the  earth ;  and  the  latter  stood 
like  a  myrtle-crowned  and  happy  bride  under  the  bri- 
dal roof,  smiling  and  tranquil,  in  her  beauty.  The  sun 
gleamed  upon  the  yellow  ears  of  corn  and  blushing 
^its.  The  trees,  with  thick  foliage,  disturbed  by  no 
breeze,  were  reflected  in  the  clear  lake.  Light  mists 
veiled  the  heights.  Here  was  heard  the  twitter  of  a 
bird,  there  the  song  of  a  happy  voice.  All  appeared 
full  of  enjoyment. 

On  such  an  evening  it  was,  that  Serena's  light  bark 
glided  along  upon  the  calm  water,  like  a  fairy  flower 
resting  on  a  leaf.  It  was  there  also,  where,  from  the 
gray-tinted  Ramm,  an  eye,  assisted  by  a  telescope,  was 
directed  towards  quiet  Rosenvik. 
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Bruno  sees  the  small  boat  put  off  the  shore,  guenet 
whom  it  bears,  and  an  unexpressible  longing,  a  power- 
ful  desire  fills  his  soul.  _ 

The  storming  heart,  which  has  long  beat  li^lRd 
disturbance — the  wearied  mind,  which  has  conflBMd 
itself  in  days  and  nights  of  torment,  longs  for  refiresh- 
raent  and  repose.  There  is  a  Samoom  more  searching 
than  that  of  Africa ;  there  is  a  spring  more  refreshing, 
more  panted  after  than  that  in  the  Oasis  of  the  desert 
Bruno  is  th^t  pilgrim  consumed  by  torturing  feelings; 
Svanb  is  the  Crisis,  which  contains  the  fresh  spring  of 
life  within  its  bosom. 

For  she  is  there,  she  with  her  pure  heart  with  the 
bright  heavenly  look,  and  in  her  presence,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  gentlewoman,  in  Serena's  presence  Bruno 
longs  after  rest,  after  life — longs — and  rushes  forward. 
"  Hast  thou  entered  into  the  treasures  of  snow,  or 
hast  thou  seen  by  what  way  light  is  parted  ?" 

"  Hast  thou  entered  into  the  springs  of  the  tea  ?  cr 
hast  thou  walked  in  search  of  the  depths?" 

Well  might  he  ask  thus,  the  unfathomable  creator  of 
nature  and  of  t)ie  heart  of  man,  and  well  might  the 
earthly-like  inquirer  Job,  "lay  his  hand  upon  his 
mouth  and  be  silent."  It  is  into  the  depths  of  the 
human  heart  above  all,  that  the  Eternal's  eye  alone  can 
penetrate  and  see  how  the  light  rises,  whence  the 
night  and  the  storms  proceed. 

Bruno  resembled  the  climate  of  the  burning  tropics. 
A  blaze  of  fire  ran  through  his  soul  and  wasted  his  feel- 
ings. Hence  this  death-like  tranquillity,  this  violent 
storm  with  its  devastating  power,  thence  also  this  excess 
of  feeling,  life  and  love,  which  sometimes  broke  forth 
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80  powerfully,  like  the  luxuriant  vej^ctation  upon  u  bed 
of  lava,  and  like  love  itself,  covered  all  trespasses. 

And  thtu  it  was,  that  on  that  beautiful  evening  float- 
ing on  thft  calm  water  by  the  little  island,  the  abode 
of  kiiidnen  and  peace,  Bruno  felt  the  gathering^  of  a 
storm  within  him,  and  feelings  like  flushes  of  light- 
ning darted  througn  his  souL  Indignation  against 
•omething,  infinite  longing  after  something,  fever  and 
anguish  boiled  within  his  breast.  There  are  words 
which  can  extinguish  such  flames,  which  can  bring 
happiness — with  the  spirit  of  a  vulcan,  he  stands  on  the 
shore  of  the  little  Island. 

Serena  leaned  against  the  oak-tree  which  spread  its 
thick  foliaged  branches  over  the  beautiful  bright 
■eraphic-head.  A  cloud  of  sadness  rested  on  her  inno- 
cent face,  and  she  gave  a  melancholy  smile  to  goldbead, 
who,  attracted  by  her  voice,  had  been  flying  about  from 
branch  to  branch,  and  resting  upon  her  hand.  But 
suddenly  he  flew  away  from  her  in  alarm,  and  Bruno's 
tall  dark  figure  stood  before  Serena.  She  blushed, 
trembled,  but  remained  still,  and  looked  up  to  him 
with  the  clear  look  of  a  Madona.  Bruno  looked  into 
her  fair  face,  and  his  soul  became  more  composed; 
then  the  unutterable  bliss  opened  upon  him  which  he 
never  felt  but  in  her  presence.  But  this  feeling  now 
withered  like  a  rose  upon  glowing  coals,  for  one  instant 
the  fire  within  him  cooled,  but  the  next  it  was  fed  into 
fresh  intensity. 

**  Do  you  wish  to  shun  me  too  ?  Will  you  also 
reject  me  ?"  inquired  he,  darting  his  dark  flaming  look 
upon  her.  And  when  she  still  maintained  a  look  of 
inquiry  and  distress,  he  said,  "  Serena,  say  something 
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kind  to  me.    My  soul  needs  it*' 

"  Friend  of  my  childhood  l"  Serena  answered  with 
her  ang^elic  voice,  and  extended  to  him  her  haad. 

"  Oh,  Serena,"  said  he,  whilst  pressing  her  hand 
to  his  lips,  hear  me  !  I  wish  to  speak  to  yoa  Sit  down 
by  me  I  You  will  not  ?  Will  you  not  grant  m  moment 
to  the  friend  of  your  childhood  ?" 

There  was  such  earnest  intreaty,  such  anguish  con- 
veyed in  his  look  and  voice,  that  Serena  could  not 
resist  She  seated  herself  upon  a  mossy  stone.  He 
kneeled  before  her.  There  was  something  child-like, 
something  tender  and  mild  in  his  whole  demeanour. 
He  gazed  at  her,  and  the  fire  in  his  eye  melted  away 
into  feelings  of  inexpressible  tenderness,  and  gave 
place  to  tears ;  he  uttered  not  a  word,  but  his  fine  lips 
displayed  an  expression  of  ardour  and  sweetness.  At 
last  he  spoke : — 

"  Say  thou  to  me,  Serena!  oh,  say  thou  as  thou  was 
wont  in  the  days  of  our  childhood — when  we  were 
children,  happy  children ;  bridegroom  and  bride !" 

Tears  bedewed  Serena's  down-cast  eye-lids,  but  she 
hesitated. 

"Say  thou!"  intreated  Bruno  more  cordially,  more 
ardently.  "  Serena,  dearest,  loveliest  Serena,  call  me 
thou  /" 

Serena  still  hesitated.  She  felt  deeply  at  that  mo- 
ment the  value  of  that  word. 

**  You  will  not?"  exclaimed  Bruno.  "  Serena,  then 
you  feel  indifferent  towards  me." 

•*  Oh  no,  no,"  rejoined  Serena  deeply  affected. 

"  Not  indifferent  ?"  returned  Bruno  ardently,  and 
seized  her  hand.     "  Oh,  Serena,  torture  me  no  longer 
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not  leave  me  in  this  heiurt-rending  uncertainty  1 

•peak  I  will,  can  Serena  love  me  V* 

>erena  looked  at  him  with  tearful  eyee  and  said: 

'«■  I*'    Her  whole  eoul  spoke  in  this  reply. 

Oh,  then  must  you  become  mine,  heavenly  being ! 

laimed  Bruno,  embracing  her  knees  with  passionate 

}  Serena,  you  viiXL,  you  must  be  mine  1    Tremble 

I  Cast  me  not  from  you,  glorious,  adored  angel  I 
jrour  heart  prevail,  listen  to  my  love,  and  happiness 

II  be  your  lot  on  earth.  Why  do  you  tremble  ? 
en  I  was  a  child  and  carried  you  about  in  my  arms 
he  woods  of  Ramm,  and  leaped  with  you  over  many 
recipice,  you  did  not  tremble  then.  Oh !  as  in  the 
s  of  my  cliildhood  I  will  support  you  on  my  arm 
>ugh  life,  and  press  you  to  my  breast.  Let  every  un- 
:ainty,  every  doubt  vanish  at  this  moment :  our  love 
11  bind  our  fate.  Serena  plight  me  now  your  faith, 
mise  to  be  mine,  swear  that  henceforth  notliing  shall 
srate  us!" 

Bruno,  Bruno  I"  said  Serena,  alarmed  at  his  vehe- 
ice,  "  have  you  forgotten  your  mother  ....  Your 
her — my  parents!" 

Forgotten  ?  No  Serena,  I  have  not  forgotten  them, 
those  conventional  ideas  which  fetter  the  affections, 
ive  not  forgotten  thorn.  But  they  do  not  bind  me ;  I 
nowledgc  a  higher  power ;  I  know  of  a  wider  world 
1  that  which  they  rule  and  enchain.  But  I  compre- 
d  your  fears.     Like  the  flower  upon  this  island, 

have  grown  up  and  have  believed  that  the  world 
inds  not  beyond  its  limits.  But  the  world  is  large, 
ena  ?  And  for  two  hearts,  which  beat  in  unison, 
idise  opens  in  a  hundred  spots.    There  are  other 
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climes  than  that,  under  which  you  were  borne ;  otlier 
religions,  other  manners;  but  sunshine  and  love  an 
every  where.  I  have  beheld  this  fair  world,  I  have 
seen  life  there  free  from  constraints,  millions  of  beings 
live  in  that  atmosphere  of  liberty,  and  obey  none  bat 
the  dictates  of  the  heart  .  .  ." 

"  And  where  they  happy  Bruno,  where  they  con- 
sented, these  beingrg  who  set  at  naught  the  ties  of  duty, 
the  commands  of  heaven  ?  Where  you  yourself  happy 
in  that  world,  which  you  praise  so  highly  V 

"  Happy  ? — no,  I  was  not,  for  I  had  not  yet  found 
a  Serena.  But  now — oh !  hear  me,  Serena,  and  con- 
sider that  my  life  depends  upon  your  answer ;  willyoOf 
should  even  all  oppose  our  union,  still  become  minet 
Oh,  speak,  what  can  life  offer  you  more  than  boundlesi 
love?  Life,  Serena,  is  poor,  is  wretched,  if  not  re- 
lieved by  love.  That  Almighty  Being,  who  gave  as 
the  craving  for  happiness,  has  not  commanded  us  to 
renounce  it.  He  who  has  set  love  in  our  hearts  u  a 
leading-star  of  life,  cannot  wish  that  we  should  disdain 
its  guidance.  Serena  I  love  you  !  I  will  lay  down  my 
suul  before  you  and  say :  do  with  it  what  you  please, 
but  be  mine  for  ever.  Oh,  let  me  lead  you  from  this 
narrow  corner  of  the  world,  where  your  life  will  vanish 
and  fade  away :  let  me  lead  you  forth  into  a  life  of 
liberty  and  joy.  Give  me  your  hand,  as  you  have  given 
me  your  heart ;  become  my  wife  in  another  country, 
under  a  fairer  sky.  Your  path  shall  be  strewed  with 
roses ;  riches  shall  be  at  your  command,  at  your  wish, 
you  shall  be  able  to  open  your  hand  and  make  your  fel- 
low-creatures happy,  and  I  will  bless  jrou  for  everything, 
for  every  body  with  an  affection,  as  yet  unknown  in  the 
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world ;  out  of  all  that  it  beautiful  in  nature,  all  that  is 
good  and  sweet  in  life,  I  will  form  a  paradise  for  you. 
Serena — what  shall  you  miss  then  ?" 

**  Peace  t"  answered  Serena,  rising,  while  her  breas 
heaved  violently,  "Peace  with  myself,  peace  with 
heaven !" 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Bruno  slowly,  whilst  he  also  rose 
and  his  flaming  looks  fixed  on  Serena,  in  scornful 
reproach.  **  Serena,  you  are  then  also  like  the  rest  of 
your  sex.  Your  love  is  but  a  feeble  flame,  which  can 
bum  only  in  a  close  retired  atmosphere.  You  do  not 
wish  to  make  me  happy,  you  will  not  follow  the  dictates 
of  your  heart ;  for  you  have  fears  for  your  eternal  hap- 
piness !  You  will  not  make  the  least  sacrifice  for  him, 
who  wishes  to  give  up  all  to  you.  And  this  is  called 
virtue  ?  Oh,  weak,  miserable  egotism  I  But,  listen— 
(and  he  approached  her  with  wild  defiance)  I  will  teach 
you  what  love  is,  what  true  love  is  I — But  perhaps  you 
do  not  understand  me,  pious  girl  I  Do  you  know  what 
he  who  truly  loves  sacrifices  without  regret  for  the 
object  of  his  love  ?  Yes,  his  own  eternal  happiness  ! 
oh,  that  you  were  doomed  to  the  deep,  glowing  hell, 
that  I  might  plunge  into  it,  to  share  your  condemna- 
tion, and  there  with  you,  with  you  in  that  abyss,  would 
I  despise  the  thunder  and  the  bliss  of  heaven !  But 
you  do  not  understand  me — you  know  not  what  love 
w^ans." 

Serena  supported  her  noble  forehead  on  her  hand :  a 
violent  shock  passed  through  her  soul.  Blackness  and 
lightnings  interchanged  there.  Ah!  Serena  knew 
what  love  was,  and  Bruno's  words  fanned  an  echo  in 
her  soul.     For  a  moment  her  mind  became  obscured 
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^nd  she  lost  the  clear  perception  only  in  the  itmgi^ 
between  the  sacrifice  and  love.  In  a  feeling  of  inex- 
pressible anguish  she  lifted  up  her  eyes  and  her  clasped 
hands  towards  heaven,  and  spoke  as  to  herself :  **  They 
would  be  miserable,  they  would  rise  in  the  moming 
and  not  find  me,  they  would  lie  down  in  their  beds  and 
weep  over  their  child !" 

Bruno  saw  what  was  passing  within  her,  a  demoniac 
power  took  possession  of  his  soul  and  exulted,  when 
he  saw  her  wavering,  and  in  his  looks  were  flames,  and 
in  his  voice  sounds,  flattering,  bold, — sounds  such  ai 
by  which  angels  have  fallen : 

**  Oh,  Serena,  let  no  childish  weakness  mislead  you  to 
belie  your  own  heart  Be  strong,  .be  true  to  your 
love,  and  trust  to  me.  Become  mine,  and  I  will  recom- 
pence  every  pang,  I  will  change  every  sound  whidi 
disquiets  you,  into  bliss.  Away  with  narrow-minded 
fear !  My  Serena,  conquer  the  usual  weakness  of 
your  sex !  give  me  that  promise,  that  vow,  which  will 
raise  me  above  all  the  vicissitudes  of  life  above  the 
threats  of  fate ;  which  will  give  a  home  to  the  exile,  a 
blessing  to  the  cursed,  peace  to  the  wounded  heart. 
Oh,  my  Serena,  why  pause,  why  waver?  Are  you  not 
mine  already  ?  Have  not  our  souls  been  united  since 
the  days  of  our  childhood  ?  Are  they  not  now  wanned 
by  the  same  flame  of  affection.  Serena,  we  are  one 
already,  one  before  Him,  who  poured  his  love  into  our 
hearts.  Do  you  believe,  that  they  could  be  separated  t 
the  thought  is  vain  !  Serena,  most  beloved,  you  are 
mine,  my  own !"  He  had  seized  her  hand,  with  loving 
and  powerful  force  he  drew  her  nearer  to  his  breast. 

There  are  sudden,  wonderful  inspirations  by  which 
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,  bat  pure  ipirit  maintaim  its  power  to 
m  the  dearest  ol^eot  Such  it  waa,  which 
la't  ioul,  filled  at  the  lame  time  by  deapair 
from  above.  In  order  to  resiat  Bruno'a  power 
e  was  obliged  to  tear  herself  away,  and  on 
is,  "  You  are  mine,  my  own  1"  she  replied 
'' No  I  do  not  loye  you  r 
h  to  believe  so,"  Bruno  broke  forth  with  a 
lile ;  **  but  you  deceive  yourselfl**  He  em- 
pressed  his  hand  on  her  heart,  and  pro- 
vehement  exultation:  «  You  love  me  just 
[  do.  By  the  tlirobbin(|;s  of  this  heart  I 
•u  resist  me,  your  cheek  will  grow  pale 
r  love,  and  my  misfortune  shall  become 
ain  do  you  resist,  in  vain  do  you  deceive 
s  true  as  your  heart  beats  under  my  hand, 
i  higher  power  interwoven  our  fate.  Resist 
I  in  vain,  Serena.  You  are  mine !" 
3od  immovable ;  her  dark  eyelids  sank  on 
eeks;  her  heart  beat  fainter  and  fainter 
)'s  bulling  hand ;  but,  like  the  whispering 
clearly,  softly,  awfully,  and  wonderfully 
these  words  passed  from  her  lips:  ''No, 
)  you." 

e  chillness  ran  through  Bruno's  veins.  A 
is,  words  so  expressed,  he  had  never  yet 
ierena  stood  like  a  marble-statue  against 
a  cold,  as  still,  as>-death.  He  left  her; 
ated  her  with  frantic  amazement 
love  you  l"  repeated  Serena,  and  retreated 
cheek  grew  paler  and  paler,  her  heart 
und  fuintcr. 
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"  Serena !"  exclaimed  Bruno,  with  m  voice  as  to  awaken 
the  dead  from  their  eternal  sleep. 

Serena  sighed  deeply.  "No,  I  do  not  love  yoa!" 
said  she  once  more,  with  a  still  firmer,  still  clearer 
voice.  Her  knees  tottered;  she  would  have  sunk  to 
the  ground,  if  Franciska  had  not  come  at  this  moment 
and  caught  her  up  in  her  i 


VI. 

BRONO  TO  SERENA. 

**  Once  more  these  words  1 . . . .  Repeat  them  once 
more  and  no  sigh  of  love  and  pain  on  my  part  ahall 
again  disturb  your  peace.  But,  Serena !  if  you  deceive 
me,  if  you  deceive  yourself  at  this  moment,  if  your 
heart  abjures  these  words  when  your  lips  uttered  them, 
then  —  hear  me  once  more.  My  vehemence  has 
wounded  you.  Forgive  me  this,  Serena  ;  it  is  now 
over.  I  am  calm — and  nevertheless — this  restless,  this 
thirsting  heart  longs  to  believe,  that  it  does  not  beat 
alone ;  and,  though  unworthy,  I  will  still  believe  that 
T  am  loved.  I  stand  at  the  verge  of  my  existence. 
Love  alone  can  save  me.  I  have  a  mother ;  I  have 
trcspessed  against  her,  and  she  has  cursed  me.  I  have 
no  hope  of  reconciliation  with  her,  although  I  seek  it 
If  it  be  denied  me,  shall  I  then  despair,  Serena?  Will 
no  dear  hand  hold  me  fast  in  life?  Will  no  angel  fol- 
low me  in  the  wilderness  ?  Oh,  Serena,  do  you  love 
mc,  and  yet  have  you  not  courage  to  share  my  fate  ? 
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loldf  I  will  not  daoonte  oar  ftitiirt(  I  will  not 
to  you  to  tlMre  fDrtDM  and  joj  with  me ;  I  invite 
to  pertake  mj  pain  and  teara.  Perfaape  our  future 
f  be  dark  { perfaape  your  heart  may  never  find  peace 
nybreaat;  perhape  your  cheeka  may  grow  pale 
er  my  kisses ;  but  notwithstanding — still  I  ask  you, 
vtULt  have  you  not  courage,  not  loye  enough,  to 
er  with  me,  for  me  f  Serena  1  there  are  sorrows, 
owa  unto  death,  which  are  not  bitter,  which  bear 
I  them  their  great,  their  wonderful  enjoyments, 
at  ia  the  power  of  lore  in  creating  happiness  even 
he  night  of  pain.  But  how  ?  If  the  abandoned 
old  breathe  more  calmly  by  your  side ;  if  his  eye 
lid  follow  yours  towards  heaven,  the  abode  of  mercy 
of  loTO ;  and  if  this  eye  were  then  to  rest  on  you 
I  infinite  gratitude  and  blessings — Serena!  could 
dien  be  unhappy  ?  And  if  now  your  cheeks  were 
ving  pale  in  death,  were  you  to  pillow  your  head 
n  a  breast,  filled  entirely  by  your  image,  were 
r  look  to  meet  in  death,  a  gaze  of  inexpressible 
,  which,  living  only  in  you,  would  expire  with 
raelf,  and  at  the  resurrection  again  seek  you  only — 
Serena  I  was  it  a  dream,  which  I  believed  to  be  the 
h  of  my  existence,  to  be  the  solution  of  iu  hitherto 
mprehensible  enigma  7  Serena !  answer  me  with 
truth,  which  once  dwelt  so  sweetly  on  your  child- 
lipa— once  more  I  aak :  Was  it  a  dream  ?  Say 
and  become  mine.    Or— repeat  your  last  words  V* 
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VII, 


SERENA   TO  BRUNO. 


**  No,  Bruno !  1  will  not  say  again  those  words.  They 
were  not  spoken  in  truth ;  called  forth  only  by  the  diead 
of  my  own  weakness.  If  it  can  do  you  good,  Bruno; 
if  it  can  afford  comfort  to  your  heart,  then  receive  this 
assurance  :  '  I  love  you  I'  To  share  sorrow  and  life 
with  you  would  be  happiness  to  me.  But  hear  also 
these  my  last  words,  Bruno !  I  am  writing  to  you  in 
the  chamber  of  my  grand-parents.  They  are  slumber- 
ing quietly ;  my  voice  has  lulled  them  to  rest.  The 
light  of  the  lamp  falls  on  their  revered  heads,  and 
irradiates  their  grey  hair. — Bruno !  this  is  my  post  of 
duty.  I  shall  not  move  from  it,  though  the  anguish  of 
my  heart  be  intolerable.  To  comfort  and  gladden  the 
life  of  my  two  aged  parents,  those  tender  gardians 
and  benefactors  of  my  childhood,  my  kind  supporters 
to  the  present  hour ;  this  is  my  calling,  my  precious 
duty.  Providence  has  placed  in  my  hand  the  lamp, 
which  illuminates  the  evening  of  their  life.  I  will 
watch  over  them  faithfully  until  my  last  breath.  Oh, 
Bruno,  if  you  wish  to  win  me,  you  must  first  win  them. 
Not  unless  tJiey  will  lay  my  hand  in  yours  can  I  b«i 
yours  with  joy  and  comfort. 
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**  And  if  this  must  be  my  parting  salutation  to  you 
-then  farewell,  Bruno  I  God  bless  you  I  Wheresoever 
ou  may  go,  remember  that  a  faithful  heart  follows  you 
rith  sympathy,  with  blessings,  and  with  prayers. 

"  Bruno!  ....  Friend  of  my  childhood !  . . . .  Oh 
iiat  I  could  say  a  word  to  you,  which  might  convey 
eace.  I  fear  that  you  think  me  indifferent,  cold ; . . . 
lis  pains  me  But  I  know  there  is  another,  a  better 
'orld.  There  you  will  more  truly  read  my  heart. 
*here  you  will  forgive  your 

SERENA." 
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VIII. 

TWELFTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA     W.     TO    MARIA    L. 

Rosenvik,  August  Slit 

Two  more  days,  since  I  last  wrote,  we  waited  with 
great  anxiety,  but  as  still  there  was  no  manifestation  of 
the  least  change  in  ma  chire  mire*s  condition,  Bjom 
rode  to  Karlsfors,  and  frightened  Elsa  into  telling  him 
the  truth.  The  latter  then  stated :  "  that  her  mistress 
was  almost  in  the  same  state  as  she  was  once  fifteen 
years  before.  She  has  no  sleep  at  night,  does  not  speak, 
and  scarcely  eats  or  drinks  any  thing.  She  has  had 
her  rooms  darkened,  sits  perpetually  with  her  face 
supported  on  her  hands,  and  groans  sometimes  as  if 
her  heart  was  ready  to  break."  She  had  prohibited 
Elsa's  speaking  a  word  about  her  to  any  body. 

"This  will  do  no  longer,"  Bjom  exclaimed,  after 
having  told  me  this.  "  It  might  prove  a  relapse  of  her 
former  disease.  We  must  break  this  charm  in  some 
way  or  other,  and  this  must  be  done — through  you, 
Franciska  I" 

•*  Through  me  ?"  exclaimed  I,  startled.  I  am  ^n- 
vinced  that  I  turned  quite  pale. 

**  Yes,  tlirough  you !     You  know  very  well,  you  little 
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Donkey,  that  no  one  is  in  such  good  favour  with  ma 
Mre  mire  as  you.  No  one  has  so  much  influence  on 
ler  heart  Employ  it  on  this  occasion.  You  must 
ntrude  into  her  room  and  into  her  breast  Yes,  you 
Qust,  and  you  must  be  as  cautious  and  bold  in  doing  it 
iS  a  thief  in  the  night." 

**  But  the  pick -locks,  Bjdrn,  the  pick>locks  ?  I  How 
im  I  to  get  through  her  barred  door  and  how  into  her 
ocked  heart  7" 

**  Through  her  door  I  Elsa  will  leave  it  open.  I  have 
poken  to  her  about  it — And  how  into  her  heart  ?  Let 
'our  own  grow  warm,  and  your  tongue  will  not  be  at  a 
OSS  for  words,  which  shall  penetrate  through  marrow 
ind  bone." 

"  Ah,  Bjorn." 

**  And  you  must  not  suffer  yourself  to  be  daunted  by 
I  tew  violent  expressions,  by  a  few  angry  looks.  Take 
courage,  be  firm,  strong  and  tender.  Think  of  Bruno, 
hink  of  being  the  means  of  a  reconciliation  between 
nother  and  son  I  Yes,  arm  yourself  with  these  thoughts 
.nd  feelings,  and  you  will  either  bring  about  this  good 
rork  Franciska,  or  at  least  dispel  this  deep  melancholy, 
rhich,  if  it  should  continue,  as  hitherto,  will  some  day 
ead  to  madness." 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  flattery,  especially  if  it  proceeds 
rom  one's  own  dear  husband.  I  yield  to  the  persua* 
ion  to  venture  on  a  trial.  But  as  to  courage,  I  had 
lone.  To  force  myself  contrary  to  ma  ehire  mire*t  ex- 
iress  injunction  into  her  room,  and  to  appear  before 
ler.  ....  Oh  dear ! 

We  further  determined  that  Bruno,  during  my  con- 
'ersation  with  ma  chiire  mdre,  should   stay  in  Jean 
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Jacques'  room,  in  order  that  if  the  matter  ahooU  take 
a  faTourable  tmm,  he  could  throw  himself  at  her  feet 
immediately. 

Bjom  wrote  respecting  this  proposal  to  Bmno,  who 
simply  replied  in  these  words :  **  I  coincide  with  foa 
and  will  be  there."    The  day  following  was  fixed  for 
the  dreaded  intenriew.    I  never  closed  my  eyes  that 
night,  and  I  was  aknost  on  the  point  of  nrasung  ay 
sleeping  Bear,  to  tell  him  that  I  had  not  the  oounge  to 
interpose  in  the  matter.    But  then  I  heard  again  the 
wonderful  mournful  lounds  of  the  unhappy  hennit  of 
Ramm.  The  echo  seemed  to  supplicate,  I  remembflped 
Bruno's  tears  and  his  entreaty,  **  reconcile  me  with  my 
mother !"  and  I  firmly  resolved  within  myself  to  coni- 
ply  with  Bjom's  desire.    But  I  was,  neverthelesa,  in  a 
thousand  anxious  fean,  how  to  accomplish  the  oljti^ct 
I  was  to  say  "  whatever  my  hesrt  might  dictate,"  saif 
Bjtim.    My  head  wanted  to  he  engaged  in  die  wofk  s 
well,  and  play  the  part  of  guardian  to  the  hearty  it  n 
jected  from  it  some  undecided  plans,  and  advised  fin 
of  address,  which  the  heart  in  its  turn  would  not  aeknofi 
ledge.    Thus  they  disputed  until  the  time  when  ' 
were  to  take  our  depsrture.    My  situation  was  ■ 
unenviable.    But  I  said  nothing  to  Bjom.    I  did 
wish  to  annoy  him  with  my  uneasiness. 

We  departed.  It  was  Sunday,  the  bells  soonde 
sweetly,  so  solemly  in  the  still  air.  Country  peopJ 
their  holiday  clothes,  with  hymn-books  in  their  hf 
met  us  on  our  way.  They  appeared  so  qmet,  so  f 
peace  as  they  went  into  the  temple  of  the  Lor 
envied  them,  and  the  nearer  we  came  to  KarlsiDe 
further  I  wished  myself  away  from  it.    When 
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( ofinyhtnd  to  aitift  me  out  of  the  canriege,  I 
in  an  my  limba  i  my  wise  Bjorn  laid  nothing, 
d  nothing,  but  only  pressed  my  hand, 
was  ahready  with  Jean  Jacques.  I  felt  alarmed 
leness,  and  at  his  altered  appearance.  How* 
id  nothing.  He  likewise  was  silent.  Jane 
IS,  I  belie?e,  somewhat  offended  on  account  of 
'4T  confidence  which  was  placed  in  me,  and 
sthing  about  **  being  too  confident."  Heaven 
m  far  this  was  from  being  the  case  with  me  at 

I  would  rather  have  been  in  Mesopotamia 
beep,  than  have  to  appear  thus  as  mediator 
I  chire  mire.  After  some  unmeaning  conver- 
)ken  by  long  pauses,  Bjorn  fixed  his  quiet 
ook  upon  me.     It  was  to  be  plainly  read, 

the  time  I"  I  rose,  I  felt  myself  like  the 
sacrifice.  I  took  a  few  trembling  steps  to- 
door,  suddenly  I  found  myself  in  Bruno's  arms, 
his  deep  powerful  expression  said :  "  blessed 
ing !  blessed  be  the  words  of  peace  from  thy 
y  life  hangs  on  them." 

e  singular  being  pressed  me  vehemently  to  his 
d  his  tears  dropped  upon  my  forehead, 
surprised  and  affected  when  Bruno  drew  me 
ssed  me,  and  said  softly  but  ardently,  **  God 
I"  f  was  blessed  from  this  instant,  all  fear, 
eartedness  left  me.  I  was,  as  it  were,  trans* 
My  heart  grew  strong,  and  with  steady  and 
I,  I  entered  the  room  where  ma  cherd  mirt  sat 
IS.  I  projected  no  further  plans,  as  to  what  I 
say  and  do.  I  resigpied  all  to  the  inspiration 
mnent    Elsa  stood  before  the  dressing-room 
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ooi  immovable  and  silent  like  a  statue.  She  motioned 
0  me  that  she  understood  my  intention  and  wished  me 
success.  She  had  left  the  door  open,  and  I  stole  into 
the  room.  It  was  empty  and  dark.  The  curtains  were 
drawn  down.  I  unlocked  the  door  to  her  bed-chamber 
softly,  but  when  I  entered  the  large  dark  room,  I  be- 
came terrified  at  seeing  tna  chire  m^e  lying  bent  up 
together  upon  the  floor.  At  my  entrance,  she  partially 
raised  herself  and  gave  me  a  look  so  wild  and  bewilderedi 
as  to  make  m6  shudder.  Notwithstanding,  I  drew  a 
few  paces  nearer,  and  said  with  tender  disquietude 
*•  Is  ma  chh-e  mire  ill  ?" 

She  raised  herself  entirely,  and  her  cap  appeared  to 
eiect  itself  upon  her  head.  She  walked  up  to  me  with 
a  pale  pointed  nose,  labouring  breath,  and  in  an  attitude 
so  threatening,  that  it  would  have  alarmed  any  one  who 
felt  less  valiant  than  I  did  at  that  moment 

"  How  'did  you  venture  to  intrude  into  my  room  T 
How  have  you  dared  to  disturb  me!*'  inquired  she 
with  a  wild  and  severe  look,  approaching  nearer  to 
me. 

"  I  did  not  find  ma  chdre  mire  in  the  saloon,  therefore 
I  came  hither,"  said  I,  as  composedly  as  possible,  and 
without  retreating  a  single  step.  She  looked  at  me  for 
a  moment,  while  she  appeared  to  collect  herself,  and 
tlicn  more  calmly  and  man  easy  manner  said:  "  I  sup- 
pose I  had  forgotten  to  lock  the  door  ....  stupid  !*' 
She  retreated  from  me,  opened  the  closet,  and  appeared 
to  be  anxious  to  put  something  away  which  she  held 
in  her  hand ;  she  dropped  it  on  the  floor  and  it  rolled 
towards  me,  I  stooped  and  picked  it  up.  Maekirtwthe 
reproached  me  with  the  look  of  a  hyena,  and  wished,  I 
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slieve,  to  snatch  it  out  of  my  hand;  but  I  looked  at 
le  little  locket  on  which  a  pretty  little  child's  head 
aa  painted,  and  said  with  composure  which  seems  at 
resent  scarcely  conceivable, ''  what  a  pretty  child  !" 

Md  chire  mire  stood  still.  She  appeared  violently 
l^tated,  but  more  softened.  She  took  the  locket  gently 
jt  of  my  hand,  held  it  however  in  such  a  position 
lat  I  could  contemplate  it  with  her.  *'  Yes,"  said  she, 
yea,  indeed  a  fair  child  !  ah  !  prince  of  boys  1  do  you 
now  the  child's  name,  Franciska, — do  you  know  his 
ame  ?  do  you  know  whose  child  it  was  ?  say  do  you 
now,  do  you  know  it  ?" 

She  looked  into  my  face  with  eap^er  curiosity.  I  was 
i)liged  to  cast  down  my  eyes  before  her  penetrating 
lok.  "  No  1"  replied  I,  according  to  truth,  although 
guessed  it 

"  His  name  was  Bruno!"  began  machdre  nu)re  again. 

He  was  my  only  son  1  my,  my,  ..."  And  ma  chire 
ire  at  the  same  time  pressed  my  shoulders  between 
er  hands  so  that  I  believed  she  would  have  crushed 
lem. 

"  He  was  my  only  son,"  continued  she,  whilst  she 
t  go  her  hands  and  raised  them  towards  heaven, 
to-day  is  the  day  on  which  I  gave  him  birth  !" 

She  was  silent,  and  afterwards  began  again  speaking 
I  it  were  to  herself,  and  with  an  expression,  which 
;nt  my  very  soul :  "  this  day  three-and-thirty  yeors  I 
ivc  birth  to  him.  In  pangs  of  death  I  gave  him  life. 
h,  that  I  had  died  at  that  moment,  I  or  he !  oh,  .  .  , 
It  he  was  my  pride,  my  joy,  my  exultation,  my  hope 

y  all he  was  more  than  God  to  me !     Oh ... . 

e  Lord  has  smitten  my  pride no,  not.  he,  but 
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the  devil  I  the  devil  smote  my  strength  tad  took  my 
child !  . . .  Oh !  . . .  Children  rend  the  heart  in  life  ind 
death.  Mine  was  worse  to  me  than  death."  Here  iIm 
crossed  her  arms  on  her  breast,  and  her  head  fell  m  if 
destroyed  by  grief. 

On  raising  herself  again,  she  turned  to  me  with  a 
sharp  penetrating  look,  whilst  she  said : 

"  You  know  what  has  transpired,  Franciska ;— yw 
know  every  thing  about  him.  Do  not  deny  itl  Your 
husband  knows  it,  and  husband  and  wife  are  od& 
You  know  it ....  I  can  read  it  in  your  souL" 

I  did  not  deny  it  My  look  said  enough.  I  drew 
nearer  to  ma  chire  mire.  My  heart  glowed  for  her ;  she 
laid  her  hand  upon  my  shoulder  and  said : 

"  The  Lord  keep  you,  Franciska,  from  ever  sufferinf 
what  I  have,  from  ever  feeling  what  I  have  felt,  what 
I  still  feel ;  may  He  preserve  you  from  it  V* 

*'  Child,  child  !  It  is  an  e^  thing,  when  the  heart 
of  a  mother  is  turned  to  hatred  towards  that  which 
once  laid  under  it ;  when  the  breast  is  obliged  to  thrust 
away  what  once  was  nourished  by  it.  I  tell  you — it  is 
an  evil  thing.  What  does  the  happy  mother  desire  for 
her  children  ?  That  they  may  live  long  upon  earth ; 
that  they  may  settle  and  live  near  her ;  that  they  may 
catch  her  last  breath  and  close  her  eyes,  when  the  hour 
of  her  dissolution  has  arrived.  Yes,  this  is  her  desire. 
But  what  do  I  wish  for  my  only  son  ?  Yes,  that" — and 
here  her  countenance  assumed  a  most  frightful  ezprei- 
sion — "  that  he  may  be  dead  I  that  he  may  lie  deeply 
buried  in  the  earth  or  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea ;  that 
these  eyes  may  never  see  him  more ;  these  ears  may 
never  again  hear  his  voice !  Oh,  that  he  were  det^ 
dead,  dead !" 
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A  •huddering  seiied  me  on  hearing  these  wild  words 
if  detperationi  and  in  the  highest  excitement  of  mind 
the  unhappy  mother  proceeded : 

**  When  the  son  goes  from  his  paternal  home  into 
tihe  wide  world,  what  does  the  mother  give  him  to  take 
with  on  his  long  Toyage  ?  She  gives  him  her  blessing ; 
Ihe  best  her  house  affords  she  gives  him  for  the  way, 
and  she  herself  follows  him  to  the  door  with  tears, 
kisses,  and  endearing  names.  Yes,  this  is  what  she 
dbes.  But  to  my  only  son  I  gave  my  curse.  This  was 
all  which,  besides  his  life,  he  received  from  me,  which 
he  took  with  him  into  the  wide  wild  world.  My  only 
child  I  cursed  1  Look  you," — continued  she  with  in- 
creasing fierceness — "  I  had  centred  all  my  love  on 
his  head,  my  honour,  my  pride ;  and  he  brought  infamy 
on  mine.  Look" — and  she  tore  her  cap  from  her  head 
and  threw  it  violently  on  the  ground ;  her  grey,  almost 
white  hair,  fell  waving  down  from  her  shoulders, — 
**  look,  grief  then  strewed  ashes  upon  my  head.  My 
hair  was  once  black — but  in  one  night  a  snow  fell  upon 
it — it  became  white.  The  son  has  whitened  the  hair 
of  his  mother ;  he  has  caused  her  to  be  pointed  at  with 
the  finger  of  scorn,  while  people  said,  that  she  was  the 
mother  of  a  thief.     Ought  she  not  to  curse  him  ? !" 

*'  Ah,  he  was  so  young,  yet . . .  he" — I  faltered  out  I 
could  scarcely  speak.  Ma  ch^e  mire  did  not  hear  me, 
but  continued  talking  more  to  herself  than  to  me : "  Yes, 
my  hair  turned  grey,  and  what  was  there,  that  did  not 
fade?  My  complexion,  my  soul,  the  whole  world! 
When  the  curse  was  uttered  and  the  accursed  was  gone, 
and  no  one  knew  whither  ....  then  came  a  strange 
time.  Darkness  sprang  up  within  me,  and  I  sat  in  dark- 
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ness,  and  days,  months,  years,  rolled  on,  and  I  only 
knew  that  all  was  black — ^black  as  the  crime  and  the 
curse.  I  thought  that  the  spark  of  life  would  become 
extinct  in  darkness,  but  it  was  stronger  than  the  dark- 
ness, than  the  grief ....  and  I  stepped  forth  from  the 
darkness  and  beheld  the  light  again.  I  learned  at 
least  to  endure  it.  I  endeaToured  to  forget  it;  I 
thought;  he  is  dead  !" 

My  tears  flowed,  ray  whole  soul  was  in  agitation,  and 
I  exclaimed :  **  Oh  the  unfortunate  one !  He  wandered 
about  an  outcast,  found  perhaps  no  bread  and  no  home! 
He  died  perhaps  on  a  foreign  soil,  and  tiiought  of^ 
mother,  and  longed  to  be  permitted  to  press  her  hand 
to  his  lips  and  to  obtain  forgiveness  ....  and  behold ! 
....  Oh,  wretched  one  I" 

Ma  chire  m^e  was  pale  as  death,  and  trembled  vio- 
lently ;  she  gasped  for  breath.  "  Franciska !"  said  she 
at  length,  with  a  strong  voice,  '*  Franciska !  desist  from 
this  useless  lamentation !  Bread, — ^be  had  no  need  to 
want  He  could  work ;  he  was  a  man,  and  in  youthful 
years  strong  as  a  lion.  Home  —  he  did  not  seek. 
His  mind  was  bent  on  the  wide  world,  and  of  this  be 
will  have  had  enough.  But  the  curse" — ^here  she  ap- 
proached nearer  to  me  with  tears,  which  quivered  in 
her  large  eyes,  and  laid  her  hand  on  my  head, — the 
curse  is  no  longer  in  my  heart  When  it  was  uttered, 
I  thirsted  to  retract  it,  and  I  should  have  done  so, 
Franciska,  I  should  have  done  so  then,  had  he  bi>me 
the  punishment,  and  submitted  to  the  penance  which  his 
crime  demanded.  I  therefore  sought  him  in  the  night 
—but  he  was  gone.  He  fled  from  forgiveness — he  did 
not  wish  to  merit  it — ^but  I  have  laid  it  on  his  grave ; 
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there  it  rettt  with  the  lun,  with  the  flowers,  imparting 
peace  to  him.  At  timet  yet,  when  remembrance  of  the 
pmit,  and  grief  leize  me,  so  that  my  bmaat  is  ready  to 
burst,  and  my  brain  reels  with  dizziness,  what  do  I . . . 
then  I  sometimes  still  pronounce  the  curse — but  after- 
wards the  blessing !  Or  what  think  you,  did  I,  when 
lying  in  the  dust  writhing  like  a  worm  before  the  Lord, 
I  pressed  the  picture  of  my  son  to  my  breast  ?  Think 
you,  that  I  cursed  him  T    Peace,  peace  to  his  ashes  1" 

•*  And  if  he  still  breathed,"  ....  said  I,  with  a  feel- 
ing  which  I  cannot  describe—"  were  he  alive  still,  and 
should  he  have  atoned  for  the  crimes  of  his  youth  by  a 
long  course  of  sufferings ;  if,  in  preference  to  all  the 
honours  of  the  world,  he  should  long  for  the  forgive- 
ness of  his  mother,  for  the  joy  of  pressing  her  once 
more  to  his  heart  ?" 

**  Were  this  the  case,  Franciskal  . . .  .have  you  heard 
that  he  is  alive  ?»' — and  her  voice  faltered, — ••  if  you 
know  his  wish  and  desire,  then  should  you  tell  him, 
that  he  must  never  come  to  that  country,  which  would 
be  ashamed  of  him ;  that  he  must  not  bear  the  name 
which  ho  has  dishonoured ;  that  he  must  not  venture  to 
appear  in  the  presence  of  that  mother,  whom  he  has 
covered  with  shame.  But ....  but  tell  him  ....  that 
1  have  retracted  the  curse  ....  half  of  my  property 
will  I  send  him  into  a  foreign  land ;  he  niny  write  to 
me  and  desire  from  me  what  he  will,  and  I  will  send 
him  what  he  demands,  but — not  a  foot  shall  he  set 
across  the  threshold  of  my  door !" 

I  bent  my  knees  and  embraced  hers.  "Mothrr, 
mother  1"  exclaimed  I,  almost  beside  myself,  "  is  this 
christian-like  7     Is  this  right  ?" 
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"  Rise !''  Mid  ihe  vehemently.  '*  Not «  wotd  mate. 
No  one  can  jodg^  me  in  this  matter  I  What  I  htvt 
said,  I  have  said.  I  forbid  you  to  qieak  any  moK  to 
me  on  the  subject.  Speak  not  of  him,  if  you  do  not 
fvish  ....  Think  you  that  it  is  a  child's  play  f  I  td 
you  it  is  a  contest  between  reason  and  frenzy.  Do 
not  stir  up  the  evil  demons  within  me !  Away  wiA 
these  recollections,  these  thoughts,  away,  away  I" 

I  rose.  My  heart  was  tossed  amidst  conten£ii| 
feelings.  Ma  ckire  inh-e*s  wild-like  appearance  and 
her  gestures,  however,  evinced  to  me  that  the  proort 
was  not  the  crisis  to  give  vent  to  them.  Still  I  wmdi 
not  give  up  all  hope.  I  looked  at  her  with  entreatio^ 
with  folded  hands,  but  she  turned  away  firom  me. 

"Go!"  said  she  harshly.  '*Our  conversation  il 
finished.    I  wish  to  be  alone.    Go,  I  desire  it !" 

I  went — with  my  soul  fuU  of  bitter  anguish,  lis 
ehire  mire  locked  the  door  after  me.  On  coming  out 
into  the  dressing-room,  I  saw  a  man  standing  diere 
with  his  forehead  pressed  against  the  walL  It  wtf 
Bruno.  Terrified,  I  walked  up  to  him,  and  laid  my 
hand  upon  his  arm.  **  For  heaven's  sake,  Bruno,"  said 
I,  softly,  '*  what  are  you  doing  here  ?  So  near"  .  * .. 
Bruno  turned  his  face  slowly  towards  me.  It  was  pale 
as  death  ;  cold  sweat  stood  upon  his  brow ;  his  look 
was  bewildered ;  he  gazed  at  me  with  gloom  and  indif- 
ference. But  suddenly  he  collected  himself,  and  rushed^ 
with  his  hand  before  his  forehead,  out  of  the  room.  I  fid- 
lowed  him,  and  thanked  heaven  when  1  saw  Bjdm  meet 
him,  seize  him  by  the  arm,  and  prevail  on  him  to  com- 
pose himself,  so  as  to  avoid  the  suspicions  of  die 
servants.  With  apparent  calmness  they  left  the  house 
together. 
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I  oManwhile  went  to  Jean  Jaoquee.  I  did  not  wish 
to  tell  him  and  hit  wife  all  that  had  transpired.  I 
only  told  them,  that  I  had  not  accomplished  any  thing ; 
that  I  did  not  tenture  to  let  ma  ekire  mire  suspect  how 
near  her  son  was,  hecause  she  was  ready  to  go  out  of 
her  mind  at  the  thoughts  of  it  Jean  Jacques 
fmt  his  hands  into  his  coat  pocket,  paced  up  and  down 
die  room,  and  said :  ''This  is  dreadful,  this  is  dreadliil  1 
How  can  any  one  be  so  unreasonable?  And  then 
Bruno !  I  begged  him  to  keep  quiet ;  but  when  he 
heard  the  voice  of  his  mother — whose  sound  for  a 
moment  reached  us  here — he  grew  as  one  possessed. 
He  tore  away  from  Lars  Anders,  who  wished  to  hold 
him  back,  and  rushed  out  It  was  well  that  he  did  not 
go  into  ma  ehh^  min*t  presence.  A  dreadful  explosion 
would  have  followed." 

Jane  Maria  also  could  not  conceive  how  any  one  could 
beio  Uttle  master  of  his  own  reason ;  but  she  said  that 
she  had  anticipated  how  the  matter  would  end,  and 
had  never  expected  any  good  result  from  this  trial. 

Neither  husband  nor  wife  spoke  in  accordance  with 
my  feelings.  I  longed  to  be  with  Bjom.  From  him 
alone  I  looked  for  comfort  and  assistance.  At  length 
he  came.  He  was  heated  and  agitated.  I  threw  my- 
self on  his  neck  and  wept  I  could  do  nothing  else. 
He  pressed  me  to  his  bosom  and  merely  said :  "  We 

will  not  let  our  courage  sink,  not  give  up  all  as  lost  I 

No  tree  falls  at  a  single  blow." 
**  Ah,  what  shall  we  do  7  *'   inquired  I  with  a  deep 

aigh. 
'*  At  present  we  must  go  home,"  replied  he,  *'  we 

will  then  talk  more  about  it    The  cabriolet  is  wait- 
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IX 


iAOMENT  OP  A  LETTER  FROM  BRUNO  TO  ANTONIO. 

The  Srd  September. 
What  is  living  ?  Is  it  to  drag  on  meaningless  days 
without  interest  or  pleasure,  and  gradually  to  fail 
and  sink,  like  a  building  that  is  rotten  within  ?  No, 
rather  to  press  forward  to  the  future,  at  least  for  a  mor- 
row ;  this  is  living  I"  A  morrow  ! — For  me  probably  , 
no  morrow  will  ever  rise  again.  The  stream  of  life  is 
turned  away  from  me.  Why  should  I  remain  in  the 
desert  and  thirst  ?  Mother,  mother  I  from  whom  I  am 
an  outcast,  thou  hast  dried  up  my  world,  my  heart.  But 
this  very  night  yet  will  I  liberate  myself,  will  taste  re- 
venge. My  mother  I  Is  it  love,  is  it  hatred  towards 
her,  by  which  I  am  propelled  ?  I  do  not  know  but 
this  very  night  yet  will  I  stand  before  her  and  melt  the 
ice-bands  of  her  heart  or  blow  out  my  own  brains  and 
cover  her  with  my  blood.  I  will  awaken  in  her 
breast — ^remorse.  I  will  call  a  tear  into  her  eye  which 
never  shall  dry  up  I ... .  She  will  not  forgive ....  Well, 
then,  she  shall  weep  I  Why  should  I  live  ?  For  whom  ? 
For  what  ?  I  have  drunk  of  the  wild  joys  of  life ;  I 
am  sick  of  them.  To  the  better,  the  purer,  the  way  is 
barred  against  mt  i — barred  by  my  mother.      Bitter 
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curce-lieAriiig,  feeling  I  My  mother's  heatt  ia  e 
closed  ag^in^t  me ;  eo  then  is  heaven  also — thi 
of  God  ;  ye%  it  must  be  so,  for  all  the  bicternes 
world  is  collected  in  my  beart.  I  will  be  reve! 
my  mother!  And  notwithstanding-,, *m  th 
moment  a  mild,  refreshing  feeling  steals  into  i 
Serena  1  Her  dear  remembrance  awakens  IL 
Jtfcted  me,  but  I  cannot  bkme  her.  She  sacril 
love  in  the  cause  of  her  duty ;  she  left  me  aloi 
my  soul  feels  tenderly  for  her.  This  feeling  is  g 
will  not  injure  her.  But  when  I  saw  her  so 
strong,  she  withdrew  fur rh^r  fmm  iTie,  LiJce 
star  in  brighter  light  grows  pale,  thus  she  £Eule( 
sightwhen  she  approached  nearer  to  the  angels,  i 
not  hold  me  back, — ^the  distance  between  usis  U 
And  should  my  death  even  pain  her — she  will 
herself  in  her  robe  of  innocence,  in  her  holy 
virtue,  and  will  remain  firm  and  stilL  God  is  w: 
Pure  angel.  Peace  be  with  thee  1  I  was  not  perm 
press  thee  to  my  glowing  bosom ;  but  like  the 
which  is  thine  inheritance,  and  from  which  I 
outcast,  thou  wilt  perhaps  look  down  upon  me  i 
fresh  my  heart;  for  none  has  the  power  lik 
Farewell !  Now  our  ways  part  for  ever :  mii 
downwards  into  the  abyss  of  darkness,  thine  u] 
to  the  excess  of  light     Farewell  I 

Farewell,  my  dreams ! ...  .ye  precious  dream 
more  glorious  life,  of  reconciliation  and  love. ... 
ye-well,  too,  ye  gentle,  loving  feelings  within  m; 
which  I  have  loved  and  cherished,  as  the  better  ] 
fnyself !  And  ye  sounds,  which  I  have  awaked 
many  a  night,  to  answer  to  the  questions  of  my  » 
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allay  their  torture,  slumber,  alumber !  I  Bhall  Iieark(;n 
to  you  no  more.  When  I  called  you  forth,  I  had  still 
hope.    Now  I  have  none. 

No,  Antonio,  I  have  no  hope.  Desperation  lies  in 
the  depth  of  that  trial,  which  I  will  once  put  to 
destiny,  Antonio,  farewell !  Thanks  for  your  friend- 
ship I  Thanks  for  your  love,  given  in  spite  of  all  my 
errors !  Forgive  my  faults,  be  at  peace  with  me,  as  I 
am  with  you. 

But  thou,  my  mother  I  With  thee  no  peace  yet. 
This  very  night  yet  will  I  press  a  kiss  upon  thy  lips, 
that  of  life  or  of  death.  In  vain  dost  thou  endeavour 
to  escape  from  it.  Thou  shalt  not  escape  it !  Higher 
powers  are  with  me. . . . this  night ! . . . . 


F.      VOL.  II. 
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THIRTEENTH  LETTER. 


FRANCISKA   W.    TO   MARIA   L. 


The  4th  and  5th  September. 

Oh,  Maria!  my  dear  Maria!  what  events,  whit 
scenes,  what  a  change.  How  one  night  can  transferm 
every  thing but  I  will  tell  you  all  from  the  begin- 
ning. I  have  seen  death  near  at  Iiand,  Maria ;  death 
wild  and  terrific.  Ah,  indeed  he  is  still  near !  How- 
ever, I  must  try  to  reduce  to  order  my  mind  and  my 
composition. 

During  the  two  days  after  my  last  interview  with 
ma  chere  m^re  we  heard  nothing  of  her.  On  the  third 
Bjorn  rode  to  Karlsfors,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  state 
of  affairs  there.  He  heard  that  ma  chire  mire  had  been 
in  a  highly  excited  and  uneasy  state  of  mind.  During 
the  nights,  she  had  been  heard  walking  about  in  her 
apartments  almost  incessantly;  in  the  day  time  she 
often  cried  violently.  At  present,  however,  she  was 
much  more  composed ;  she  received  Bjorn  kindlyi 
inquired  after  his  wife,  came  into  the  drawing- 
room  to  tea,  and  appeared  gradually  to  re-assume  her 
wonted  deportment. 
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The  description  of  ma  chire  mire*i  tuffcringi  affected 
I  longed  to  lee  her  again,  and  to  hear  a  friendly 
■d  firom  her,  and  I  felt  a  real  Joy,  when  early  the 
;t  morning  (it  was  on  the  3rd  September)  I  received 
nail  kind  note  from  her,  in  which  ihe  stated,  that 

intended  to  drive  to  town  in  the  forenoon  to  pur- 
se various  articles,  and  proposed  to  me  to  bear  her 
ipany.  If  1  consented,  she  would  fetch  me  and 
^  me  home  again  in  the  evening. 

Just  had  occaaion  to  buy  some  household  wares, 
I  most  heartily  argeed  to  the  proposal,  after  I  had 
ken  a  few  words  to  Bjom,  and  promised  him  a  good 
ner  at  home,  although  I  should  not  be  there  to  help 
I  to  demolish  it.  Bjbrn  did  not  by  any  means  look 
perate,  embraced  me,  and  drove  in  the  cabriolet  to 

town  were  we  were  to  meet. 

iy  thoughts  were  not  without  some  disquietude  and 
larrassment  in  anticipating  my  meeting  with  ma 
'9  mire.  How  should  we  feel  towards  each  other 
t  the  recent  violent  scenes  ?  What  was  1  to  say  ? 
at  sort  of  a  countenance  was  I  to  put  on  ?  I  was 
td  from  this  suspense  by  the  arrival  of  ma  chire  mire, 
t  did  not  get  out  of  the  carriage,  but  on  stepping  up 
ler,  she  extended  her  hand  to  me  with  a  grave  but 
ndly  countenance,  helped  me  up  to  her,  threw  back 
hood  and  kissed  me  on  my  forehead  and  lips  with 
St  cordiality.  This  had  a  salutary  effect  upon  mc, 
1  from  that  instant  I  felt  all  restraint  vanish.  But 
It  melancholy.  Ma  chire  mire  was  silent,  the  sky 
k,  the  air  heavy.  By  the  spot  where  the  road  leads 
lamm,  ma  chire  mire  turned  her  head  towards  tKe 
nr  side.     My  heart  moved  within  mc  at  this  inuica- 
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tion  of  irreconcilable  feelings ;  but  when  ma  chkrt  mht 
after  a  while  turned  to  me  with  some  indiflferent  re- 
marki  I  was  struck  with  her  awful  paleness,  and  could 
not  be  angry  with  her,  though  I  was  so  grieved  that  I 
was  ready  to  cry.     Thus  we  arrived  in  the  town. 

"  In  Madam  Rhen,  the  provost's  lady,  you  will  be- 
come acquainted  with  a  real  manager,"  said  ma  chin 
mire  to  me,  on  our  arrival  within  the  city-gate. 

We  alighted  at  the  house  of  Madam  Rhen,  which 
ma  chdre  mire,  every  time  come  to  town,  makes  her 
sort  of-head  quarters.  It  is  impossible  to  look  at  Madam 
Rhen,  without  at  once  making  the  conclusion  that 
she  is  pleasantness,  hospitality,  and  loquacity  itself; 
nor  can  one  look  upon  her  daughter  Renetta  without 
thinking,  "  the  apple  does  not  fall  far  from  the  tree ! " 
One  cannot  see  the  preparations  for  ma  cfUre  min 
without  perceiving  that  the  latter  is  a  great  **puis*amee  " 
to  them,  and  that  they  love  and  fear  her  at  the  same 
time.  On  her  account  I  was  likewise  treated  with 
warm  cordiality;  and  kind  Renetta  almost  choked  me 
whilst  pulling  off  my  cloak  with  all  her  might,  the 
cords  of  which  I  had  clumsily  drawn  into  a  knot. 

Madam  Rhen  had  been  a  sort  of  housekeeper  with 
ma  chire  mire,  who  had  betrothed  and  married  her 
to  pastor  Rhen,  who  in  this  was  resigned  to  the 
guidance  of  ma  chdre  mire  and  to  his  fate.  Whether  he 
had  to  repent  of  it,  I  do  not  know.  Madam  Rhen  was 
now  a  widow  in  affluence,  whose  honour  and  pleasure 
it  was  to  be  able  to  entertain  now  and  then  the  honour- 
able general's  lady,  by  whom  she  was  plainly  called 
"  Rhen." 

Rhen's  and  Renetta's  pleasant  behaviour,  the  ncai, 
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■rtments,  and  two  pretty  little  pictures,  re- 
g  children  playing  with  animals,  made  an 
I  impression  upon  me.  The  fine  Smaland 
id  a  glass  of  Malaga,  which  were  immediately 
tk  a  snow-white  table-cloth,  were  excellent, 
icheon,  ma  chire  mire  and  I  went  out  on  our 
excursion.  The  weather  had  cleared  up,  the 
>leasant,  and  I  felt  in  myself  also  that  it  grew 
ind  brighter. 

ining  hopes,  I  can  hardly  say  of  what,  arose 
y  soul,  and  when  the  sun  broke  through  the 

fancied  as  if  no  irremediable  misfortune  and 
>ncilable  hearts  could  be  upon  earth  ;  I  be- 
lat  all  would  end  well.  I  am  naturally — 
*ia — a  musical  inRtrument,  perhaps  of  too  easy 

Love  me  as  I  am !  1  love  Byron,  because 
s  to  the  heart  "  a  pendulum  betwixt  a  smile 

town  every  tiling  was  full  of  life  and  bustle, 
mrkot-day,  and  tlie  great  market  was  filled 
pie,  can'iers  and  carts.  I  was  heartily  de- 
t  sec  the  pfay  crowds,  I  was  glad  to  meet  Kjdrn 
vn.  I  thought  of  gaining  a  moment's  time  to 
la  a  visit.  Every  thing  appeared  to  me  com- 
md  animating.  The  smell  of  fresh  hay 
from  the  farmer-waggons.  Here  a  country- 
l  up  his  smoked  ham  to  the  nose  of  one  in- 
purchasc,  there  a  young  female  peasant  com- 
ler  fresh  butter,  here  a  bundle  of  carrots  was 
from  the  beetroots,  whose  companion  it  had 
le  vegetable- basket,   there  pears  were  sold  at 
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a  heller*  each.  There  was  a  buzxing  of  coecrful 
voices,  of  talking  and  laughing,  and  between  men 
horses  and  carts  a  merry  company  of  sparrowE  wts 
flocking  along,  twittering  down  here  and  there  in  the 
market,  pecking  at  the  spilled  manna  and  flying  away 
in  an  instant,  when  any  troublesome  person  stepped 
amongst  their  light  flock,  then  cheerfully  descending 
again.  Healthy-looking  women  were  sitting  in  regolir 
rows  along  the  houses  in  the  market  with  their  floor- 
tubs,  their  large  loaves,  their  baskets  with  pears  and 
pastry,  and  scolding  famously  at  the  street-boys,  wIuh 
on  passing,  tried  to  make  up  for  their  lack  of  money 
by  impertinent  language.  A  spirit  of  wantonness  cams 
over  me.  Before  me  stood  a  ragged  little  boy,  with  a 
good-tempered  face,  who,  whistling,  philosophically 
surveyed  the  riches  of  the  market  Behind  him,  upoa 
a  step,  stood  his  empty  basket,  over  which  a  net  had 
been  thrown.  The  basket  was  quickly  filled  with 
sweet-pears,  and  the  old  woman- who  sold  them  care- 
fully lifted  up  the  net,  and  gave  me  a  wink  that  she 
enjoyed  the  joke.  The  little  lad  will  wonder  long 
how  the  pears  came  there.  Further  off  stood  a 
horse,  tied  to  a  window- post,  and  stretched  out  its  half- 
starved  head  for  a  few  straws,  but  could  not  reach  them. 
I  took  a  good  large  bundle  of  hay  out  of  the  cart,  and 
gave  it  to  the  horse,  whilst  I  looked  round,  somewhat 
alarmed,  for  the  owner.  Ma  chdre  mire  laughed,  and 
also  gave  it  a  bundle,  which  the  horse  eat 

"  My  good  woman  I  why  do  you  tempt  me  with  your 
fine  plums  ?     I  must  have  half  a  measure.     Pour  them 

*  A  imall  eop(er  coin  worth  about  half  a  fkrthinf . 
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ny  handkerchief  here.    But  the  money  ?    Ah, 
ro*ntdo»" 

»  good  woman  was  obliged  to  go  into  a  ihop  to 
lange.  "  But  who  will  sell  your  pears  and  plums 
mean  time  ?  I  ? "  The  old  woman  went,  and 
ed  myself  upon  her  stool  and  sold  fruit  and  took 
oney.  My  most  difficult  customer  to  treat  with 
4  eMr9  mire,  who  would  have  a  great  deal  for  her 
f  and  bartered  unmercifully  and  abused  me  and 
lit  I  answered  as  well  and  as  roughly  as  1  could. 
igth  my  good  woman  came  back  with  the  change, 
as  so  satisfied  with  my  administration  of  her  pro- 
that  1  obtained  a  quarter  of  a  measure  full  of 
into  the  bargain. 

I  are  surprised,  I  suppose,  at  ma  chire  mire't 
ice  at  all  this.  But  things  o\  this  kind  highly 
t  her  ;  and  one  of  those  qualities  which  renders 
agreeable  to  me  is  her  kind  and  sportive  way  of 
ug  into  every  innocent  joke, 
wcvcr  the  time  had  expired.  The  clock  of  the 
1-steeplc  struck  twelve.  We  were  obliged  to 
haste,  if  we  wiKhed  to  finish  our  markets  before 
r.  I  looked  into  all  the  doors  and  street-corners, 
ijover  any  trace  of  Ujiirn  j  but  in  vain.  We  went 
(vcral  shops,  inspected  various  things,  but  bought 
ig.  Ma  chhe  m^re  scolded  the  shopmen,  on  ac- 
of  their  bad  goods ;  and  when  they  tried  to  speak 
ir  defence  she  out-talked  them  all.  Meantime  the 
struck  one.  Ma  chire  mire  said :  "  We  must  not 
lien's  soup  get  cold !  *'  We  returned  :  1  quite 
in  not  having  met  Bjom ;  but  on  walking  through 
—  street,  what  did  1  behold  at  the  corner  of  the 
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Street  ?  a  sight  to  me  a  thousand  times  more  welcome 
than  enchanted  castles  and  kind  fairies?  yes — abroad, 
grey  back,  indubitably  belonging  to  Bjom.  I  sprang 
softly  up  to  him,  held  him  fast,  and  said,  "  You  dare 
not  get  loose,  you  Bear  I  Now  I  have  you  fast  You 
come  with  me !  '* 

"  And  dine  with  us  at  Madam  Rhens,  and  not  lesTC 
town  this  afternoon,"  added  ma  chire  mire. 

Bjcirn  was  not  difficult  to  persuade ;  be  took  his  little 
woman's  arm  and  walked  with  her  to  Madam  Rhen's, 
amidst  serious  lectures  respecting  her  presumption  in 
playing  the  part  of  the  police.  But  although  he  joked, 
I  saw,  notwithstanding,  that  he  was  not  cheerful  at 
heart. 

Rhen  and  Renetta  were  fully  occupied  when  we 
entered  in  the  arrangement  of  the  dinner-table.  When 
they  got  sight  of  Bjom,  they  rushed  upon  him  in  rap- 
tures, and  the  joy  of  the  good  people  was  complete. 
We  sat  down  to  table.  The  dinner  was  excellent ;  my 
aj)petite  no  less  so;  and  the  hostesses  were  very 
talkative.  I  had  had  some  pleasure  in  the  morning, 
and  should  now  gladly  have  been  cheerful,  but  Bjorn 
sat  there  with  a  countenance  so  grave  as  to  make  me 
quite  uneasy.  I  saw  that  Bruno  was  in  his  head,  and 
lay  heavy  at  his  heart.  He  now  filled  my  thoughts 
too,  and  my  cheerful  mood  was  gone ;  yes,  I  even  re- 
proached myself  for  having  indulged  in  it  at  alL  Bjom 
often  looked  at  ma  chdre  mire  attentively  and  pene- 
tratingly, and  I  noticed  that  she  tried  to  avoid  his 
gaze.  J  was  pleased  with  this  influence  of  Bjorn  over 
her.  But  all  at  once  she  stared  at  him  with  her  large 
dark  eyes,  so  piercingly  that  his  little  g^ey  ones  were 
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oMtdown,  and  I  felt  myielf  compelled  to  smile  silently 
at  this  skirmish  of  looks. 

Immediately  after  the  coffee  Bjorn  left  us,  in  order  to 
attend  some  more  of  his  patients ;  he  would  then  sec 
off  for  Rosenvik.  1  went  with  him  as  far  as  the  pas- 
sage, for  in  the  room  there  was  no  peace  from  lihen 
and  Renetta  to  be  found.  **  Bjbrn,  you  are  dejected, 
uneasy,"  said  1  troubled,  and  seized  his  hand.  "  I 
have  seen  Bruno  to-day,"  said  he,  "  and  am  very 
much  afraid  that  the  affair  will  end  badly.** 

"  Good  God  I"  exclaimed  I. — "  Yes,  may  He  be  our 
help  I"  said  Bjorn,  "  for  here  the  help  of  man  is  vain. 
Bruno  appears  to  meditate  a  desperate  trial.  What 
was  his  plan,  I  could  not  discover  ;  nor  did  1  wish  now 
to  prevent  him  from  taking  his  own  cause  in  hand. 
What  cannot  be  bent  must  sometimes  be  broken.  But 
now  go  in,  Franciska,  go  in ! — More  of  this  this  even- 
ing; this  evening  1  shall  see  you  again." 

Bjom's  words  had  quite  excited  me,  and  my  feelings 
were  no  doubt  visible  in  my  countenance,  for  ma  chire 
mire  asked  me  vivaciously,  «  whether  I  was  ill,"  and 
my  hostesses  exclaimed  that  I  looked  so  pale.  I  com- 
plained of  a  little  dizziness,  and  in  truth  every  thing 
went  round  and  round  with  me. 

Madam  Khcn  knocked  at  the  window,  then  opened 
it  and  cried :  "  Madam,  Madam."  Two  gentlemen 
looked  up,  and  a  boy  came  to  the  window.  *<  Madam !" 
cried  Madam  R.,  still  louder,  "  Madam  Ahl  I — oh  I  see 
it  is  Madam  FoIIin — pray,  my  dear  woman,  oblige  me ; 
here  is  a  two-dollar  bank- note,  take  it,  and  run  to 
Bergstrom's  and  ask  for  a  bottle  of  their  best  Eau  de 
Cologne  for  Madam  Rhen,  and  bring  the  change. 
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Thank  you  kindly,  dear  woman  !*' 

l^r y  hostesses  now  loaded  me  with  attentions,  liqneon 
and  scents,  begged  me  to  sit  near  the  window,  and  t 
divert  myself  by  looking -out  into  the  street  I  thaakei 
them  for  their  kind  intention,  but  said,  that  the  ope 
air  would  probably  restore  me  soonest.  Ma  dtin  mil 
rose  up  immediately,  and  we  walked  out. 

We  spent  more  than  two  hours  in  making  purchase 
and  walking  in  and  out  of  shops.    Ma  ehire  mtn  mad 
me  a  present,  much  too  splendid  for  me,  but  her  ei 
pressions  and  her  whole  manner  rendered  it  preckN 
to  me.     I   bought  several  trifling  things  for  Bjon 
which  he  needed,  but  which  he  always  forgot  to  get  fi 
himselC    We  had  promised  to  take  tea  with  Madai 
Rhen.     Ma  chire  mire  did  not  wish  that  I  should  nq 
lect  it,  and  I  saw,  to  my  vexation,  that  I  should  d 
have  time  to  see  Serena.    On  our  way  back  to  Madf 
R's.  we  walked  across  the  market-place,  which  in  1 
forenoon  had  been  so  full  of  bustle.     It  was  v 
deserted,  and  covered  with  the  rubbish  of  the  mai 
and  the  birds.     Ma  chire  mire  was  angry  at  it, 
promised  to  speak  to  the  burgomaster  about  it 

One  solitary  hay-cart  stood  there  yet  at  one  er 
the  market,  and  a  number  of  people  had  coU 
around  it     Ma  chire  mire  stopped  and  inquir 
some  one  who  was  coming  along,  what  was  the  d 
"  A  great  wolf,  which  has  been  shot  to-day,"  w 
reply.     «*We  must  see  it,"  said  ma  chire  mil 
went  forward  and  pushed  her  way  through  the  c 
people,  who,  on  recognising  her,  immediate!; 
way.     I  followed  her,  like  a  little  boat,  whicl 
the  tracks  left  behind  by  a  frigate.    When  we  ' 


turn  KKIOBBOURl.  91 

the  cart,  we  there  obeenred  an  uncommonly  great 
d  fine  wolfl  There  waa  strong  crowding  around 
,  but  ma  ckirt  mirt  laid,  by  way  of  protection,  her 
"ong  arm  around  me,  and  iometimei  turned  towards 
e  people,  saying,  **Do  not  press  so!"  which  was 
^mediately  repeated  by  many  other  voices,  and  pro- 
red  more  room  for  us.  The  countryman  to  whom 
e  cart  belonged,  related  on  ma  cMrt  mire't  inquiry, 
m  he  had  gone  out  with  his  gun  early  in  the  morning, 
id  seen  at  the  edge  of  the  forest  two  young  wolves, 
ing  upon  a  lair,  against  a  fir-tree.  He  went  nearer, 
id  aimed  at  them.  At  that  instant  their  mother 
mped  with  a  great  howl  out  of  the  wood,  and  placed 
irself  before  them.  The  shot  went  off,  she  fell,  and 
;r  young  ones  ran  into  the  wood.  The  huntsman  ran 
3  to  the  wolf,  she  struggled  with  death,  a  second  shot 
ided  her  struggle,  and  he  dragged  home  his  prey 
slighted.  I  saw,  that  the  tongue  of  the  animal  hung 
r  out  on  one  side,  and  when  I  mentioned  something 
bout  it,  the  countryman  shewed  me  that  the  tongue 
as  almost  entirely  bitten  off.  **  She  has  done  it,  I 
ippose,  in  her  death-struggle,"  he  added.  For  the 
rst  time  I  felt  pity  for  a  wolf.  I  could  not  refrain 
om  stroking  the  head  of  the  fine  animal  carcssiugiy, 
hilst  I  said  softly :  "  Kind  mother  !"—"  Let  us  go 
ranciska,"  said  ma  chire  mire,  briefly,  and  we  made 
Lur  way  back  in  the  same  manner  as  we  had  got  in 
(a  chire  mire  looked  gloomy,  and  whilst  we  walked 
:ros8  the  market,  I  could  not  omit  saying,  from  a  full 
eart :  "  What  fine  feelings  dwell  in  animals,  which, 
:cording  to  the  opinion  of  man,  nevertheless  stand  so 
\r  beneath  him !  A  mother-wolf  dies  for  her  young 
nes! ..  ..'• 
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"  The  young  ones  of  the  mother-wolf/'  said  ma  ehlrt 
mire,  in  a  tone  of  bitterness,  "  had  not  grieved  their 
motlier.  She  died  in  her  pride  in  them.  Better  to 
die  with  a  bitten  tongue,  than  to  live  with  a  rent 
heart." 

We  were  both  silent  after  this.  Further  on  we  came 
to  a  little  green  plot  of  ground,  on  which  fine  poplar- 
trees  raised  their  quivering  tops.  The  sun  gilding  them 
on  his  decline,  and  a  number  of  little  birds  filled  them 
with  their  songs.  Benches  were  set  against  them  for 
pedestrians  to  enjoy  the  shade.  On  one  of  the  benches 
sat  two  persons,  who  attracted  our  attention.  One  of 
these  was  an  elderly  lady  of  good-natured  appearance, 
not  well  dressed,  but  with  peculiar  neatness.  Next  to 
her  sat  a  man,  dressed  neat  likewise,  with  an  oval,  pale 
face,  hanging  lips,  and  with  the  air  of  an  imbecile. 
Ma  chire  mire,  who  possesses  a  good  portion  of  curi- 
osity,  approached  the  couple.  On  drawing  nearer  we 
saw  that  the  man  was  blind.  "  Is  that  your  brother, 
good  woman  ?"  inquired  ma  chire  mire.  "  My  son," 
replied  the  woman,  sighing.  "  Son  ?  How  old  is  he !" 
— '*  Five-and-'twenty  years.'*  (He  looked  as  if  he 
were  fifty.)  "He  is  blind,  and,  I  think,  deaf  too?" 
continued  ma  chire  mire. — "  Blind,  deaf,  and  dumb," 
replied  the  mother. — "  How  long  has  he  been  in  this 
state  ?" — "  From  his  birth." — "  Has  neany  ideas  at  all 
whatever  ?" — "  That  is  a  difficult  matter  to  find  out ;  he 
is  obliged  to  be  led,  fed,  nursed,  and  guarded,  like  a 
little  child.  But  he  cries  and  laughs  sometimes." 
— "  What  is  it  that  makes  him  laugh  V* — "  When  he 
comes  out  into  the  open  air,  he  grows  cheerful,  and 
laughs ;  also  when  I  caress  him  for  any  length  of  time. 
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Heaven  be  praised!  he  knows  me!"  Hereupon  she 
began  to  stroke  her  son's  cheeks  kindlyi  and  to  pat  him 
on  the  shoulders.  He  smiled  at  it  more  and  more 
and  showed  increased  pleasure,  and  his  countenance 
assumed  an  almost  rational  expression. — "  la  he  ever 
angry?**  inquired  I.—"  Yes,  often ;  and  then  he  be- 
comes quite  raving.  But  still  he  has  a  kind  heart. 
He  seldom  sleeps  at  nights,  and  then  he  is  accustomed 
to  grope  and  feel  the  beds  of  his  nephews  and  nieces,  to 
find  whether  they  are  well  wrapped  up.  If  they  have 
thrown  off  their  covering,  he  spreads  it  carefully  over 
ihem  again.  He  is  particularly  concerned  about  his 
little  niece,  and  when  he  hears  her  cry,  he  gets  quite 
beside  himself.'* 

'*  I  suppose  you  notice  him  more  than  all  the  other 
children  ?'* 

•*  Yes,  of  course.  They  have  reason ;  he  has  only 
me.     I  can  seldom  go  from  him  .'* 

At  this  moment  the  deaf  and  dumb  made  a  sound  of 
impatience.  It  was  a  sort  of  howling,  but  the  howling 
of  wild  beasts  is  certainly  music,  compared  with  thin. 
Tears  gushed  from  his  blind  eyes,  and  copiously  be- 
dewed his  face,  which  in  other  respects  expressed  no 
trouble.     The  poor  man  dried  them  with  his  hands. 

"  And  this  has  lasted  for  five-and- twenty  years,  and 
may  last  still  longer,"  said  ma  chire  mdre,  with  a  voice 
which  indicated  how  deeply  her  soul  was  affected  by  it 
— ''  do  you  not  grow  tired,  dear  woman  ?'* 

"No!  With  God's  help,  I  shall  never  be  tired 
of  my  child,  but  wait  patiently  for  the  hour,  in  which 
it  may  please  the  Lord  to  deliver  us.  Oh  that  I  may 
not  die  before  him !" 
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**  What  is  your  name,  good  woman  ?" 
"  Margareth  Beck,  widow  of  Beck  the  carpenttr." 
"Good  evening,  Mrs.  Beck.    God  bless  you  1    We 
shall  meet  again."  ma  chdre  mire  went,  whilst  she  ttoA, 
half  audibly  to  herself:  "  Five-and-twenty  years!" 

I  said  nothing,  but  hoped  within  myself,  that  this 
event  would  not  be  without  fruit  in  her  heart  We 
walked  iar  s  time  silently  snd  slowly,  whcKMicMrf 
mire  hastily  looked  up,  seemingly  dispciled  somethiog 
from  her  mind,  and  partly  reproachfully,  partly  cheer- 
fully, she  said :  "  You  walk  like  a  tortoise,  Franciskt. 
We  must  now  make  haste  to  Madam  Rhen's,  and  take 
our  tea  quickly,  that  we  may  not  have  to  go  home  in 
the  dark.  But  to  get  away  from  Madam  Rhen  and  her 
tea  quickly,  was  a  matter  of  impossibility.  There  wss 
no  end  to  her  offers  and  pressings  of  biscuits,  crack' 
nels,  tea-cakes  and  gingerbread ;  and  how  she  began 
to  talk  of  supper,  and  that  she  had  for  this  especial 
occasion  procured  a  fat  turkey,  and  hoped  that  the 
General's  lady  would  put  up  with  it,  and  not  cause  her 
the  grievous  disappointment  of  having  her  prepara- 
tion despised.  I  expected  that  ma  cftire  mire  would 
have  declined  it  at  once,  but,  to  my  great  astonish- 
ment, she  replied  neither  yes,  nor  no;  and  when 
Madam  Rhen,  in  her  warmth,  spoke  of  the  bright 
evening,  of  the  moon -light,  and  I  positively  believe,  of 
sun -light,  and  nothern -light  too,  ma  chire  mire  2X  length 
said  carelessly :  "  Well,  well,  we  shall  see !"  Madam 
Khen  took  this  for  consent,  gave  Renetta  a  nod,  and 
walked  out  with  her  to  the  kitchen.  I  was  just  on  the 
point  of  turning  to  ma  chere  mtre,  with  my  fear  of  the 
dark,  and  our  journey  home,  v.lien  I  perceived  that 
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d  retted  her  elbowi  on  the  table,  and  wai  cover- 
r  fkce  with  her  handi  in  one  of  those  attacks  of 
iholy,  which  I  had  heard  so  often  talked  of, 
4  never  yet  witnessed.  I  then  neither  wished 
ntured  to  disturb  her,  and  we  both  sat  still  and 
till  Madam  Rhen  entered  with  lights,  accom- 
.  by  Renetta,  who  brought  in  the  roasted  turkey 
mrant-jelly.  Ma  chire  mir§  now  changed  her 
n,  but  remained  glocmy  and  silent.  I  also  was 
Jkatiye,  bat  eheerftil  Madam  Rhen  did  not 
I  liertelf  about  that  She  and  her  daughter  were 
aally  talking,  relating,  and  interrupting  each 
All  the  chit-chat,  all  the  little  intrigues  of  the 
vere  dished  and  served  up  in  long  stories.  1 
lot  help  being  amused  by  several  of  them,  and 
ban  once  I  was  obliged  to  laugh  at  the  narration, 
.  as  the  narrators,  who  were  incited  by  this  to 
r  gossip.  I  cannot  say  whether  ma  chire  mire 
any  of  all  this.  Her  thoughts  appeared  to  bo 
itrated.  I  was  surprised  that  she  could  play  her 
)  well  at  the  turkey,  and  at  last  by  a  few  forcible 
cs  even  commend  Madam  Rhen's  preparation. 
ras  tired  of  all  the  eating  and  gossip,  and  I 
to  be  at  home  with  my  Bjorn,  and  said  "  thank 
jss,"  when  we  got  into  the  carriage.  Mcnnwliile 
grown  very  dark,  and  the  sky,  instead  of  affording 
'  of  the  light  and  reflection  which  Madam  Rhen 
remised  us,  had  become  obscured  by  a  gray 
)  of  cloud  around  It,  which  did  not  admit  of  the 
{limmer  of  the  stars  to  bo  visible.  But  in  the 
n  horizon  it  lightened  vividly  and  frequently, 
gh  unaccompanied   by  thunder,  it  was  sheet- 
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lightning.  Ma  cJiire  mdre  took  the  reins  out  of  the 
hands  of  her  little  page,  who  took  his  seat  behind  the 
carriage  when  we  soon  heard  him  snoring. 

The  evening  was  warm  and  still,  and  this  ride  by  the 
reflection  of  the  lightning  would  not  have  been  dis- 
agreeable to  me,  had  I  not  felt  anxious,  and  besides 
rather  timid,  for  the  darkness  was  sometimes  so  pro- 
found, as  to  render  it  impossible  to  discern  the  road, 
and  ma  chire  mire  was  not  absent  as  usual ;  she  seemed 
agitated,  and  often  held  her  handkerchief  before  her 
face.  I  was  glad  to  perceive  this  emotion,  but  it  in- 
spired me  with  uneasiness  respecting  our  drive.  We 
proceeded  nevertheless  safely,  although  very  slowly, 
and  in  spite  of  my  fear,  in  spite  of  all  disquiet  and 
anxious  thoughts,  I  at  length  grew  sleepy  by  the  slow 
pace  and  gentle  motion  of  the  carriage.  I  nodded  and 
dreamed  I  know  not  how  long,  but  was  suddenly  roused 
by  a  violent  jerk,  which  the  carriage  received  firom 
some  obstacle  in  the  road.  I  looked  round,  we  were 
in  a  dark  and  thick  forest.  I  felt  awe-stricken,  it 
seemed  to  me  that  we  had  been  driving  long  enough  to 
be  at  our  journey's  end. 

"  I  suppose  we  are  on  the  right  road  ?"  said  I  some- 
what doubting.  "  I  think  we  have  been  driving  such 
a  length  of  time.  I  only  hope  we  have  not  lost  our 
way !" 

At  these  words  ma  chire  mire  appeared  as  if  waking 
out  of  a  dream,  and  said  quickly  and  as  if  somewhat 
offended :  "  Never  be  uneasy,  dear  child,  when  I  drive, 
should  not  I  and  my  horses  find  the  road  on  which  we 
have  so  often  worked  ourselves  weary?  We  have 
ridden  together  I  dare  say  these  fifteen  years,  but  never 
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yet  out  of  our  way." 

She  let  the  hones  feel  the  whip,  and  they  went  faster. 
I  was  timid,  and  fancied  I  observed  by  the  li^ht  of  the 
iky,  which  had  brightened  up  a  little,  tliat  every  thing 
around  us  looked  strange  and  smrprising. 

**  I  cannot  conceive,  where  we  can  be,"  said  I,  at 
length,  incapable  of  concealing  my  uneasiness.  **  I 
don't  see  my  way  again  at  all.  Such  a  lofty  and  thick 
wood  ia  no  where  to  be  met  with  in  the  vicinity  of 
Karlsfors." 

**  Don't  be  silly,  Franciska  I"  said  ma  chire  mire  ex- 
aiperated,  **  and  don't  fancy  ghosts,  where  tiicre  are 
none  I  At  night  the  wood  appears  doubly  as  lofty  and 
thick  as  in  the  day.  I  cannot  distinctly  see  where  we 
are,  but  I  notice  that  my  animals  smell  home  and  the 
stable.  They  only  run  in  this  way,  when  they  are  near 
Karlsfors,  and  hark  how  they  snort!  Look,  are  we 
not  in  the  long  avenue!  Yes,  to  be  sure,  we  Khali  soon 
be  there.  I  fancy  I  saw  a  glimmering  of  the  house 
yonder." 

We  were  now  in  reality  in  an  avenue ;  ma  ch^re  mire 

hastened  the  horses'  course,  and  they  flew  forward  more 

rapidly  every  minute.     Now  came  a  violent  flash  of 

lightning,  which  continued  for  several  seconds,  and 

by  its  light  a  large  dark-looking  house  stood  forth  like 

a  gigantic  ghost  out  of  the  darkness,  not  Karlsfors,  but 

•^Ramm.    llamm  with  its  dark  facade,  its  large  wings 

lay  before    us  in    the    reflection    of   the    lightning. 

Threatening  anns  stretched  themselves  out  as  it  were 

against  us,  and  every  moment  were  we  drawn  nearer 

and  nearer. 

I  looked  with  terror  at  ma  chire  mire.     She  sat  as  if 
i 

O.        VOL.  II. 
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petrified.  Her  look  ras  fixed  and  staring ;  her  liand 
which  held  the  reins  dropped.  Now  all  was  night 
a^in,  but  only  for  a  few  seconds.  Again  a  flash  came 
so  vivid,  so  long,  that  trees,  bushes,  and  buildings 
seemed  in  flames.  At  this  moment  there  suddenly 
stood  a  tall  dark  figure  before  us.  The  horses  frightened 
aud  no  longer  restrained  by  a  guiding  hand,  plongetl 
about  right  and  left  over  grass  and  shrubs,  they  flew 
down  to  the  lake,  which  by  the  reflection  of  the 
lightning  glimmered  brightly  between  the  trees. 

With  convulsive  violence  ma  ehh-e  mire  endeavoured 
to  snatch  the  reins,  which  had  dropped  out  of  her 
hand.  **  Help  !  Help!"  cried  I  with  all  the  might  of 
desperation.  At  that  instant  some  one  rushed  before 
the  horses  and  seized  the  reins,  I  saw  diem  rear  upi 
saw  a  man  struggling  with  them, — by  the  light  of  in- 
cessant flashes  I  recognized  Bruno.  1  saw  him  knocked 
down  by  the  horses,  i  fancied  I  saw  them  passing  over 
his  boily.     I  saw  no  more,~^I  became  insensible. 

On  re-awaking  I  found  myself  in  ma  chire  mir^t 
arras,  1  beheld  over  me  her  pale  countenance,  it  wore 
an  expression  of  anguish  and  tenderness,  which  I  never 
shall  forget. 

"God  be  praised,  she  is  recovering!"  said  ma  dUre 
m^Cj  and  pressed  a  maternal  kiss  on  my  forehead 
Above  was  a  lofty  dome  lighted  from  the  centre  by  > 
lamp.  A  tall  and  very  dark  female,  whom  I  had  never 
seen  before,  was  near  me,  and  held  a  strong  smelling 
bottle  to  me.  My  senses  were  not  clear,  aud  I  could 
not  recall  to  my  recollection  what  had  just  happened, 
but  in  this  bewilderment  of  thought  I  sought  for  Bruno. 
In  the  darkest  part  of  the  chamber  stood  ....  was  it  a 


TBI  NEIOBBOURt.  99 

ly  gbott,  which  my  tenrified  imagination  called 
was  it  a  real  human  form  ?  My  eyes  stared  in- 
ngly  at  it  It  stepped  forward^t  was  Bruno- 
good  heavens  1  how  did  he  appear  7  UJood 
med  down  from  his  forehead  and  fell  upon  his 
boaom ;  his  clothes  were  torn,  his  cheek  pale  as 
I,  wild  disquietude  flamed  in  his  eyes,  lightning 
ed  to  hide  under  his  contracted  eyebrows  and  his 
fere  compressed  in  firm  determination.  He  ap- 
;hed  us,  at  a  motion  from  him  the  strange  female 
Irew,  and  we  three  were  left  together.  I  disengaged 
!lf  from  ma  chire  tnire*t  arms,  and  raised  myself  on 
ofa.  My  perfect  consciousness  had  returned,  my 
was  in  the  most  violent  suspense,  and  with  an  in- 
ibable  anguish  I  contemplated  mother  and  son 
were  standing  opposite  each  other  face  to  face, 
a  moment  they  were  both  silent.  Their  looks 
ed  as  if  they  would  pierce  each  other.  Ma  chir§ 
appeared  to  have  been  struck  with  wild  amaze- 
:,  she  retreated  a  little.  Bruno  advanced  a  step 
spoke  slowly  as  if  his  tongue  were  paralysed, 
u  are  saved,  God  be  praised !  and  for  me  there 
dns  but  the  alternative,  to  die  or  to  gain  furgive- 
— my  mother,  my  mother  I"  he  exclaimed  sud- 
f  with  a  voice,  as  if  an  angel  had  unloosc'l  his 
ngs  and  utterance,  whilst  with  a  heart-rending 
ession  he  sank  down  and  embraced  her  knees, 
ither,  wilt  thou  not  forgive  7  Wilt  thou  not  bless 
ion  7  Remove  the  curse  from  my  brow  1  Mother 
re  suffered  much,  I  have  wandered  about  far  from 
e,  without  peace  am  I  still,  without  peace  for 
if  still  an  outcast  from  thy  breast    1  have  suf- 
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fered,  I  have  repented  ....  I  can,  I  will  liumble 
myselfl  But  then  must  thou  forgive,  then  must  thou 
bless  me  my  mother.  Mother  remove  the  curse  from  me! 
Lay  a  blessing  on  my  head  !  Mother  wilt  thou  not  stop 
the  blood  which  flows  on  thine  account  7  See  mother !" 
and  Bruno  lifted  up  his  bloody  locks,  beneath  wluch 
deep  wounds  streaming  with  blood  were  to  be  seen— 
**  See,  mother  I  if  thou  wilt  not  lay  thine  hand  here  in 
blessing,  then  1  swear  by  heaven  that  stream  of  Uood 
shall  never  be  stanched  till  it  has  ceased  running  with 
my  life,  and  laid  me  in  the  grave,  the  gprave  where  alone 
thou  wouldst  lay  thy  forgiveness.  There,  there  only 
shall  I  find  peace.  Oh,  mother  1  is  a  crime  committed 
in  the  wild  years  of  youth  so  unpardonable  ?  Cannot 
a  life  spent  in  virtue  and  love  effect  a  reconciliation  t 
Mother,  reject  me  not  1  Let  thy  son's  voice  penetrate 
into  thine  heart!  Grant  him  pardon,  free  full  par- 
don ! " 

Overwhelmed  by  my  feelings  I  threw  mjrself  by 
Bruno  on  my  knees,  and  cried :  **  Pardon,  pardon !" 

What  during  this  time  passed  within  ma  eMre  mirt 
I  know  not  It  looked  like  a  struggle  between  life  and 
death.  She  did  not  stir ;  with  a  fixed  immovable  gaze 
she  looked  down  on  the  kneeling  suppliants,  and  con- 
vulsions  crossed  her  pale  lips.  But  when  his  voice  was 
silent,  she  lifted  up  his  hand,  and  pressed  it  vehemently 

against  her  heart.     *'  My  son  ?     Oh  I" said  she 

in  a  low  voice;  she  sighed  deeply,  her  face  turned 
ashy  pale,  her  eyes  closed,  she  tottered,  and  would 
have  sunk  to  the  ground  had  not  Bruno  quickly  caught 
her  in  his  arms. 

He  stood  still  for  a  moment,  pressing  his  mother  to 
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his  breast,  and  looked  at  her  countenance,  over  which 
death  had  poured  its  awful  calmness. 

**  So,  then,  it  hat  come  to  pass,"  said  he  with  con- 
otDtrmted  emotion ; — **  it  has  at  last  come  to  pass  that 
wa  an  re*united,  mother  ;^that  thou  reclinest  on  the 
breaat  of  thy  son,  and  he  presses  against  thine !  Thou 
art  pale,  my  mother,  but  thou  lookest  tranquil  and  kind 
— ^nd  as  God's  forgiveness*  Such  was  not  thy  look 
when  last  I  saw  thee.  But  the  hour  of  wrath  is  passed, — 
b  it  not  so,  my  mother  ?  The  grave  has  opened,  and 
we  will  go  down  to  it  in  peace,  and  heart  to  heart ;  one 
in  our  last  hour,  as  we  were  one  at  my  first  sigh !"  and  he 
kissed  her  pale  lips  and  cheeks  with  ardent  tenderness. 

**  Bruno !  Bruno  1"  said  I  entreatingly,  and  caught 
hold  of  his  arm,  weeping.  "  Bruno,  you  will  destroy 
your  mother  and  yourself  if  you  go  on  thus.  Come, 
we  must  lay  her  on  a  bed ;  we  must  try  to  recall  her  to 
recollection,  and  then  bind  up  your  wounds." 

Bruno  made  no  reply,  but  took  his  mother  in  his 
arms  and  carried  her  into  another  room,  where  he  laid 
her  down  gently  upon  a  bed.  **  Uagar!"  he  cried,  and 
the  tall  dark  female  immediately  entered.  She  threw 
herself  at  his  feet,  kissed  his  hands  weeping,  and  spoke 
vehemently  and  entreatingly  to  him  in  a  language 
which  I  did  not  understand.  He  repelled  her  with 
harshness ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  charged  her  to 
attend  to  ma  chire  mire.  She  obeyed  eobbing.  I  saw 
that  Bruno  staggered,  and  supported  himself  against 
tlie  wall.     I  went  to  him. 

"  Bruno  I"  said  I,  "  for  your  mother's  sake  think  of 
yourself.  You  must  lie  down,  you  must  have  your 
wounds  dressed." 
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He  laid  hold  of  a  light  couch  and  pulled  it  forward, 
so  that  it  stood  directly  opposite  the  hed  on  which  his 
mother  lay,  and  threw  himself  on  it.  His  head  lay  to- 
wards  her,  and  his  look  was  directed  on  her.  Hagar 
and  I  stood  between  them.  In  broken  Swedish,  and 
in  a  violent  agitation  of  mind,  Hagar  said  to  me : 

"  Dress  his  wounds,  dress  him,  or  else  he  will  die  l" 

I  folded  an  handkerchief  together,  moistened  it  with 
cold  water,  and  said  to  Bruno.: 

*'  For  your  mother's  sake  let  mebind  up  your  wonndi 
as  well  as  I  am  able,  or  else  you  will  bleed  to  death." 
I  was  going  to  do  so,  but  he  held  back  my  hand,  and 
said  with  a  harsh  tone,  which  reminded  one  of  the 
mother : 

*'  It  dare  not  be  done ;  she  has  not  yet  forgiven,  not 
yet  blessed  me.  My  bl«od  shall  not  be  stanched  till 
then,  I  have  sworn  it'* 

To  persuade  Bruno  was  hopeless,  I,  therefore, 
turned  all  my  care  and  attention  to  ma  ehdre  mire,  but 
for  a  long  time  all  my  exertions  to  recall  her  to  con- 
sciousness were  fruitless.  A  moment  of  indescribable 
anxiety  passed  over.  I  now  dreaded,  indeed,  that 
mother  and  son  would  sink  together  into  the  grave. 

"  If  we  could  have  bled  herl"  said  I. 

"That  can  be  done,"  replied  Hagar,  and  ran  out 
Almost  at  the  same  instant  ma  chire  mire  lifted  up  her 
eyes,  and  fixed  them  anxiously  on  me. 

"  Where  is  he  ?"  inquired  she  vehemently,  "  I  have 
not  been  dreaming!" 

"  He  is  here,"  replied  I,  **  he  is  near,  he  is  bleeding 
to  death  whilst  waiting  for  his  mother's  blessing." 

"  Where  is  he  ?"  inquired  she  once  more.     I  stood 
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by  her  pillow,  I  stood  bctwtvn  motlicr  and  vn\,  in- 
stead of  answcrinfif  to  the  quostion  I  drew  back,  and 
their  looks  mot  each  other;  a  ray  of  divine  lipfht,  ot 
inexpressible  love  broke  that  instant  forth, — their  souls 
were  melted  in  it 

She  rose  up  quickly  and  stretched  out  her  hand: 
whilst  with  the  full  force  of  a  mother's  feeling  she  said » 
"  My  son,  come  hither,  I  will  bless  thee !" 
He  rose.  The  tall,  majestic  man  tottered  like  a 
child,  and  sank  down  upon  his  knees  before  his  mother's 
bed ;  she  laid  her  hands  upon  his  bloody  head,  and 
•poke  with  a  strongs  voice  and  profound  solemnity : 

"  I  take  away  the  curse  which  I  once  laid  upon  the 
head  of  my  son.  I  p^rant  him  my  perfect  forp^iveness. 
May  the  man  expiate  the  crime  of  the  youth.  May  the 
pHSt  be  as  had  it  never  been.  J  acknowledge,  that  to 
my  son  I  now  owe  my  life.  I  pray  to  God  the  Al- 
mighty to  bless  thee,  my  son,  Bruno  Mansfclt,  as  I  now 
bless  thee.  Amen !"  And  now  she  opened  out  her 
arms  to  him,  he  threw  his  round  her,  breast  pressed 
against  breast,  lip  against  lip  ;  they  held  each  other  in 
a  long,  firm  embrace.  ]<ivery  breath  appeared  to  be 
full  of  reconciliation,  full  of  love,  full  of  bliss  !  fifteen 
years  of  bitter  anguish  were  forgotten  and  recompensed 
in  that  moment.  I  stood  near  them,  and  wept  for  joy 
and  thankfulness ! 

Ilagar's  return  interrupted  this  moment  of  pure  rap- 
ture. Bruno  once  more  kissed  his  mother's  hands  with 
profound  love,  he  then  rose  up,  and  cheerfully  called 
out :  '*  Now  dress  my  wounds — stop  the  blood  I  I  have 
my  mother's  blessing!" 
lie  sat  down,  suHered  us  to  do  what  wc  liked  with 
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him,  and  was  docile  and  still,  like  a  happy  child. 
Hagar  assisted  him  with  great  skill,  and  she  succeeded 
in  checking  the  blood  in  a  great  degree. 

In  the  meantime  I  procured  writing  materials,  and 
hastened  to  write  a  note  to  Bjorn  to  inform  him  of  what 
had  happened.  The  whole  house  was  now  in  motioDt 
and  I  found  it  no  difficult  task  to  find  a  messenger,  wbo 
immediately  crossed  the  water  to  Rosen vik. 

I  then  went  again  to  the  reconciled.  Bnino*s 
wounds  were  bandaged.  He  was  very  pale  but  quiet, 
and  his  face  had  an  expression  of  serenity  and  happi- 
ness which  I  never  saw  in  him  before.  Ma  ckire  mirt, 
on  the  other  hand,  appeared  to  me  violently  agitated, 
although  she  endeavoured  to  lie  composed.  Her  entire 
body  trembled  as  if  in  a  violent  ague,  but  her  eyef 
were  gentle  and  tender.  She  scarcely  ever  turned  them 
from  her  son. 

**  Now  hear  what  I  have  to  request  of  you,"  said  I 
to  them  both.  **  If  you  wish  to  live  for  each  other, 
you  must  be  separated  for  a  short  time,  and  each  moft 
enjoy  a  little  quiet.  Bruno,  will  you  not  let  us  accom- 
pany you  into  the  next  room !  Will  ma  chire  mire  not 
comply  with  the  entreaty  of  her  Franciska  ?" 

But  ma  chdre  mire  replied : 

**  Who  knows  how  long  mother  and  son  may  have  to 
live  yet ;  it  may  soon  be  over.     Do  not  separate  us !" 

"  Do  not  separate  us !"  repeated  Bruno  with  a  £unt 
voice. 

*'  You  must  at  least  take  something  soothing.  Do 
you  not  wish  to  live  for  each  other?'* 

II agar  put  a  bottle  of  opium  into  my  hands.  Ma 
chhe  mere  refused  to  take  any,  but   Bnmo  took  the 
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bottle  himnelf  out  of  my  hand,  placed  it  to  his  lipH  and 
drank.  lie  must  be  uccuBtomed  to  this  stupifying 
remedy. 

"  I  like  to  be  alone  with  my  lOii/'  said  ma  cliire  mirt. 
f*  When  he  fUUi  Mieep  I  will  watch  over  him ;  1  have 
done  it  formerly,  and  in  this  selfsame  room.  You, 
Pranciaka,  require  rest.    Co,  my  child,  and  try  to  get 

tn  sleep.     But first  give  orders  that  my  horses 

are  well  attended  to.  A  greater  service  than  this  have 
they  not  done  me  during  these  fifteen  years.  Do  so, 
Franciaka.    Good  night,  my  dear  child  I" 

I  went  out  and  executed  ma  chir§  mire's  commission. 
The  horses  were  eating  corn  in  the  stable,  the  little 
Latte*  was  sitting  in  the  kitchen  with  a  great  piece  of 
bread  and  butter  in  his  hand.  From  him  I  heard  a 
long  disastrous  story ;  how  the  carriage  had  been  very 
near  being  precipitated  into  the  lake,  how  the  stranger 
gentleman  was  knocked  down  so  roughly  with  the 
horses,  but  had  after  all  got  the  better  of  them,  how 
ma  ekire  mire  had  carried  me  into  the  house,  etc.  After 
I  had  heard  all  this,  I  ordered  them  to  give  me  a  cup  of 
cofice,  and  also  to  take  one  up  to  ma  chire  mire,  who 
was  fond  of  coffee. 

Refreshed  by  the  warm,  stimulating  beverage,  I  went 
—not  to  bed,  no — 1  was  too  excited,  too  restless  for 
this ;  1  felt  an  indescribable  desire  to  breathe  the  fresh 
air,  to  behold  the  firmament  of  the  ('reator. 

I  saw  it.  I  believed  it  never  to  have  been  so  beauti- 
ful. Ah  I  it  extended  now  its  canopy  over  two  recon- 
ciled and  felicitous  hearts.    The  weather  was  unsettled, 

•  A  tributary  lubjcct  or  vaatal  of  a  lordly  fliinlly. 
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but  througli  the  shining  clouds,  the  pleasant  blue,  and 
the  atmosphere  were  indescribably  pure  and  nukL  I 
seated  myself  upon  one  of  the  steps  of  the  Inge  alone 
flight  and  saw  the  morning  dawn,  and  tbouglit  of  die 
roconciled  pair.  Red  flames  darted  up  from  thehorisoD 
and  tinted  the  grey  clouds;  the  latter  were  reflected 
blushing  in  the  lake,  and  one  window  after  another  of 
the  gloomy  bouae  was  illumined  as  if  with  blood- 
stained liglit  in  the  brightness  of  the  morning  dawn* 
A  gentle  zephyr  passed  rustling  through  the  tall  oak 
trees  and  waved  their  tops,  all  besides  was  stilL  I  sat 
thus  for  a  considerable  time.  I  enjoyed  much,  I  thought 
ot  much,  ran  through  many  years  of  experience  during 
these  moments.  Never  yet  had  life  appeared  to  me  so 
lovely,  so  full  of  import,  never  yet  had  I  Kved  more 
ardently,  believed  with  greater  assurance  in  the  reality 
of  divine  power  and  in  life,  never  had  I  felt  more 
exalted  than  in  this  hour.  I  shall  ne? er  f .-  get  tbeie 
feelings.  I  thought  of  Bjom  with  tendef.ae8S  and 
pride.  I  felt  happy  to  live  for  him.  I  thought  of  the 
future,  and  strange  feelings — forebodings  full  of  joy  and 

sorrow  rose  within  my  soul by-and-bye  I  shallf 

perhaps,  speak  more  of  it 

Sounds  of  steps  of  some  one  approaching  were  to  be 
heard  upon  the  stairs  behind  me  ;  I  turned  round  and 
perceived  Hagar,  who,  with  an  expression  of  great 
.'inxieiy,  Iter  hands  crossed  on  her  breast,  approached 
me,  and  in  her  broken  Swedish  asked ; 

"  What  is  your  opinion?  do  you  think  he  will  sur- 
vive ?— Say,    oh,  say,  that  he  will  live!" 

"  1  believe,  1  hope  so,"  replied  I.  "My  husband 
h  a  pliysician,  will  soon   be  here,  and  will  devote  all 
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liit  ikill  and  attntioa  to  retlnre  hia." 

Hagar  left  me,  threw  her  ban  ana«  round  one  of  the 
granite  piUans  of  the  poftico,  and  pmsied  her  fore- 
head againit  it.  After  she  had  thus  stood  tor  a  moment, 
■he  lifted  up  her  head  and  looked  tovaids  the  East, 
where  the  dawn  now  glowed  in  all  its  splendour.  I  had 
not  regarded  Hagar  hefore  auentiTely.  I  did  ao  now, 
and  was  surprised  by  her  heauty.  She  was  no  longer 
young,  and  her  features  were  too  large,  but  they  were 
of  the  purest  cast;  her  roluptuous  full  lips  reminded 
me  strikingly  of  that  characteristic  feature  of  the 
Hebrew  physiognomy.  Her  dark  complexion  was  now 
radiated  by  the  glow  of  the  early  mom ;  her  black  un- 
covered hair  hung  down  carelessly  upon  her  shoulders. 
I  forgot  for  a  moment  every  thing  in  the  contemplation 
of  this  figure,  which  appeared  as  if  become  a  part  of 
the  stone  column  against  which  she  leaned.  Her  ex- 
pression of  countenance  was  full  of  passion  and  grief. 

Afterafewmomenu  Hagar  moved  and  approached  me. 

«  Do  you  believe,**  inquired  she,  whilst  stretching 
out  her  arm  towards  the  East,  "  do  you  believe  that  lie 
who  causes  the  light  to  rise  hears  also  the  prayers  of 
men  ?*' 

"  Yes,  I  believe  it,"  replied  I,  with  quiet  assurance. 

••  And  fulfils  them  V* 

**  When  they  proceed  from  a  pure  heart,  and  lie  iu 
His  wisdom  finds  it  meet  to  do  so." 

Hagar  was  silent  for  a  moment,  bowed  down  her 
head  and  said : 

'*  If  your  heart  is  pure  then  pray  fur  him  who  bleeds 
there  within — pray,  that  he  may  live  !*' 

"  You  cherish  warm  sympathy  towards  him**— said  I, 
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I  really  my  own  dear  wife,  and  no  half-mad 

«n  princeaa  sitting  there  .»..?" 

A  we  have  no  tine  for  joking,  tell  me  how 

nel    Do  you  know  whathaa  happened? 

eceived  my  note  ?    But  why  do  you  come 

sk?    How  warm  you  are!  Ah,  come  in, 

r  will  teU  you  all  and  hear  aU  f" 

ft  child — you  aometimei  have  such  a  dread- 

Nfdke — ,  well,  God  be  praiied,  that  you  li?e 

tongue  in  your  mouth  1"  and  with  tears  in 

lyes,  the  kind  creature  held  me  long  pressed 

s. 

re  were  walking  up,  I  briefly  related  how 

>d,  and  learned  from  Bjom  how  he  came  to 

become  uneasy  about  my  long  absence, 
some  accident  had  happened,  and  as  the 
as  broken,  he  repaired  on  horreback  to  the 
I  Don  Quixote,  to  seek  out  his  Dulcinea. 
1  he  met  a  senrant  from  Ramm  who  had 
M  in  the  town,  and  from  him  he  learned, 
ft  mire  was  here  and  alive.  "  More  I  did 
nich  was  the  close  of  Bjom's  account — **  I 
p  on  the  horse  and — here  I  am  I"  We  em- 
other  again  in  our  joy  over  the  double  re- 
Bjom  went  in  to  the  patient 
follow  him,  but  went  to  make  myself  at 
I  kitchen,  and  to  order  a  comforting  break- 
Bjtfrn.  These  good  people  found  pleamire 
me,  and  in  half  an  hour  I  had  a  table  laid  out 
n  with  hot  coffee,  bread  and  butter,  as  well 
r  excellent,  smoking  beef-steak.   My  mouth 
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watered  for  Bjorn's  sake. 

Whilst  I  was  occupied  at  the  table,  the  good  man 
came  in  with  a  pale,  serious,  but  y^  contented 
mien. 

"Well,  how  is  it?'*  inquired  I  breathless,  Tunmng 
up  to  him ;  "  but  no  I — say  nothing ;  first  sit  down  ini 
eat ; — one  word  only — good  or  bad  ?" 

"  Bruno  is  doing  well,  I  hope.  The  loss  of  blood  ii 
considerable,  his  wounds  deep,  but  as  far  as  I  can  tet 
at  present,  not  dangerous.  Ma  chire  mire  is  not  doing 
well,  at  least  not  at  present  But  it  may  turn  out 
favourably.  I  believe  you  may  go  in  Francisca.  I  will 
in  the  meantime,  dispatch  a  messenger  to  the  town,  to 
send  for  various  things." 

"  And  the  coffee  ?  and  the  beef- steak,"  cried  I,  quite 
concerned. 

"  I  must  not  think  of  it  at  present,"  cried  Bjom,  and 
hastened  out  of  the  room  with  a  glance  at  the  beef- 
steak, as  if  the  devil  himself  in  him  had  taken  upon 
himself  flesh  and  blood  in  order  to  tempt  him.  I 
covered  a  plate  over  the  px)or  beef-steak  sighing,  and 
walked  out  to  ma  chire  mire.  When  I  came  in,  I  saw 
with  astonishment,  how  Bjom  had  prospered.  What  I 
had  vainly  endeavoured  to  effect  with  tears,  Bjom  bad 
now  accomplished  arbitrarily.  Bruno  had  been  re- 
moved into  the  apartment  adjoining  that  of  ma  ehire 
mire.  Hagar  was  with  him.  The  door  between  the 
rooms  stood  open,  ma  chire  mire  laid  alone.  On  my 
coming  in  she  held  out  her  hand  to  me,  drew  me  toJier, 
and  embraced  me  with  a  tenderness,  which  deeply 
affected  me. .  "  Franciska,"  said  she,  "  the  Lord  has 
changed  my  heart.    Before  it  was  so  dark,  so  wayward, 
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Mur  I  feel  it  so  light  and  h«ppy.  The  wnys  of  God 
ire  inar?eHout!  Who  can  fathom  them,  who  can 
elimb  up  into  the  secret  chamber  of  the  councila  of  the 
Lord?  I  poueu  a  son  again,  Flranciaka!  I  am  not 
ohUdleti,  Bruno  will  main  amends  for  his  crime.  He 
will  be  an  honour  to  hit  mother  and  to  his  country. 
The  Bible  ia  tnie»  a  man  may  fall  full  seven  times  and 
rii«  again.  Franciska  1  and  he  has  been  so  long  near 
■W  ■nd  I  knew  it  not!  My  senses  were  blind,  and  my 
feMOt  closed,  but  the  hand  of  the  Lord  has  opened  the 
flood-gates — your  husband,  Franciska,  has  been  tyran- 
nising oyer  me,  and  I  have  let  him  do  as  he  liked,  be- 
cause he  said,  that  he  could  not  otherwise  vouch  for 
Bruno's  life.  But  this  very  day  will  I  yet  sec  my  son  ; 
let  no  one  think  of  hindering  me.  I  am  determined 
to  see  him.  Who  knows  how  long  I  may  be  permitted 
to  tee  him  here  on  earth  I" 

"  For  a  long  time,  very  long  time  I  trust,  if  ma  chire 
m^§  will  do  all  that  Bjorn  prescribes." 

"  Did  you  ever  see !  How  the  good  wife  prniscs  her 
husband,  and  looks  upon  him  as  onmipotent !  The  liord 
does,  however,  as  it  seemeth  good  in  his  siglit, 
Franciska !" 

"  Do  you  feel  ill,  mother  ?"  inquired  I,  with  anxious 
tenderness. 

"No — not  ill;  but  I  feel  so  strange.  I  have  no 
strength  in  my  limbs — I  cannot  get  up.  There  is  a 
struggle,  an  agitation  within  me ; — I  fancy  as  if  I  were 
going  to  die.  The  Lord's  will  be  done  I  I  have  still 
been  permitted  to  bless  my  son,  and  he  will  close  my 
.eyea.     I  can  die  in  peace." 

*'  Mother,  you  will  not  die,  no,  no  l"  exclaimed  I 


to  me  very  tevensn,  ana  mere  was  some 
larly  staring  and  strange  in  her  looks.  1 
tears  which  with  her  usually  follows,  any  vi 
did  not  this  time  come  to  her  relief.  '1% 
taken  an  inward  direction. 

**  Go  and  see,  whether  he  is  asleep,"  sa 
imire  pointing  to  Bruno's  room. 

I  went  Bruno  lay  in  quiet  slumber.  ] 
pale,  but  appeared  to  me  handsomer  than 
eyebrows  which  had  so  often  contracted  the 
relaxed,  and  formed  a  graceful  curve  ovc 
eyelid.  A  tear  glittered  brightly  upon  hi 
cheek.  Opposite  to  him  stood  Hagar  lean 
the  bed,  with  her  head  upon  her  hand,  hei 
on  his  countenance.  Her  rich  black  ti 
down  upon  her  arm,  and  allowed  the  profile 
only  to  be  seen.  Again  I  was  obliged  to 
oriental  and  regular  beauty  of  her  outline, 
not  see  me,  and  I  returned  softly  to  ma  chir 

*'  He  sleeus."  said  I. 
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BXtreroely  occupied  with  it  as  not  to  perceive  me  and 
to  hold  out  his  hand  to  me  aficctionatcly.  I  sat  down 
near  my  good  husband,  saw  him  demolish  his  break- 
fast, and  rejoiced  to  see  him  have  such  a  famous  appe- 
tite. As  soon  as  the  first  cravings  were  satisfied,  I 
began  to  relate  somewhat  more  minutely  the  occur" 
rencies  of  the  night  It  appeared  to  nie,  candidly 
speaking,  as  if  during  this  night  I  had  conducted  myself 
in  many  respects  like  a  semi  heroine,  and  I  wished 
that  BjOm  might  properly  appreciate  this ;  for  I  felt 
the  want  of  hearing  myself  praised  a  little  by  him.  He 
was,  however,  dumb  to  desperation,  and  only  made  oc- 
casionally horrible  grimaces,  which  I  supposed  were  to 
serve  as  a  defence  against  intruding  tears.  At  the 
recital  of  the  reconciliation,  however,  they  burst  forth, 
two  large  drops  fell  down  and  thinned  the  bcef-steak- 
sauce.  I  made  many  pauses  to  give  my  good  man  an 
opportunity  of  falling  into  ccstacies  with  his  wife.  I 
heard,  however,  nothing;  but  when  I  came  to  my  ad- 
ministrating opium,  he  suddenly  broke  loose. 

"  Well,  that  was  the  most  foolish  trick  of  the  whole  I 
'Vhe  idea  of  giving  opium  to  anybody  who  is  dying  of 
exhaustion  1" 

I  felt  like  one  dropped  from  the  clouds.  I  sat  with 
my  mouth  wide  open  and  could  not  speak. 

**  No,  certainly  not,  the  most  foolish,"  continued 
Bear  growling  ;  the  maddest  trick  of  all  is,  that  a 
married  woman  thirty  years  of  age,  from  whom  one 
would  have  expected  more  reason,  should  Hit  herself 
down  in  the  middle  of  the  night  upon  a  stone  step  in 
the  open  air,  like  a  maniac " 

"Oh,  you  most  abominable  of  all  Bears  1"  I  inter- 

U.       VOL.  II. 
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rupted  him  at  length,  and  found  my  tongue  again, 
"  every  word  you  utter,  is  a  fib  ;  in  the  first  place,  I 
am  not  a  woman  of  thirty  years  of  age,  in  the 
second ** 

"  In  the  second,  third,  and  last  place,"  cried  Bjorn 
embracing  me,  *'  you  are  my  dearest  wife,  and  1  pro- 
mise you,  if  you  should  ever  be  so  unreasonable  again 
that  I  shall  be  very  seriously  angry  with  you." 

Did  you  ever  hear  anything  like  it  in  your  life, 
Maria  ?  I  for  my  part  was  so  taken  by  surprise  by  such 
an  overthrow  of  all  my  hopes  of  being  praised,  that  I  was 
quite  disconcerted,  and  stood  dumb  as  a  lamb.  This 
naturally  pleased  my  lord  and  Bear  exceedingly,  and 
now  he  tyrannised  over  me  more  and  more,  and  com- 
pelled me  to  betake  myself  to  rest ;  he  would  in  the 
interim  look  after  his  patients,  and  attend  to  every thinf;. 
What  was  I  to  do?  I  was  obliged  to  obey,  and  I 
confess  that  I  was  better  for  it.  In  a  pretty  little 
cabinet  hung  with  red  and  white  damask  curtauu 
situated  at  the  other  end  of  the  saloon,  I  enjoyed  a 
few  hours  of  refreshing  sleep. 

On  my  awaking  I  saw  Hagar's  head   peeping  ir 
tlirough  the  door.     Her  countenance  beamed  with  joy 
apparently  bordering  on  frenzy.     "  He  will  live !     H 
will  live  !"  cried  she.     She  leaned  over  me,  kissed  nr 
hands  in  ecstacy  several  times,  raised  herself  again,  n 
about  in  the  room,  clapped  her  hands  together  a; 
laughed  almost  convulsively,    whilst  she   exclaime 
*'  He  will  live !  he  will  live !" 

She  made  a  singular  impression  upon  me.  The  ? 
and  passionate  part  of  her  character  in  conjuncf 
with  my  conclusions  respecting  her  relation  to  Bn 
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me,  whilst  her  love  and  beauty  involuntarily 
oe  to  her. 

ing  out  into  the  hall,  I  found  it  full  of  peo- 
'e  was  Elsa  with  a  whole  cargo  of  things  for 
m;  there  was  Tutten;  there  were  Jean 
nd  Jane  Maria,  Bjorn  stood  like  a  Bashaw, 
lat  a  Bashaw  ever  stands)  in  the  centre  of 
nswering  here,  commanding  there,  sending 
ay,  then  that  way. 

stonishment  and  joy  I  heard  that  ma  chirt 
een  bled.  She  had  willingly  consented  to 
iption  of  Bjorn's,  singular  enough,  she  has 
in  surgical  operations,  but  the  greatest  dis- 
ysics,  and  will  take  no  medicine  for  any 
ion.    After  being  bled,  she  had  more  rest, 

10  sleep  yet. 

iria,  and  Jean  Jacques  now  made  me  tell 
lat  had  happened.  The  manner  in  which 
red  the  intelligence  sincerely  delighted  me. 
both  affected  and  really  glad  of  the  recon- 
Ithough  this  will  assuredly  change  their  own 
irery  materially. 

irrupted  our  conversation,  by  calling  me  in  to 
ire.  I  found  Bjiirn  with  her. 
nts  me  to  sleep/'  said  ma  cMre  mi^re,  not 
me  irritation,  "  it  is  his  desire  that  I  should 
yes  in  repose,  and  I  have  not  yet  seen  my 
y  the  light  of  day,  him  who  has  just  risked 
lave  mine !     But  I  tell  you,  till  I  have  seen 

11  have  no  rest  either  in  body  or  mind,  and 
strength  in  my  legs,  the  deuce  take  me  if 
{  any  body's  permission." 
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"  Bjom  1"  said  I  to  him  aside,  **  do  not  hinder  her 
now,  let  her  have  her  will  I   Man's  will  is  his  heafen." 

"  Dear  child,  dear  child,  with  your  heavens  I"  said 
Bjom  with  a  furious  grimace,  and  rubbing  his  head. 
"  Such  heavens  may  lead  to  hell,  and  at  least  to  death, 
when  enjoyed  at  an  improper  time." 

"  But  you  see  yourself  that  there  will  be  no  heaven 
here,  if  ma  ch^e  mire  does  not  get  her  will.  And  a 
very  natural  one  too.  I  should  have  been  no  better 
had  I  been  in  her  situation.  Let  her  see  her  son,  Bruno; 
I  should  think  he  might  come  in  to  her." 

"  No,  deuce  take  it  I  he  must  not  stir  this  day.  If  they 
must  needs  see  and  excite  each  other,  then  it  is  better 
that  she  should  be  taken  to  him.  How  inconsiderate 
that  people  will  not. ..." 

"  Don't  stand  talking  there !"  said  ma  ckire  mire 
vehemently,  but  come  hither,  and  if  you  possess  any 
reason  and  feeling  assist  me  in  to  my  son.  I  give  you 
my  promise,  that  the  visit  shall  be  a  short  one,  and 
that  we  will  not  exchange  a  word." 

Bjom  no  longer  opposed.  He  supported  her  on  one 
side,  Elsa  and  I  on  the  other,  and  thus  she  was  con- 
ducted to  Bruno,  and  placed  in  an  arm  chair  by  the 
side  of  his  bed.  There  was  a  mute  but  touching  scene, 
mother  and  son  embraced  each  other  silently.  She  then 
sat  for  a  considerable  time,  holding  his  hand  and  look- 
ing at  him.  It  was  apparent  in  both,  how  heartfelt  the 
reconciliation  was.  When  ma  chire  mire  had  been 
sitting  there  for  the  space  of  about  ten  minutes,  she 
laid  her  hand  as  it  were  in  the  act  of  blessing  on 
Bruno's  forehead  and  breast  He  wished  to  say  some- 
thing, but  she  laid  her  hand  forbiddingly  upon  his  lip** 
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r!MewedhkelM«k;  ob,howdidI  kNigtobehoid 
ueh  in  the  eyei  of  the  mother;  but  they  remained 
though  full  of  loYe.  She  motioned  that  she 
id  to  withdraw.  And  it  was  time,  for  the  waa 
iitly  agitated  and  pale  ai  death, 
len  the  wat  in  her  bed  again,  the  laid  quite  itill 
moment  with  her  hands  folded,  the  appeared  to 
She  then  beckoned  to  me  and  said  with  proud 
"  How  tall  be  baa  grown  1  A  handsome  man, 
ddcal  How  strong  ^e  resemblance  to  my  de- 
1  husband.  A  real  Hercules  1  Indeed  1  he  comes 
weak  or  ugly  race,  either  from  the  father's  or  the 
Br's  side — but  all  this  after  ail  is  vanity,"  added 
ith  a  sigh  of  intended  humility,  "  and  in  this  lies 
le  worth  of  man." 

chiremire  then  ordered  Jane  Maria  and  Jean 
.es  to  come  in  and  was  very  kind  towards  them. 
I  Jane  Maria  ascertained  that  I  should  remain  in 
1  as  long  as  ma  chire  mire  should  stay  there, 
d  little  to  say  to  me,  and  took  leave  quite  coolly, 
lorry  for  this. 

to  myself,  I  have  been  obliged  to  make  arrange- 
ior  my  stay  here  as  long  as  ma  chire  mire  should 
She  and  Bjorn  wish  it,  and  I  no  less.  I 
not  leave  them,  as  long  as  her  state  is  so  pre- 
s.  **  If  she  could  only  sleep,"  said  Bjorn,  "  all 
r  would  be  over,"  but  sleep  deserts  her  eyes,  and 
rard  agitation  desturbs  her.  I  have  written  this 
I  two  days,  which  I  have  spent  here.  For  these 
ays,  no  sleep  has  visited  her,  and  she  con- 
in  her  wilful  refusal  to  take  anything,  Bruno's 
ties  also  are  unavailing  on  this  point.    She  says, 
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that  medicines  have  always  proved  poison  to  her.  I 
have  my  writing-desk  in  her  room.  She  likes  the 
gentle  sound  of  my  pen.  It  soothes  her,  as  she  says, 
Bruno  is  better,  but  is  not  allowed  to  get  up,  and  hardly 
to  speak.  Bjom,  upon  my  word,  is  a  strict  doctor,  that  I 
can  see.  I  don't  think  that  I  should  have  him  for  mine^ 
I  told  him  so.  He  merely  made  a  jesting  grimace  and 
said :  "  we  shall  see  about  that !"  I  don*t  know  how 
it  is,  that  I  can  write  so  gaily,  ma  chire  mire*s  condition 
distresses  me  greatly — ^but  I  have  so  many  diversions, 
besides  ma  chire  mire  herself  is  in  such  a  gay  and  happy 
temper,  that  I  cannot  be  otherwise  than  glad  about  it. 
Heaven  only  grant,  that  the  matter  may  not  have  a 
sorrowful  end  I  Would  that  I  could  say  in  my  next 
letter,  that  all  here  is  as  happy  as  it  is  well  at  present 
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XI. 

FOURTEENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCXSKA  WERNER   TO   MARIA   M. 

Ramm,  September  6th. 

I  am  quite  inundated  by  inquirica,  notci,  and 
visitors.  The  report  of  what  had  happened  flies  about 
and  changes  the  whole  place  into  a  committee  of 
inquiry!  All  flock  hither.  They  inquire,  they  wonder, 
they  hope,  they  congratulate.  Ma  chdre  mire  appears 
to  be  held  in  the  highest  estimation  in  this  part  of  the 
country.  Even  the  Burgomasters  and  counsellors  of 
the  city  have  made  inquiries  respecting  her  state.  Ma 
chire  mire  has  gradually  come  to  be  considered  as  a 
half  magisterial  sort  of  personage  on  account  of  her 
especial  zeal  against  all  kinds  of  disorder  in  the  city, 
and  her  good  dinners,  given  sometimes  to  the  Burgo- 
master and  council. 

Ma  chdre  mire's  state  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  still  the 
same.  This  is  now  the  third  day  that  she  has  had  no 
sleep.  Bjorn  is  very  anxious,  which  I  guess  more  from 
his  look,  however,  than  from  what  he  says. 

I  have  just  received  a  note  from  Serena,  of  which 
the  following  is  a  copy : 

"  Sweet  Franciska !  write  me  word,  and  if  possible 
one  of  comfort.  There  are  such  strange  reports  current 
here.  They  say  that  General  Mansfeldt's  lady  has  been 
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in  imminent  danger ;  that  Mr. —  you  know  whom  I 
mean — had  saved  her  from  it,  that  she  had  recognised 
her  son  again  in  him,  that  they  were  reconciled,  bat 
both  are  on  the  point  of  dying.  They  say  that  he 
endangered  his  own  life  too  to  cave  her ;  they  tell  fo 
.  much  and  so  confusedly.  I  sought  you  yesterday  at 
Rosenviky  but  you  were  not  there.  Sissa  said  you  were 
at  Ramm.  Your  flowers  looked  drooping ;  I  tried  to 
revive  them  with  fresh  water,  and  succeeded.  But  I 
also,  Franciska,  am  faint,  and  since  yesterday  evay 
thing  I  have  been  reading  to  my  grandfather  is  latin  to 
me.  My  sweet,  dear  Franciska,  give  a  word  of 
encouragement  to  your 

"  Serena." 

Yes,  Serena,  not  one  word  only,  but  many  shalt 
thou  have.  I  upbraid  myself  for  not  having  antici- 
pated thy  wishes.  Kind  heart,  who  would  not  comfort 
thee  ?  1  must  leave  you  for  a  moment,  my  Maria,  and 
write  to  Serena. 

The.8th. 

Still  always  the  same !  No  sleep,  do  pepose.  A 
constant  state  of  wakefulness,  an  incessant  inward  dis- 
quietude, which  to  those  around  her  is  a  source  of 
indescribable  pain.  She  herself  is  now  c<Hivinced  that 
she  shall  die,  and  has  had  her  will  made  to-day.  I  was 
present  on  the  occasion,  and  obliged  indeed  tn 
admire  her  inflexible  sense  of  justice,  as  well  as  the 
conscious  faithfulness  wherewith  she  considered  every 
thing  which  in  any  way  stood  under  her  protection. 
Her  correct  knowledge  of  even  the  most  trifling  things 
is  remarkable,  and  the  precision  and  distinct  manner 
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with  which  she  diiposei  of  them.  There  it  an  iron- 
like  order  which  enten  into  all  her  concerns.  But  on 
her  departure  from  earthly  things  this  is  worthy  of 
tiotice.  Ma  cMre  mire  showed  herself  here  just  as  she 
liad  been  during  the  whole  course  of  her  life,  strictly 
equitable  and  fond  of  order,  benevolent  without  any 
display,  firm  and  grateful  in  friendship. 

I  cannot,  however,  bring  my  mind  to  think  that  she 
must  die.  Bjtfm  seems  to  have  greater  fear  for  her 
intellect.  He  speculates  on  preparing  a  sleeping 
draught  fbr  her;  but  how  any  one  is  to  bring  her  to 
take  it  is  another  matter. 

Ma  chire  mire  will  not  have  a  word  said  about  her 
likelihood  of  living ;  she  has,  as  she  says,  now  mat^e  up 
her  mind,  and  given  herself  up  to  death  in  earnest,  and 
only  thinks  of  preparing  herself  for  it. 

The  9th. 
A  strange  scene  1    What  singular  ideas  come  into 
men's  heads  to  be  sure. 

Ma  cMre  mdre  has  ordered  a  joiner  to  come  here 
this  morning,—- no  one  could  conceive  why.  When  he 
came,  she  gave  orders  for  him  to  come  into  hex  room 
and  to  take  her  measure  for — a  coffin  I 

After  this  she  gave  very  particular  instructions 
respecting  the  decoration  of  the  coffin,  and  made  me 
write  down  wliat  she  desired  to  have  written  upon  the 
plate.  (N.B. — ^The  door  to  Bruno's  room  was  closed 
during  this  scene.) 

'*  Well,  Mr.  Svensson,"  said  she,  when  all  this  was 
lettled,  "  what  is  to  be  the  cost  of  my  coffin  7 " 

Confounded  and  astonished  at  this,  the  joiner  re- 
flected a  moment,  and  at  length  said,  '*  Fifty  dollars 
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bancOi  your  ladyship !  ** 

"  Are  you  crazy,  Mr.  Svenssont  '*  said  wtaekinwiin 
violently,  "  Fifty  dollars  banco  ?  Five-and- twenty  ril 
dollars  more  than  you  took  for  the  coffin  of  my  late 
husband.  Consider  what  you  say.  I  can  show  yoo 
the  account  of  the  General's  coffin,  master! " 

"  Oak  timber,  your  ladyship^  has  risen  very  consider* 
ably  in  price  since." 

"  And  who  the  deuce  tells  you  to  make  it  of  oak  t 
For  my  part  yon  may  take  birch,  or  elm,  or  pine,  or 
whatever  kind  of  wood  you  like.  The  miserable  body 
turns  to  dust  still,  methinks,  whether  it  lies  in  a  coffin 
of  oak  or  pine.  Rich  and  poor  are  alike  in  death.  I 
am,  it  is  true,  of  ancient  noble  descent,  and  such  wM 
my  husband  dso,  the  late  General  MansfelL  Butwlitf 
then,  Mr.  Svensson  ? 

When  Adam  delved,  and  Ere  span, 
Where  was  then  the  gentleman! 

And  where  is  he,  when  the  body  lies  in  the  grave?— 
Take  pine,  or  birch- wood  to  my  coffin,  dear  SvenssoD» 
and  let  me  have  it  for  fifty  rix-doUars." 

"  Sixty  rix-dollars,  your  ladyship." 

"  Fifty  rix-dollars,  Mr.  Svensson  !  More  I  shall  not 
give,  and  you  may  make  it  accordingly.  Fifty  rix-dol- 
lars current,  I  say,  not  a  shilling  more.  But  1  invite 
you  to  the  feast,  which  my  people  shall  have  at  my  fu- 
neral.    Recollect,  Franciska,  that  Mr.  Svensson  is  to 

be  present  on  the  occasion,  or I  shall  think  of  it 

myself,  when  I  make  the  arrangements  for  the  funeral 
Adieu,  my  dear  sir,  our  agreement  stands  good.  Many 
thanks!     Adieu!" 
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fneh  M  I  hftYe  seen  of  imi  eMre  min*t  pecuIiAritieg, 
nrertheleee  eonfeie  that  this  icene  yery  much  aito- 
led  me.  I  mw  however  clearly,  that  no  desire  for, 
■olely  an  invincible  love  of  arrangementt,  led  her 
ider  and  bargain  for  her  own  coffin.  Ma  cftirt  mirt 
ned  to  do  it  quite  ai  a  matter  uf  buf  inesi,  and  said 
16  when  the  joiner  wai  gone,  "  Theie  mechanics  are 
icioua  beasts.  One  must  keep  a  strict  balance  of 
Hintt  with  them.  But  their  fox  shall  not  bite  my 
le." 

tur  this  ma  chirt  mire  made  arrangements  for  her 
nral  ceremony.  She  dictated,  and  I  wrote  down, 
it  was  to  be  conducted ;  how  many  pounds  of  con- 
lonary  were  to  be  bought,  etc.  She  ordered  a  nies- 
l^r  to  be  dispatched  to  the  minister  of  her  church, 
I  the  request  that  he  would  come  to  Ramm  the  fol- 
ng  day. 

I  will,"  said  she,  "die  as  becometh  a  Christian  I  " 
en  all  this  was  settled  she  manifested  great  satis* 
ion,  and  begged  me  to  give  her  something  to  drink* 
am  heartily  tired  of  this  everlasting  soup,"  said  she, 
should  like  to  have  something  different,  but  know 
what" 

L  happy  thought  rushed  into  my  mind,  and  I  hast- 
d  to  say,  ''  I  have  a  recipe  for  making  a  kind  of  le- 
lade,  a  sort  of  toast  and  water — in  short,  a  very  re- 
hing  and  salutary  drink.  I  should  feel  great  plea- 
e  in  preparing  it  for  ma  chire  mire" 
'  Do  so,  Franciska !  You  are  never  at  a  loss.  You 
sure  to  contrive  something ;  and  that  is  a  useful  ta- 
t.  '  Better  comfortless  than  helpless.'  " 
hastened  Immediately  to  Bjbrn,  and  communicated 


of  mind,  and  not  firiee  from  Imme; 
mother  moit  dearly,  and  it  moata 
die.  Bjom  tries  to  oompoae  him 
hopes.  Hagar  is  a  great  deal  aboi 
to  pain  him.  He  treats  her  with 
endures  ewrjlMng  with  slanij 
woman  must  in  some  wa j  be  sun 
submits  to  such  treatmeni^  mid  li 
the  foot  which  qpumstt.  How 
adoratien,  is  duufc  free  euhMuaai 
honoured  and  chezished  woman  i 
object  of  her  pure  attachment.  ] 
JIfc  ekin  mir§  -cannet  bear  Hi 
shuns  her  diarp  peneliatuig  leok. 
Dukinea !"  said  am  Mr*  mhw  f 
diall  apeak  to  Bruno  about  it  I 
efthiskindr  The sbepiiag  dnavf 
I  am  to  present  it.  God  help  me  I 
playmg  a  deceitliii  part  tswodt  ■ 
is  painful  to  me. 

It  is  done — it  succeeded,  but  i 
On  my  receiving  the  cup  with  t 
from  Bjorn*8  hand,  I  said  with  son 

"  Bjom,  are  you  sure — do  you 
not  liUI  her  into  the  sleep  of  death 

"  Do  you  think  I  am  a  quack,  ] 
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fdChing  of  the  kind  t  you  are  Eiculapitn  himielf, 

....but Ah,  BJoml  I  And  it  a  hard  taik  to 

vtt  btr." 

f  ould  you  rather  that  ghe  should  kee  her  lensea 
•  etniek  with  apoplexy  T  My  little  Franciika,  it 
:  do  to  tarry  any  longer.  The  quicker  you  do  it 
•tter  it  will  be  done.  By  Ood'a  help  thii  draught 
lare  her." 

rent  in  to  am  ehir§  inir$  and  pretented  the  cup  to 
whilat  with  ai  much  confidence  ai  pouible  I  laid  2 
lere,  ma  ehire  mire,  ii  my  refreshing  drink." 
Veil,  that  is  excellent,"  said  she,  raised  herself, 
1  the  draught,  started,  and  made  wry  faces, 
tat  sort  of  a  cursed  potion  is  this  which  you  have 
ed  together,  Franciska  ?"  exclaimed  she,  **  it  tastes 

poisonous  1"  she  fixed  at  the  same  time  one  of 
harpest  looks  on  me. 

id  I  held  a  cup  of  poison  in  my  innocent  hand, 
ould  not  have  trembled  more,  nor  I  looked  more 
a  condemned  criminal.  **  You  unlucky  Djorn  1" 
fht  I,  almost  ready  to  cry,  **  now  I  must  empty  the 
myself  to  prove  my  innocence,  if  I  should  even 
to  sleep  to  the  dny  of  judgment  after  it." 
}od  help  you  I"  proceeded  ma  chdre  m^e  with  the 

look,  "  if  you  are  confederated  with  your  husband 
•eeivc  me." 

Ind  if  it  were  so,"  said  I,  whilst  I  threw  the  one 
srhich  was  at  liberty  round  lier  neck  and  kisRed  her, 
ledewed  her  cheeks  with  my  tears ;  **  if  even  it 
so,  would  you  not,  mother,  wish  to  be  kind  to- 
<  your  children,  and  for  their  sakes  take  the  draught, 
wlicve  them,  that  though  it  may  taste  somewhat 
I  it  will  still  only  do  good  ?" 
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Ma  eh^*  mire  looked  »l  me  for  &  moiam 
but  pleaisantly,  and  then  is&id : 

*'  Yoii  are  a  cunmng  creature,  Franciskfl 
chiJdf  and  understand  the  old  womim  weU| 
sake  of  these  your  Tirtuea,  aht:  loves  you*  I 
yield  to  yfmrwi«bj  let  come  what  will  of  ii,-' 
my  chUd  V*  and  at  one  draught  she  eaiptio 

r  embraced  her,  thanked  bet,  and  wep 
She  patted  me  aSecciociateLy  ati  the  cheek, 
to  be  pleaited  in  seeing  herself  bo  loved^ 

I  ran  tritiniphantly  to  Bjbrtt,  And  shewed 
emptied  of  its  contetits. 

**  Yes,  yes,"  said  he,  "  I  imagined  that 
taken  and  not  taste  so  much  amiss ;  it  wa 
word,  no  easy  matter  to  prepare  it  so  well." 

"  You  conceited  Bear !  "  interrupted  I, 
praising  your  abominable  draught  in  this  ? 
now  I  related  to  him  what  had  taken  p 
must  do  him  the  justice  to  say,  that  he  ( 
praise  of  the  draught  into  eulogies  upon  mi 

I  hope  that  the  draught  begins  to  oper 
3/a  cheie  mere  does  not  sleep  it  is  true,  but  i 
The  clock  is  nine.  I  shall  be  up  attending 
mire  to-night. 

AtElei 

Now  she  is  asleep.  Thank  goodness, 
enough  in  a  quiet  sound  sleep.  It  is  a  piei 
her  sleep !  Bjorn  has  sent  every  soul  in  i 
bed.  No  one  is  allowed  to  stir.  All  is  at 
grave.  How  did  this  word  escape  my  pen. 
out.  I  sit  watching  in  ma  chire  m^e'a  ro 
side  of  Elsa,  whose  indefatigable  zeal  is 
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lljorn  dtt  in  the  other  room  with  Bruno,  in  order  to 
keep  him  as  quiet  as  poMible,  whilst  they  await  the  isRuc 
of  thia  aleep.  He  has  the  best  hope.  In  order  to  the 
maintenance  of  the profoundest  stillness,  we  agreed,  that 
in  case  of  the  least  change  in  ma  chire  mire's  state,  I  nhall 
give  a  signal  of  it  to  Bjorn,  by  a  little  written  strip  of 
paper,  which  I  shall  stick  into  the  key-hole.  To  keep 
myself  awake  in  the  interim,  I  shall  take  Elsa's  profile, 
which  I  now  perceive  reflected  upon  the  etherial  back- 
ground by  the  lamp-light ;  it  is  dark,  strong,  and  as  if 
carved  in  stone,  and  her  look  is  fixed  upon  her  sleeping 
mistress. 

At  Two  o'clock. 
Ma  ehire  mfre  is  still  asleep,  and  sleeps  profoundly 
and  perspires  profusely.     I  have  telegraphed  it  to  Bjorn. 
«  Good  symptoms!"  he  telegraphed   back.      Thank 
^kfleaven,  now  I  hope  that  all  is  going  on  well. 

Elsa's  profile  is  like  her.  The  original  Ktill  sits  in 
tlie  same  place,  and  looks  unmoved  in  the  same  direc- 
tion. 

At  Four  o'clock. 

Just  now  Elsa  came  to  me,  and  with  scarcely  audible 
voice  she  whispered  into  my  ear ; 

"  Do  you  think  that  her  life  will  be  saved  ?  Do  you 
believe  that  she  will  awake  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  believe  it  to  a  certainty." 

"  If  she  dies,  F  wish  to  die  also." 

*«  Why  so,  dear  Klaa?" 

"  What  should  I  do  here  on  earth  without  her  ?  And 
then — her  ladyship  I  suppose  will  want  her  to  wait 
upon  her  in  heaven,  who  has  been  about  her  day  and 
night." 
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'*  She  will  be  with  the  angels  of  God  then,  I 

**  Yes,  dear  madam,  but  they  won't  know 
how  to  accommodate  themselves  to  her  fimcies  i 
They  have  not  lived  forty  years  together  with 
I  have  I" 

Elsa  returned  to  her  post,  and  re- occupied 
mer  position.  I  saw  again  the  dark  profile  u 
light  background.  Elsa's  faithful  and  rock-fi 
votion  affected  me  deeply,  and  I  thought  of  C 
words : 

"  Not  merit  only,  fidelity  too  gnaids  oar  pom 

At6< 

Ma  chire  mkre  is  still  asleep,  sleeps  profounc 
by  the  dawning  of  day  her  face  looks  so  awful 
Only  think,  if  she  should  sleep  her  last  sleep  1 
and  I  have  carried  on  an  active  correspondence 
the  key-hole  upon  this  sleep.  Would  you  like 
a  specimen  of  it?  For  I  would  not  trouble  t 
with  the  whole  collection. 

1  Strip.  "  She  sleeps,  sleeps,  sleeps.  I  begi 

that  she  will  not  wake.'* 

2  — —  "  She  is  awaking.'* 

.3  **  Oracles  have  been  deceived  befoi 

4  "  But  not  now." 

5  "  Man  of  wisdom  I     Prophet !     B 

Use  your  cunning,  and  declare 
Who  in  the  shadows  of  the  night 
Calls  you  her  comfort  and  her  ligi 

6  "  No  one  is  it,  that  is  clear, 

But  my  little  wife  so  dear.'* 
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7  —  "  Prophet !  Bear !  and  cunning  man, 
Tell  me  truly  if  you  can, 
Who  is  it  in  the  quiet  nipfht 
Quizzes  your  would-be  second  sight  ? " 
But  enough  of  this  foolery. 

Oo  clock. 
Away  with  the  cofHn,  confectionary,  and  funeral ! 
Ma  ckire  mire  has  awakened,  she  is  composed,  is  in 
possession  of  her  mental  faculties,  feels  well,  and  is 
only  ftill  extremely  weak.  Bjiim  now  vouches  for  her 
recovery.  We  have  embraced  each  other  right  and  left 
in  our  joy.  And  Bruno !  I  was  obliged  to  cry  when  I 
saw  him  embrace  Bjbrn's  knees.  I  shall  love  Bruno 
for  he  is  capable  of  loving.  Ma  chire  mire  appears  her- 
self to  be  somewhat  amazed,  but  is  contented  and  calm. 
.^  I  have  Just  given  her  some  tea.  When  she  took  the 
cup  out  of  my  hand  she  gave  me  a  kind  sly  look,  and 
a  light  pat  on  the  cheek.  She  has  again  fallen  into  a 
calm  sleep.  And  now  I  will  also  betake  myself  to  a 
little  repose. 

The  11th. 
All  is  going  on  prosperously,  and  we  shall  soon  all 
be  well  again,  if  I  do  not  get  ill  for  home-ache  after  my 
little  Rosenvik.  Machiremir$  regains  strength  rapidly 
she  can  already  sit  up  a  little ;  but  will  not  leave  this 
place  till  Bruno  is  well  enough  to  follow  her  to  Karls- 
fors,  nor  am  I  allowed  to  go  home  any  sooner.  **  Pa- 
tience! '*  said  Bjorn..  An  abominable  word  !  I  always 
get  out  of  patience  when  I  hear  it  mentioned.  Mean- 
time I  dispatch  this  letter,  embrace  you,  my  Maria,  and 
thank  God  for  all  that  is  past. 
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XII. 

FIFTEENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA  WERNER  TO  MARIA  M. 

Rnniiiiy  ScptttnlMrn 
Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you,  Maria,  that  ji 
regarded  a  man — just  as  Robinson  Crusoe  did  li 
— ^as  an  unfruitful  soil ;  and  all  of  a  sodden  an  s 
a  little  voyage  of  discovery,  you— just  as  the  f 
Robinson — opens   to  your  view  a  beautiful 
abounding  in  refreshing  fruits.    Voyages  of 
in  that  world  called  "  Man,"  are  performed  f 
as  elsewhere,  in  evil  regions,  and  one  remain 
there,  fast  wedged  in  the  ice  like  Capt  Ross 
have  oftener  conducted  me  to  fair  regions, 
the  case  to  day.    Will  you  follow  me  on 
discovery  ?     My  island  is  called — Counsel' 
Behold  him  seated  in  a  chair — ^planted  1 
upon  its  rock — in  ma  chdre  mire's  room  at 
hold  there  also,  dropped  down  in  a  large 
like  a  bird  in  its  nest,  the  cheerful  Miss 
giebel.     Behold  ma  chire  mire  stately,  ar 
hut  herself,   leaning  back  on  one  end  of 
hold  Bruno — like  a  beautiful  night — d. 
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tbe  other  end  of  the  lofa  i  lee  Airther  a  pahr  of  every- 
day figure!,  aitUng  faithfully  near  each  other  like  a  pair 
of  dovea,  a  Bear  with  hia  partner ;  lee  benevolence  in 
the  room  and  peace  on  the  fiices  of  all,  and  hear  the 
convenation  which  flowed  easily  in  the  twilight,  from 
heart  to  tongue,  and  now  reachea  your  ear : 

Miia  HAuaoiEBBL.  "  Uncle  Hok !  you  look  so 
precise  and  perfect  this  evening,  that  I  feel  quite  dis- 
tressed about  it  It  would  revive  me,  if  now  in  the 
twilight  you  would  confess  to  us  some  little  failing, 
any  little  weakness.  I  am,  for  example,  convinced, 
that  you  feel  a  little  covetous  about  something  or  other* 
Every  man  has  some  such  failing,  if  he  will  sincerely 
examine  himself. 

Ma  ehire  mir$.  "  Sweep  first  before  your  own  door, 
before  you  sweep  before  others,  says  the  adage.  Begin 
with  yourself,  cousin  Hausgiebel,  and  confess  your  own 
sins.** 

Miss  H.  **  I,  poor  sinner,  confess  with  all  my  heart 
that  I  have  a  weakness  for  pins  and  waste-paper, 
which  borders  on  avarice." 

Counsellor  Hok,  (gravely.)  "  And  I  know 
nothing  upon  earth  that  would  be  dearer  to  me  than 
bottles,  be  they  empty  or  full,  and  I  find  it  a  difficult 
matter  to  keep  my  hand  from  giving  my  servant  a  box 
on  the  ear,  when  he  has  broken  an  empty  bottle." 

Miss  H.  **  Ha,  charming,  charming  !  my  dear 
excellent  uncle !  Hear,  ye  good  folks  there !  don't 
pretend  to  be  better  or  worse  than  we.  Now  confess 
your  sins  becomingly.  Your  covetousness,  good  Doctor? 
medicaments  perhaps  t 

BjdRif, (laconically.)    "Paper I" 
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Miss  Hausoiebel.  ''Good;  so  much  the  (ever 
recipes.  But  we  can't  live  without  them.  Your  oo?ft- 
ousness,  Madam  Werner?" 

Franciska.    "  Needles  and  thread." 

Miss  H.  "  You,  Lady  Mansfelt,  won't  you  give 
your  contribution  to  our  small  collection  V* 

Ma  chire  mire,  **  Why  not  ?  But  I  fear  there  would 
be  a  great  preponderance  were  I  to  lay  all  my  corct- 
ousness  into  the  scale.  Be  contented  with — what  I 
otherwise  do  not  give  away  very  readily — ^with  pieces 
of  ribbon  and  old  linen.  But  remember,  my  friends, 
'  He  who  does  not  save  a  penny  will  never  have  two;' 
'He  who  wastes  more  than  he  earns,  will  soon  have  an 
empty  larder ;'  '  He  possesses  who  saves.' " 

A  short  pause  ensued.  It  was  Bruno's  turn  to  con- 
fess his  little  sins;  but  be  it  that  he  had  none  such — that 
sounds  ill — or  that  he  did  not  pay  attention  to  our  con- 
versation, he  showed  no  inclination  whatever  to  make 
a  confession,  and  no  one  of  us  felt  any  desire  to  request 
it  from  him.  He  sat  with  downcast  eyes,  sank  quietly 
within  himself,  and  supported  his  bound-up  head  with 
his  hand.  Counsellor  H.  interrupted  the  rather  em- 
barrassing silence,  and  replied  to  ma  chire  mMt  words  t 
"  Lady  Mansfeldt  is  quite  right,  and  we  must,  each  in 
our  own  way,  be  collectors." 

Miss  H.  **  Take  care,  uncle  Hok,  that  you  do  not 
make  virtues  of  our  sins.  You  know  it  stands  written, 
that  we  are  to  lay  up  for  ourselves  treasures,  where  no 
thief  breaks  through  and  steals." 

CouNs.  H.  "  Much  there,  hut  a  little  here  also. 
li  seems  reasonable  enough  if  we  consider  the  matter 
rightly." 
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Ma€kir$mir$.    «  I  think  to  too." 

Fraiiciska.  **  What  else  ii  the  whole  race  of  man- 
kind but  a  great  tribe  of  geeken  and  collector!  ?  But  ah, 
how  many  are  there,  who  find  nothing  and  get  no- 
thing." 

CouNS.  H.  **  And  thii  chiefly  because  they  have 
not  sought  and  found  themselves.  In  fact  every  man 
teeka  first  harmony  with  himself ; — but  you  must  under- 
stand  in  what  sense  I  mean  it." 

Franc.  **  Give  us  an  instance,  Counsellor  Hok, 
a  living  one,  if  possible ;  then  we  shall  understand  it 
without  any  circumlocution." 

Miss  H.  *'  You,  for  instance,  worthy  uncle,  have 
assuredly  found  yourself;  for  never  yet  have  I  seen 
any  person  so  tranquil,  so  confident,  and  indeed  I  may 
also  say,  so  wise  and  well  disposed.  Tell  us  how  you 
have  sought  and  found  yourself." 

Franc.    **  Oh,  yes,  dear  Counsellor,  tell  U8." 

CouNs.  H.  **  Do  you  think  you  know  what  you 
ask,  ladies  ?  Nothing  less  than  the  principal  part  of 
my  biography  1" 

Miss  H.  and  Franc.  "  Oh,  yes,  yes,  do  tell  us  the 
history  of  your  life." 

CouNS.  H.  ''  To  two  such  amiable  ladies  I  can  re- 
fuse nothing.  I  shall,  therefore,  begin  at  once  with 
a  most  melancholy  confession,  for  you  are  probably  not 
aware,  that  he  who  now  addresses  you,  is  an  unfortu- 
nate author  t  It  is  lucky  that  it  is  so  dark  just  now. 
Well,  after  the  first  hard  step  is  taken  the  others  will 
go  easier.  My  father  was  a  literary  character  of  merit, 
and  educated  his  son  for  the  same  pursuits.  My  talents 
appeared  to  favour  his  wishes.    I  wrote  at  an  early 
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e&tbiiiiaim.  I  walked  aboUt  my  room  with  digniAed 
•trides  declaiming  my  venes.  When  I  came  to  effect- 
ive  passages — I  mean  those  which  seemed  so  to  me  to 
be  such— I  stood  still,  and  heard  the  thunders  oC  the 
general  applause.  They  elated  me ;  I  leaped  up  high 
—came  down  again—hut  to  no  rational  level.  The 
partiality  of  my  parents  and  friends  increased  my  in- 
toxication. "  You  will  rise  high  1"  said  Lerche.  I 
believed  it,  and  saw  only  the  forthcoming  of  my  piece 
between  me  and  immortal  fame. 

It  waa  represented.  My  hopes  were  wound  up  to  a 
bigb  pitch  :  my  tragedy  was  damned !  Not  a  sound  of 
applause,  silence,  coldness,  some  hissing,  even  laughter. 
A  few  days  afterwards  criticisms  in  the  public  journals, 
which  did  not  grant  one  iota  of  merit  to  my  *'  Christicrn 
IT.,*'  and  tried  to  strip  me  of  all  hope  of  ever  being  able 
to  merit  the  smallest  laurel  leaf.  I  knew,  however, 
well,  that  this  has  been  the  lot  of  many  a  man,  who, 
in  ipite  of  all,  has  become  a  great  and  celebrated  author, 
and  I  resolved  not  to  be  daunted  by  it.  But  in  vain  I 
tried  to  comfort  myself  with  the  thought  of  the  igno- 
rance of  the  critics,  and  of  the  example  of  great  authors ; 
my  annihilating  critic  was  the  whole  public,  and  what 
was  worse  than  all — I  myself.  (Self  after  all  remains  the 
best  judge,  from  whom  there  is  no  appeal.)  In  the  first 
moment  after  my  Christiern  failure,  I  was  far  from  con- 
fessing the  justice  of  it  Humbled,  but  still  more  pro- 
voked than  humbled,  I  wished  to  make  war  with  my 
critics — yes,  even  with  the  public ;  wished  to  punish 
the  former  with  bitter  retorts,  the  latter  with  another 
tragedy.  But  then  my  friend,  whom  I  cannot  sufficiently 
respect,  and  who  is  now  present,  the  lady  of  the  late 
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General  Mansfelt,  interfered,  and  restrained  me  with 
that  powerful  and  sound  reason  which  distinguished 
her  already  at  an  early  age. 

"  My  friend,*'  said  she,  "it  is  better  to  retreat  than 
to  fight  badly ;  it  is  needless  to  carry  wood  into  the 
forest,  .Why  throw  oil  into  the  fire  which  burns  you? 
Let  the  people  cry,  and  examine  well  whether  they  are 
not  right.  1  am  not  much  of  a  judge  of  your  piece  and 
of  such  matters,  but  I  tell  you,  that  it  does  not  please 
me,  it  seems  uimatural.  However,  if  I  am  wrong  and 
the  people  are  wrong,  well  then,  your  i)iece  will  have 
justice  done  it  some  day  or  other,  never  fear!  This, 
I  think,  has  been  the  case  of  many  books  before  as  well 
as  men :  but  if  on  deliberate. examination  you  find  liiat 
the  people  are  right,  well,  then  give  up  your  piece :  it's 
of  no  use  to  fight  for  it  And  if  you  have  written  a  bad 
])iece,  well  then,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  write  a  better; 
and  if  you  cannot  do  that,  then  you  won't  do  for  so 
author, — and  what  of  that  ?  Are  you  on  that  accoun 
a  worse  man  ?  Are  there  not  many  ways  open  for  yc 
of  becoming  excellent  and  happy?  DearUok!  onl 
Fce  that  you  open  your  eyes  in  proper  time.  It  is  ju 
as  well  to  sufier  at  first  as  at  last,  and  to  receive  t 
bitter  lesson  at  once  with  thankfulness." 

I  took  the  words  of  my  esteemed   friend  to  hei 
wont  home,  and  reflected  in  all  quietness  on  my  unl 
tunate  tragedy.     There  fell,  as  it  were,  a  veil  from 
eyes.     I  had  not  been  wise  enough  to  preserve  mj 
from  being  intoxicated,  but  I  was  so  frantic  but  tl 
wished  to  become  sober  again.     I  saw  clearly  tha 
tragedy  resembled  'Schiller's   muse  about  as  mu 
the  ape  docs  man,  and  1  threw  it  into  die  fire.     V 
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however,  not  to  eaiy  for  me  to  make  up  my  mind  in 
thif  cafe.  I  had  prepared  myaelf  for  tlie  career  of  a 
Uleratit  and  waa  now  obliged  to  confess  more  and  more 
my  want  of  creative  power  and  poetic  soul ;  but  I  had 
no  inclination  for  any  other  profession,  I  did  not  know 
what  to  undertake,  what  to  become ;  I  had  lost  my 
helm,  my  bark  became  a  sport  to  the  waves.  To  this 
may  be  added,  the  discontent  and  vexation  of  my 
parents,  the  long  faces  of  my  friends — their  **  poor 
Hdk  !''    This  was  intolerable  ! 

Then  that  excellent  friend  of  my  youth  came  attain 
to  my  assistance,  and  prevailed  upon  my  parents  to 
permit  me  to  make  a  tour  on  the  continent,  in  order,  as 
she  said,  to  drive  the  matter  out  of  my  head. 

I  travelled — often  on  foot,  for  I  was  not  in  easy  cir- 
cumstances— through  a  great  part  of  Europe,  travelled 
two  years,  saw  life  in  manifold  forms,  reflected  and 
compared.  My  misfortune  in  the  world  of  ima^^ination 
had  strengthened  my  sense  and  judgment,  and  tlie 
lufibrings  which  I  had  experienced  inspired  me  with  »n 
argent  desire  to  attain  to  that  true  cultivation  which 
every  where,  and  under  all  circumstances,  gives  peace 
and  independence  to  man.  Among  many  observations 
which  I  made,  I  will  only  allude  to  one  (trivial  as  it 
may  appear),  because  it  greatly  influenced  my  subse- 
quent life :  the  world  abounds  in  all  things  excellent 
and  beautiful  Rightly  to  comprehend,  to  appreciate, 
and  to  admire  the  beautiful,  is  a  great  means  of  en- 
nobling the  character,  and  of  finding  peace  and  happi- 
ness.  Should  that  imaginary  pleasure  of  exercising 
talent,  with  which  many  a  young  and  active  mind  is 
filled,  subside  into  a  desire  to  comprehend  thoroughly, 
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into  a  wish  to  bo  capable  of  fiilly  appreciating  the 
beautiful  and  excellent,  then  restlessness  would  change 
into  ei\joyment,  the  world  would  contain  fewer  unsuc- 
cessful, discontented  men,  and  there  would  be  lest  of 
poor,  weak  attempts  at  art ;  great  genius  would  hive 
many  more  competent  judges  and  admirers,  and  would 
thus  rise  to  higher  excellence.  Artists  and  connois- 
seurs have  need  of  one  another,  and  advance  each  other 
mutually.  I  found  the  best  and  happiest  men  among 
those,  who,  with  a  useful  and  well  directed  activity  in 
affairs  of  business,  combined  an  exalted  feeling  for  the 
beautiful,  and  the  capability  of  enjoying  the  nohleit 
productions  of  art. 

After  two  years  travelling  and  observations  I  returned 
in  full  health  of  body  and  mind,  and  commenced  a  new 
career.  I  did  not,  however,  give  up  literature;  on  the 
contrary,  the  more  settled  my  position  in  life  becime, 
with  the  more  heartfelt  love  did  I  attach  myself  to  thit 
life-giving  stream.  I  had,  however,  now  learned  to 
know  myself.  I  strove  no  longer  for  an  author's  fame, 
laurels  and  crown  of  thorns,  but  I  endeavoured  to  form 
myself  into  an  enlightened  amateur  and  connoisseur.  I 
was  anxious  that  if  I  were  not  capable  of  producing  the 
beautiful,  no  one,  at  least,  should  excel  me  in  the  art 
of  heartily  appreciating  and  enjoying  it.  And  I  may 
say,  that  I  have  not  been  altogether  unsuccessful  in 
these  my  endeavours.  Since  the  time  when  I  re- 
nounced vain  cfibrts,  and  learned  to  know  the  limits  of 
my  powers,  I  have  become  tranquil  and  happy.  I  am  now 
old,  and  every  year  removes  me  further  from  the  world, 
but  not  from  that  eternal  beauty  which  is  renewed  in 
varying  form  ever.     I  cling  to  it  firmly  with  affection ; 
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mj  bMurt ;  it  prcTentt  my  thoughto  from 
idog  gnj  with  my  hair,  and  teaohei  me  to  hope  one 
y  to  become  a  not  unworthy  adonr  of  it  in  the  proper 
MOofthebeantifiiL" 

80  spake  the  old  man,  and  terene  peace  beamed  forth 
Nn  bii  placid  blue  eyei.  We  thanked  him  heartily, 
d  I — iomewhat  inadvertently  exclaimed,  "  oh !  I  wish 
■t  all  men,  thoae  who  hare  found,  as  well  as  those 
10  liaTe  not  found  peace,  would  before  quitting  this 
ig«  of  life,  make  theur  confession.  I  am  certain,  that 
>  book  would  be  more  interesting  and  useful,  than  a 
Uection  of  such  autobiographies.  It  would  pro?e 
1  excellent  guide  for  the  searchers  in  life.  Dearest 
iia  Hausgiebel!  would  you  not  at  once  contribute 
mr  part  to  it  ?  I  will  undertake  to  record  it.  You 
e,  I  am  sure,  one  of  those,  who  have  sought  and 
imd  It*' 

"  I  cannot  altogether  say  no  to  this,"  replied  Miss 
.,  **  although  there  is  much  to  be  done  yet,  before  I 
n  have  perfect  peace  with  myself.  Nevertheless  I 
TO  already  found  far  more  in  the  world  than  I  have 
ticipated  in  my  youth,  and  should  you  kind  friends, 
willing  to  listen  to  a  tedious  history,  I  shall  have 
eat  pleasure  in  relating  it  to  you." 
"  I  have  not  experienced  any  signal  disasters,  have 
t  to  complain  of  any  great  misfortunes ;  I  have  passed 
rough  my  world  quietly  enough,  but  I  have  found 
r  time  hang  heavy  on  my  hands,  it  has  been  weary 
d  tedious,  and  so  far  I  can  claim  to  have  borne  the 
aviest  burden  in  the  world.  My  father  was  a  man  of 
nour,  integrity,  truth;  all  the  Hausgiebel's  in  a 
■ect  line  have  borne  this  character,  just  even  to  in- 
dbility,  upright  in  stature,  and  firm  in  principle,  yield- 
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ing  neither  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left,  and  I  know  not, 
how  it  happened  that  I  should  be  such  an  unworthy  icion 
of  my  most  venerated  ancestors.  My  father  had,  is  I 
have  said  an  excellent  moral  character,  but  veiy  rigid, 
very  old-fashioned  principles  with  regard  to  femide  edu- 
cation. He  believed  for  instance,  that  it  was  a  good 
thing  for  young  girls  to  be  wearied,  or,  as  he  called  it, 
to  learn  patience.  He  was  an  avowed  enemy  to  all  tbit 
he  called  vanity,  but  on  this  list  stood  a  great  numbe 
of  innocent  pleasures.  He  likewise  abominated  pe- 
dantic learning  in  females ;  but  under  this  ban  a  gieit 
deal  of  useful  knowledge  and  tending  to  happinca 
was  also  included.  He  valued  beyond  every  thing  ebe 
domestic  duties,  but  these  were  restricted  to  a  namir 
compass.  We  were  to  weave,  spin,  sew,  look  after  die 
kitchen  and  household  affairs,  study  Kaisa  Waig*i 
cookery-book,  (he  had  a  great  dislike  to  see  us  witbanf 
other  book  in  our  hands,)  and  thus  to  prepare  ourMhret 
to  become  good  wives  and  clever  housekeepers.  He  him- 
self maintained  a  strict  superintendance  over  me  and  my 
five  sisters.  My  sisters  wove,  I  spun,  each  one  had  bar 
turn  of  attending  to  the  kitchen  for  a  week.  Well,  the 
days  passed  over,  though  not  very  agreeably.  I  in  par- 
ticular found  them  often  intolerably  long,  especially  as 
I  advanced  in  years.  My  spinning  seemed  to  me  quite 
useless,  as  1  knew  that  we  were  wealthy." 

*'  Years  rolled  on ;  strangers,  excepting  a  few  <Md 
relatives,  were  never  seen  in  our  house.  My  sisteit 
still  were  weaving  and  I  spinning — and  I  confess,  with 
a  more  and  more  weary  hand.  The  vacuity  of  my  soul 
and  of  my  life  oppressed  me.  I  often  had  the  vapours 
and  gave  way  to  tears  without  knowing  why.  My  kind 
aunt  Anna  Stina,  who  acted «  mother's  part  towards 
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(  a  genuiut  Haiugiebel  { ihe  was  obedient  to  the 
iriil  of  her  brother  in  all  thingi,  but  in  other  reipecti 
mw  very  kind  towarda  ui.  She  had  "  Advice  to  my 
daug^tcTt^"  perpetually  on  her  tongue,  and  often 
preached  thoie  worda : — 

*'  Our  hontehold  if  our  republic, 
Our  poUtles  relate  to  the  toilet,  etc." 

**  We  lived  on  a  retired  eatate.  Rural  life  may  be 
one  of  the  richeat  upon  earth ;  but  also  one  of  the 
poorest.  If  the  great  book  of  nature  it  opened  to  the 
▼lew  of  nan,  and  illuminated  by  heavenly  light,  he  may 
from  his  tittle  tpot  of  earth  behold  and  enjoy  all  the 
glory  of  the  world ;  if  in  nature  he  merely  sees  the  po- 
tatoe-fleld,  which  affords  him  food,  then  the  golden  trea- 
•are  of  nature  is  closed  to  him,  and  he  himself  is 
rooted  to  the  ground  like  the  potatoe-plant.  Our  family 
liTed  Bomething  like  potatoe-plants.  I  must,  however, 
consider  myself  as  an  exception.  My  admiration  to  be 
aeen  in  nature  waa  early  excited  by  the  order,  and  my 
desire  for  knowledge  was  awakened  by  every  object  I 
was  at  an  early  age,  although  quite  secretly,  a  collector 
of  herbs,  stones,  and  shells.  During  the  long  wander- 
ings which  my  father  sometimes  took,  in  order  to  look 
after  the  state  of  the  crops,  we  were  generally  obliged 
to  accompany  him.  It  must  have  been  edifying  to  see 
how  we  moved  along  in  a  line  like  a  bevy  of  woodcocks, 
sometimes  in  the  heat  of  the  sun,  sometimes  in  the 
wet  I  kept  however,  mostly  behind  the  rest,  lost  in 
the  contemplation  of  some  plant,  or  some  little  insect 
On  account  of  this,  as  well  aa  my  reveries,  I  was  after« 

•  Advice  to  my  daughter,  a  poem  by  Anna  Lenngren. 
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wards  often  teased  in  a  way,  which  gentle  as  it  wai, 
nevertlieless  deeply  wounded  my  excitable  ambition.  My 
father  namely,  often  took  a  delight  in  sketching  oat 
a  little  family-picture  of  the  future  appearance  in  our 
house.  Then  it  was  said,  viz : — "Anna  Maria  is  winding 
Charlotte  weaving,  Louisa  gives  out  sugar  and  spicei 
for  dinner,  Josepha  spins,  Greta  feeds  the  pooltiy," 
and  then  at  the  end  of  the  family-picture  always  came, 
"and  Ilellevi  sits  and  peeps  at  the  sun,"  (or  some 
such  useless  occupation),  which  conclusion  alwiyi 
vexed  me  so  much  that  I  burst  into  tears.  To  be  the 
only  useless  member  of  the  family,  no !  that  was  toi 
intolerable,  much  too  humiliating.  When  my  week  d 
duty  came,  therefore,  I  rattled  famously  with  my  keyii 
to  let  my  father  hear  how  zealously  I  filled  my  import* 
ant  office.  But  oh,  this  availed  nothing  I  in  the  neit 
family  picture,  it  was  still  the  same,  "  and  HeDeri  litt 
and  stares  at  the  sun."  In  our  family  the  Ujring  con- 
tinued to  be  persevered :  Hellevi  will  never  be  a  clever 
housewife  (and  what  else  is  she  fit  for  ?)  In  this  bdief 
my  father  and  my  aunt  died ;  in  this  belief  my  t«o 
sisters  still  continue  to  live. 

"  I  have  mentioned,  how  we  spent  our  days ;  I  muit 
yet  say  a  word  about  the  eveuingsi.  At  seven  o'clock 
wc  assembled  every  evening  in  my  father's  room, 
we  sat  occupied  with  embroidery  and  needlework, 
at  a  large  round-table  with  two  lights,  about  which 
we  always  had  a  little  dispute. — My  father  sat  at  some 
distance  from  us  at  a  little  table,  with  a  shade  be- 
fore him,  and  read  aloud  to  us.  This  ought  to  have 
alTorded  us  pleasure,  but  the  French  history,  the  reid- 
ing  of  which  lasted  I  know  not  how  long,  of  a  very 
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toetion,  and  my  father's  deliveiy  ww  i 
■low  and  monotonoiUy  when  during  tht 
winter  eveningamin  and  anew  beat  againat 
I,  and  the  alorm  without  howled  iu  mourn- 
Meooipaniroent  to  the  dull,  long-drawn  out 
k  aomded  within,  no  one  could  be  aurpriaed 
ritof  alumber  came  aomewhat  powerfully 
I  that  we  nodded  in  mutual  emulation  orar 
If  one  of  ua  however  reaigned  herMlf  un« 
»  Morpheua,  then  aunt  Anna  Stina  winked 
Bd  roguiahty  to  the  reat,  aa  if  the  meant  to 
rour  aiater  ia  off." 

)*cloek  the  aleepera  aa  well  aa  noddera  were 
le  moving  of  my  father'a  chair,  and  we  then 
e  after  another — the  rank  of  age  haa  alwaya 
lined  aacred  in  the  family  of  the  Hauagiebel 
lining-room,  to  take  our  supper.  Thia  wu 
mperate  kind,  and  lasted  not  above  ten 
the  conclusion  of  which  we  again  moved 
ler'a  room,  where  we  were  obliged  to  stay 
k  struck  ten.  During  thia  tine  we  were 
but  devote  ouraelvea  excluaively  to  con* 
Each  one  of  us  had  hia  fixed  place  in  the 
le  was  near  the  atove,  where  the  warmth  in* 
ae  in  aome  measure  for  tlie  chilliness  in  the 
0,  for  all  the  subjects,  which  might  have 
ay  lively  interest  to  it,  were  strictly  pro- 
l  when  I  ventured  now  and  then  upon  for- 
ind,  I  was  soon  rebuked  with  the  objection 
I  must  not  meddle  with  such  things.  Our 
a  was  not  allowed  to  treat  of  any  other  sub- 
f  petty  daily  occurrences!  the  most  approved 
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of  which  were  those  appertaining  to  the  house,  of  ac- 
quaintances, family-pedigrees,  inquiries  respecting  do- 
mestic economy,  etc.  This  afforded  to  my  taste  butmeagre 
fare,  and  I  would  gladly  have  abstained  from  it,  but  we 
were  not  allowed  to  be  silent  during  this  hour  of  con- 
versation, but  each  one  was  obliged  to  say  something. 
When  one  of  us  had  not  opened  her  lips  for  sometime, 
she  was  pleasantly  called  upon  to  say  something.  By 
way  of  varying  our  amusements,  my  father  sometinwf 
took  out  a  box,  containing  many  curiosities,  which  had 
been  opened  out  probably  twenty  times  successifdy, 
turned  over  and  over  again  and  inspected.  Thit 
daughter  was  not  in  his  best  favour,  who  did  not  imne- 
diately  stand  like  the  rest  round  the  table  and  gape  it 
the  contents  of  the  box.  It  was  an  unfortunate  thing 
that  my  father  never  would  cease  to  consider  ua  ai 
little  children.  But  the  little  ornaments  and  rings,  the 
silhouettes  of  grandfather  and  grrandmother,  the  little 
box  with  the  canary-bird- feathers  in  it,  which  delighted 
the  little  girl  of  nine  years,  the  magic  lantern,  which 
excited  all  her  curiosity,  could  not  possibly  Interest  the 
woman  of  twenty-five,  who  was  now  compelled  to  stand 
there  and  regard  the  valuables  of  the  box  with  weaxy  and 
indifferent  looks. 

"  I  said,  that  we  were  always  obliged  during  the 
hours  of  conversation  after  supper  to  say  somethiiigi 
whether  we  wished  it  or  not.  This  sometimes  gave 
rise  to  strange  absurdities.  One  example  may  give 
some  idea  of  it  My  sisters  and  I  had  one  day  been 
looking  from  the  window  at  a  litter  of  vagrant  socfc- 
ing-pigs  coming  swarming  into  the  yard,  which  were 
chased  about  by  the  three  yard-dogs.     This  precioui 
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occunrence  firoiu  real  lift  we  kept  itorcd  up  duriiif^  the 
dty  in  our  fidthftil  memoriei,  in  order  to  scoion  the 
entertainment  of  the  erening.  By  chance  we  came 
that  evening  not  altogether,  but  at  interval!,  one  after 
the  other  into  our  father's  room.  Anna  Maria,  the 
finti  who  occupied  her  seat,  related  the  story  of  the 
pigi  and  doga ;  Charlotte,  who  came  after  her,  did  the 
lamei  Louisa,  who  came  after  her,  likewise;  just  so, 
Joeepha,  who  came  after  her ;  so  also  Greta,  who  came 
after  her.  When  I  came  last  and  took  my  scat  near 
the  stove  and  began  to  relate  the  story  of  the  pigs  and 
dogs,  my  father  interrupted  me  somewhat  vex(;d :  '  why 
I  hear  this  story  now  for  the  sixth  time.' 

"  I  confess  that  this  made  a  strong  impreHNion  upon 
me,  and  caused  mo  to  see  more  than  ever  the  limith  of 
our  potatoe-ground.  When  my  father  died  two  years 
afterwards,  and  my  kind  aunt  considered  it  as  a  matter 
of  course  that  we  should  still  continue  to  live  in  the 
same  way  as  hitherto,  then  Ilellevi  really  looked  up  to 
the  sun  and  said :  '  No,  thou  fair,  all-nnimating  sun, 
the  world,  which  thou  illuminatest,  cannot  be  so  con- 
fined ;  the  life,  which  thou  enlivenest,  so  poor.  The 
springs  of  life  and  of  virtue  do  not  rise  from  the  kitchiMi 
and  the  cellar.  No,  I  will  away  to  thee,  into  thy  free- 
dom, into  thy  beauty,  charming  world.' 

"  I  knew  exactly  my  wishes,  1  knew  my  talent  and 
my  place,  and  eternal  thanks  to  the  honest  man,  tlic 
kind  and  wise  guardian,  who  extended  to  me  his  hand 
and  assisted  me  to  attain  it  in  spite  of  the  resistance, 
wiMch  my  independent  undertaking  called  forth  in  the 
iNnily  of  Hausgiebel.  I  was  twenty-seven  years  old, 
I  passed  myself  off  for  thirty,  rented  the  Bird's-nrst, 
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and  arranged  my  affairs  so  that  I  could  purchaieHki 
a  few  years.  How  I  have  settled  there,  yoa  are  tmie, 
my  friends.  For  the  last  ten  years  1  look  npefoy 
day  to  the  sun,  even  when  obscured  by  cloudi,  nd 
praise  it  and  the  glorious  world,  which  he  enligbteii»— 
thanks  to  you  for  it,  my  guardian  and  excellent 
uncle !" 

A  tear  started  into  Miss  Hellevi's  speaking  fyCi 
whilst  she  reached  her  hand  to  Counsellor  Hok,  who 
pressed  it  and  kissed  it  heartily. 

'*  And  the  sum  and  substance  of  all  this,"  said  as 
chere  mdrey  "  is,  that  there  is  nothing  bad,  from  whicb 
some  good  does  not  arise,  if  one  only  takes  it  in  a  right 
way." 

Franciska.  "  Yes,  but  why  do  so  few  men  hit  upon 
the  right  Way.     All  certainly  are  anxious  to  find  it" 

CouNS.  Hok.  Upon  the  cause  of  this  much  might  be 
said.  But  chiefly  men  may  ascribe  their  misfortanei 
to  themselves,  to  their  own  want  of  courage,  their  want 
of  heroism  in  the  signification,  in  which  the  ancients 
used  the  word.  He  has  no  conception  of  the  degree 
of  power  and  elasticity  which  the  Creator  has  implanted 
in  tlie  nature  of  man.  He  has  not  courage  manfully 
to  resign,  nor  the  courage  firmly  to  lay  hold ;  he  will 
not  capitulate,  he  will  not  fight,  ar*d  in  the  mean  time 
tlie  garrison  starves  to  death,  or  death,  the  enemy,  comei 
«'md  captures  the  whole  garrison." 

"  Deucedly  well  said !"  muttered  Bjorn. 

Here  Bruno  rose  up  silently ;  all  got  up,  the  stranger- 
guests  prepared  for  departure. 

Miss  H.  stood  at  the  window.  I  went  up  to  her  and 
expressed  my  surprise  at  Counsellor  Hok.     "  What  an 
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xcellent  and  interesting  man  that  it !"  said  I. 

*■  What  would  you  tay  then/'  replied  Mins  H., 
ivaciously,  "  if  you  knevr  him  as  I  do,  if  you  knew 
lOW  active  he  is  in  promoting  the  welfare  of  mankind, 
io«r  he  assists  in  private  many  needy  amonp;  talented 
tnd  scientific  men,  and  helps  to  bring  their  labourR  to 
ight  and  notice !  lie  is,  I  am  sure,  one  of  the  noblest 
ind  best  of  men." 

"He  may  make  a  will  in  favour  of  one  of  my  ten 
iaaghters,'*  thought  I.  I  had  n6t  thought  of  my  ten 
Asughters  fur  some  time  past,  but  after  the  conversation 
of  this  evening  I  thought  much  about  them. 

The  18th. 

Tliank  goodness  1  I  have  some  prosi)ect  uf  getting 
home  again.  They  talk  of  to-morrow  and  the  day 
after.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  be  at  my  little 
Rosenvik.  This  residence  is  spacious  and  splendid, 
but  I  don't  feel  comfortable  here.  It  is  too  gloomy 
and  innumerable  jack-daws  are  perpetually  making 
a  noise  in  the  old  tower.  I  feel  quite  awe-ntrieken, 
and  I  believe  I  am  growing  into  a  likeness  of  an  ancient 
fimily^portrait,  which  hangs  in  my  room.  Bruno  and 
SM  ekHre  mire  are  much  in  each  other's  company ;  they 
speak  little,  but  they  appear  to  he  happy  if  they  only 
see  each  other  and  sit  in  the  same  room.  Bruno  neems 
to  have  hushed  ma  chire  mire't  scruples  with  regard  to 
Hagar,  and  Hagar  is  little  to  be  seen  since  Bruno's 
convslescence.  Bruno  wins  my  whole  heart  by  his 
great  tenderness  for  his  mother. 
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after  tlicm.  Excellent,  amiable  Serena.  I  carossed 
my  flowers,  I  kissed  them,  they  were  so  pretty.  1  have 
cut  a  cauliflower  for  supper.  It  had  rained  a  little 
during  the  day,  and  every  thing  in  the  garden  stood 
fresh  and  fragrant,  although  the  frost  had  here  and 
there  yellowed  a  leaf.  It  is  now  evening,  and  I  am 
■itting  at  my  little  desk,  and  I  have  seen  the  swans 
tracking  their  course  through  the  calm  lake  whilst  they 
moved  away  towards  their  nest  in  Svano.  I  have  con- 
templated the  dark  walls  of  Ramm,  behind  which  I 
have  lately  spent  so  much  of  my  time,  I  am  happy 
and  thankful.  I  am  expecting  my  Bjorn  from  the  town 
where  he  has  spent  the  whole  day,  and  have  prepared 
a  little  feast  for  him.  A  duck,  from  Helga,  will  make 
a  show  on  our  little  tahle,  fat  and  full-grown  as  she  is, 
and  accompanied  by  a  cauliflower,  and  the  freshest 
salad.  Pancakes  with  preserved  raspberries  will  follow 
nicely.  As  it  is  rather  cold,  I  have  had  a  Are  lighted 
in  the  room,  and  Bjorn's  lined  coat  and  slippers  placed 
there  to  warm.  I  will  pet  him.  Whilst  I  am  waiting 
for  "  my  good  man,*'  I  will  give  you  some  account  of 
the  occurrences  of  yesterday. 

Counsellor  Hok  came  to  Ramm  in  order  to  accom- 
pany ma  chire  mire  to  Karlsfors.  We  partook  of  our 
breakfast  en  families  after  which  the  carriages  drove 
tway.  The  weather  was  fine,  and  we  were  all  in  high 
spirits.  Hagar,  while  packing  up,  concealed  herself 
behind  the  crowd,  when  ma  chire  mire  with  erect  and 
dignified  gait,  marched  down  the  steps.  Bruno  as- 
iisted  his  mother  into  the  carriage.  She  had  scarcely 
got  up  when  the  horses  took  fright  at  a  heavily  laden 
wagon  covered  with  black  cloth,  which  was  slowly  en- 
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tcring  the  court  Bruno  cried  out  loudly  that 
stop.  The  wagon  was  halted,  and  the  man  w' 
it  came  up  to  ma  cMre  mire.  It  was  Mr.  Svi 
the  wagon  contained  the  coffin  which  maekht 
ordered,  and  which  singular  enough,  had  been 
forgotten  to  be  countermanded. 

This  strange  incident  disconcerted  us  all 
Ma  chire  mire  was  the  first  to  recover  herself, 
with  a  loud  voice  to  the  undertaker : 

"  My  dear  sir,  I  have,  as  you  see  this  time,  i 
without  my  host  I  thought  I  should  die,  but  i 
a  merciful  God  to  spare  my  life.  Hit  will  be 
But  postponed  is  not  abandoned.  The  coffin  i 
into  use  some  day  or  other.  At  any  rate  the  «( 
remains  as  to  price,  and  as  to  the  feast,  I  in 
to  a  merry  feast  on  Sunday  at  Karlsfora,  Mr.  i 
But  you  will  now  be  so  good  as  to  convey  this  i 
comfortably  to  the  place  whither  I  mysel 
going  !" 

Mr.  Svensson  was  greatly  embarrassed, 
was  tired,  and  besides  this,  he  had  some 
transact  at  other  places.  **  Well  then,"  sr 
mire,  "let  the  coffin  be  carried  into  the* 
the  present,  and  I  will  have  it  removec? 
some  day." 

Bruno  called  Hagar,  said  a  few  words  tf 
sign  from  him  some  men  came,  who  lifte<? 
from  the  wagon,  and  under  Hagar's  direc 
into  the  house.     **  Mark  my  words !"  sai 
passed  by  mc,  "  a  misfortune  will  soon 
house.  This  coffin  will  not  be  carried  ou 

I  would  willingly  have  said  a  frien 
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Jeparturc,  for  she  was  unhappy  and  liad  hhcwi  d 
kindly  disposed  towards  us,  but  tliis  scene  and 
I  words  had  confused  me,  and  when  I  had  col- 
my  thoughts,  she  was  gone,  and  ma  chire  mire 
AUing  me  impatiently  to  come  to  her. 
»iinseller  Hok  took  the  lead  in  his  carriage,  in  ordc» 
!iir  the  way ;  ma  ch^e  mire  and  Bruno,  together  with 
,  followed  in  her  great  family  carriage,  and  I  and 
1,  in  our  cabriolet,  closed  the  procession, 
t  arrived  in  safety.  It  was  an  agreeable  sight  to 
Id  Jean  Jacques,  and  Jane  Maria,  dressed  in 
lay  clothes,  stepping  out  at  the  gate,  adorned  with 
re  wreaths  in  order  to  meet  us  on  our  arrival ;  it 
pleasant  to  see  a  crowd  of  servants,  and  retainers, 
demonstrations  of  joy  and  attachment  in  their 
tenances  collected  around  ma  chire  mire,  as  she 
)ed  out  of  the  carriage.  Feelings  of  deep  emotion 
joy  appeared  to  modify  her  usual  pride,  as  leaning 
16  ann  of  her  son,  she  ascended  the  steps  amid  the 
d,  who  raised  their  voices  in  good  wishes  and  bless- 
As  soon  as  ma  chdre  mire  had  ascended  the  steps, 
■emained  standing,  turnejd  herself  round  and  made 
•tion  with  her  hand,  as  if  to  command  silence, 
fter  she  had  coughed  a  few  times  in  order  to  clear 
ro'ice,  and  to  control  her  emotion,  she  delivered 
bllowing  speech  : — 

My  dear  friends,  followers,  and  servants  I  It  is 
great  joy  that  I  now  see  you  collected  around  me, 
>c  it  known  to  you,  that  it  has  pleased  the  Almighty 
»tore  to  me  my  dear  son,  Bruno  Mansfelt,  who 
.ong  been  distant  from  his  home,  but  is  now  re- 
ed, you  see  him  now  at  my  left  hand,  and  he  has 
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lately  saved  my  life  at  the  peril  of  his  own,  for  itplestffd 
God  to  frighten  my  old  horses  with  lightning,  by  wbich 
my  life  was  in  jeopardy,  and  it  was  saved  by  my  ion, 
at  the  expense  of  severe  injuries  done  to  himself,  by  the 
horscB,  it  is  on  this  account  that  he  yet  wean  the 
bandage  about  his  head,  as  you  now  see,  my  frieixU. 
My  friends,  followers,  and  servants !  J  tell  you  that  1 
have  really  acknowledged  and  recognised  this  man  as  my 
only  son  Bruno,  and  desire  and  request  you,  friends  and 
servants,  from  this  time  forth,  to  consider  and  treat  bim 
in  all  points,  as  my  son  and  rightful  heir,  and  to  testify  to 
him  at  all  times,  and  on  all  occasions,  the  same  respect 
and  the  same  obedience  which  you  have  ever  rendered 
to  me,  and  I  also  hope  and  believe  that  my  son  will 
shew  himself  worthy  of  it,  and  be  to  you  a  just  and 
good  master.  And  I  now  beg  of  you  dear  friends,  to 
unite  with  me  in  imploring  the  divine  blessing  on  bis 
head." 

A  hearty  ''Long  live  Bruno  Mansfelt ! "  followed  this 
speech,  and  they  pressed  around  ma  chire  mire  and 
Bruno,  to  shake  them  by  the  hand  ;  but  ma  chire  mtn 
brought  this  far  too  exciting  scene  adroitly  to  a  close, 
by  saying,  "  many  thanks  to  you,  dear  friends,  but  you 
must  now  excuse  my  son  from  staying  any  longer  with 
you,  for  he  is  yet  much  weakened  by  his  wounds,  and 
needs  repose.  But  on  Sunday  we  will  talk  longer  toge- 
ther. On  Sunday,  I  invite  all  you  who  are  assembled 
here  to  a  dinner  at  Karlsfors,  that  you  may  enjoy  your- 
selves with  me.  Ale  and  wine  shall  flow  in  abundance, 
and  every  one  who  will  participate  in  my  joy,  and 
drink  the  health  of  my  son,  is  heartily  welcome.  Adieu  I 
adieu !  my  dear  children."     And  with  these  words  she 
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took  Bruno's  arm  and  entered  the  hou«(c. 

Bruno  was  in  reality  faint  and  weak,  and  ma  chdre 
m^re  was  unwearied  in  her  affectionate  tenderness 
and  care  for  him.  She  appeared  as  she  arranged 
Bruno's  room  and  herself  made  his  hcd,  to  have  become 
young  again,  and  seemed  pleased  in  doing  it  like  a 
happy  and  youthful  mother. 

Bruno  spent  many  hours  entirely  alone  in  his  room, 
and  when  he  came  down  to  us,  he  looked  very  pale,  yet 
he  brightened  up  under  the  influence  of  the  increasing 
happiness  of  his  mother.  And  this  had  an  enlivening 
eflfect  upon  us  all.  Ma  cMre  mire  had  so  earnestly  en- 
treated Bjbm  and  myself  to  remain  till  evening,  that  we 
were  obliged  to  comply,  but  I  was  not  perfectly  happy 
till  we  drove  in  the  bright  moonlight  to  our  dear  Rosen- 
vik.  When  1  at  last  found  myself  in  my  own  room,  I 
skipped  about  fur  joy,  and  embraced,  and  kissed  my 
little  Sissa,  who  returned  my  caresses  eagerly  and 
affectionately.     Bjorn  looked  on  and  laughed. 

This  morning  Bjorn  went  to  Karlsfors,  before  he 
proceeded  to  town,  and  my  good  husband  sent  a  mes* 
senger  to  me  from  thence  with  the  following  lines : 

**  Two  words  are  certainly  better  than  none,  and  I 
wish  that  my  Franciska  would  rejoice  with  me 
that  all  here  is  going  on  so  well.  Bruno  is  much 
better  to-day.  Ma  chire  mire  has  not  been  for  many 
years  so  cheerful  and  so  happy;  I  am  also  joyful, 
pleased  with  the  reconciled  parties,  pleased  with  the 
sun,  pleased  with  my  wife:  and  am,  for  time  and 
eternity,  yours 

Bjorn." 

"  P.S. — Do  not  go  out  this  evening,  dear  Franciska* 
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Ma  chire  mire  has  determuied  to  send  for  you,  bat  do 
not  let  that  call  you  away;  I  should  like  to  spend 
one  more  evening  quietly  with  you,  at  Rosenvik." 

Go  out  ?     No*,  my  dear  Bjom,  not  if  the  king  him- 
self  hush,  hare  comes  a  carriage.     It  is  a^  king, 

my  Bjom. 

September  22iid. 

Do  you  rememher,  Maria,  a  little  song  which  begins, 
*^  Trust  not  in  life,  trust  not  in  joy  ?"  This  I  might 
sing  to  day,  had  I  the  least  desire  to  sing,  but  that  I 
have  not  The  day  before  yesterday  I  threw  by  my 
pen  with  so  much  joy,  and  6ew  to  meet  my  Bjom.  But 
when  I  saw  him  I  stood  checked  and  silent  He 
was  pale  and  looked  excited,  although  he  extended  hit 
dear  hand  to  me  as  affectionately  as  ever. 
"  What  is  the  matter,  Bjom  ?  Are  you  ill  V* 
"  No  !" 

"  Has  anything  unpleasant  happened  to  you  2  Ah, 
tell  me  what  it  is  ?'* 

**  1  will  tell  you  by  and  bye  !** 
That  "by  and  bye"  came  soon,  for  Bjom  saw  my 
anxiety,  and  as  we  were  alone  in  the  ante-chamber, 
he  sat  down  on  the  sofa,  drew  me  towards  him,  threw 
one  of  his  arms  around  my  neck,  and  said  quietly  and 
tenderly : 

"It  is  but  a  worldly  care,  my  Franciska,  which  yo.i, 
as  I  am  convinced,  will  bear  as  well,  if  not  better  than 
I  myself.  Look  here !  read  it  yourself!"  And  so 
saying,  Bjiira  placed  a  letter  in  my  hand.  It  came 
from  Peter,  and  was  written  in  evident  haste,  and  bore 
traces  of  strong  mental  excitement  It  contained  tbe 
communication  that  the  house  of  L.  and  C.  in  which 
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Bjorn,  on  Peter's  advice,  had  placed  ibe  wliolo  of  his 
property,  had  been  made  bankrupts,  and  were  involved 
to  Buch  an  extent  as  to  leave  no  hope  to  the  creditors 
6t  recoTcring  the  least  part  of  their  property.  Peter's 
Httle  savings  were  also  by  the  same  means  lost,  and 
that  which  Bjom  had  accumulated  by  the  dint  of  twenty 
years  patient  exertions  was  at  the  same  time  irretriev- 
ably gone. 

'  Brother,"  so  Peter  concluded  his  letter,  "  what  I 
have  lost  is  trifling,  and  the  misfortune  is  the  just 
reward  of  my  want  of  prudence ;  but  you  arc  injured 
tiirough  my  folly,  and  that  plunges  me  into  despair.  It 
is  the  bitterest  feeling  which  I  have  experienced  during 
ny  whole  life.  If  I  were  xiot  detained  here  by  the  law- 
•ait  in  the  W.  case,  I  should  now,  instead  of  writing, 
have  been  with  you,  have  thrown  myself  into  your  arms, 
and  have  implored  your  forgiveness  I" — some  following 
lines  were  written  unintelligibly.  A  spot  upon  the 
paper,  evidently  proceeding  from  a  tear,  made  the  lapt 
word  unintelligible.  On  this  spot  Bjorn's  eyes  fixed. 
"  My  poor  Peter,"  said  he,  and  great  tears  now 
began  to  roll  down  his  pale  cheeks.  He  leaned  his  head 
upon  my  breast  and  for  some  time  wept  violently,  I 
said  nothing,  but  kissed  his  forehead,  and  made  him  feel 
that  I  understood  him,  and  sympathized  with  him.  He 
became  more  composed,  and  after  a  little  while  we 
began  to  talk  calmly  of  what  had  happened,  and  of  our 
present  circumstances. 

"  I  now  stand,"  said  Bjdm,  "  in  precisely  the  same 
position,  in  which  I  was  twenty  years  ago.  The  pros- 
pect of  an  old  age  free  from  care  has  vanished.  For 
myself  only,  I  bhould  not  have  cared,  were  I  alone." 
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"  Bjorn/*  I  replied,  "  would  you  live  without  me  r 

**  Not  for  the  whole  world,"  he  answered,  **  but  I 
wished  you  to  share  my  prosperity,  not  my  want" 

"  Prosperity  and  adversity  too,  Bjom  I  Did  we  not 
vow  at  our  marriage  to  share  with  one  another  jdeasiire 
and  pain  ?  Believe  then,  that  it  is  joy  to  me  to  share 
your  grief,  and  that  I  can  suffer  no  real  sorrow,  so  long 
as  you  entertain  the  same  feelings  of  affection  for  ne 
as  I  cherish  for  you." 

I  will  not  communicate  to  you  any  more  of  this 
conversation.  You,  Maria,  will  be  able  to  imagine 
what  followed.  Ah  it  is  so  natural,  so  easy,  and  so 
sweet,  for  a  wife  to  afford  consolation,  and  pow  out 
her  love  on  such  occasions.  Shame  be  on  those  wIm 
consider  this  as  a  merit ;  it  is  an  ei^oyment,  sadi 
moments  abound  in  riches ;  never  is  die  love  finr  each 
other  more  deeply  felt  than  then.  Bj&m  appeared  also 
to  feel  this,  he  understood  my  resignation,  and  saw  that 
courage  and  resignation  would  never  be  wanting  on  my 
part.  He  was  more  affectionate  towards  me  than  usual ; 
indeed  he  appeared  thankful  for  iny  tenderness,  but  hia 
countenance  did  not  brighten  up,  his  brow  was  clouded 
with  care  as  he  walked  up  and  down  with  his  arm 
folded  on  his  breast :  he  did  not  spit ;  he  has  now  laid 
aside  that  habit.  "  Poor  Peter !"  he  at  length  ejacu- 
lated, with  a  deep  sigh,  "  I  can  understand  what  hs 
feels.     J  wish  that  I  could — " 

'  Go  to  him  ?"  I  quickly  interrupted  him,  anticipa- 
ting the  cause  of  Bjorn's  depression  of  spirits.  **  But 
how  can  you  go  away  from  your  patients  ?" 

"  I  have  not  many  just  now,  and  at  this  moment  no 
dangerous  cases.     My  friend,  Doctor  O.,  could  attend 
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i  in  my  abtence.    I  could  conveniently  leave  thevo, 
-at  Buch  a  moment,  not— my  wife  V* 
Oh*  then  go,  my  fijorn,  your  wife  is  not  fooliHh. 
,  umI  reatore  repose  to  Peter,  and  relieve  your  heurt. 

or  wifo  will  be  mindful  of  you  and  regulate  every 

.ng  in  domeadc  affairs.   Be  not  concerned  about  her, 

,ikn  I  the  will  neither  be  uneasy  nor  impatient,  but  be 

credit  to  her  husband.' 

Bjom  extended  his  hand  to  me,  and  his  countenance 
low,  for  the  first  time,  brightened  up.  Oh,  that  noble 
nan !  His  brother's  affliction  had  depressed  his  spirits 
more  than  his  own  loss.  After  the  journey  wa8  deter- 
mined upon,  he  became  calm,  and  we  conversed  till 
iate  at  night  on  our  circumstances,  and  how  we  were 
to  arrange  them  for  the  future.  That  the  joy  of  n)y 
little  feast  had  vanished  you  will  easily  perceive.  For 
the  first  time  since  we  were  married,  Jijorn  could  not 
be  prevailed  upon  to  take  a  morsel,  and  I  could  not 
even  think  of  eating. 

The  duck  remained  untouched,  but  was  privately 
put  away  into  the  pantry  till  the  next  day. 

Before  we  went  to  sleep,  all  was  as  well  and  as  joy- 
ftd  with  us  as  though  no  misfortunes  had  befallen  our 
family,  and  so  we  closed  the  day  as  we  had  done  so 
many  others,  by  giving  thanks  to  the  Almighty  for  our 
happiness. 

Yesterday   Bjbrn  went  first  to  the  town,  where  he 
wished  to  spend  the  day,  yet  he  wished  to  travel  furtht  r 
that  evening.     He  has  remained  away  ulrcady  about  a 
fortnight    That  is  a  long  time  to  stay.     I  now  sit  here  < 
as  a  widow,  and  feel  that  my  spirits  are  not  ho  elastic  ha  I 
they  were  in  the  first  moments  of  our  misfortunes,  but! 
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purpose  of  pleasure. 

I  am  seriously  turning  over  in  my  mind  ti 
of  fiffain  giving  lessons  in  music.  Oh,  Be 
which  has  here  fallen  on  the  paper ;  no  ma 
1  Know  well  that  all  will  go  on  and  prosper 
only  keep  courage  in  our  minds,  and  peace  i: 
and  home.  How  unworthy  would  it  be  i 
men*  myself  about  the  future,  while  I  yet 
of  the  greatest  blessings  of  life,  my  good 
uiable  husband. 

Bjorn  wishes  that  our  misfortune  may  rema 
possible  unknown  in  the  neighbourhood,  an 
care  tK^t  from  me  no  one  shall  discover  it.  1 1 
promise  to  Bjorn,  will  be  calm,  and  devote  n 
to  my  work.  I  have  much  to  do  in  the  gan 
a  number  of  rose-bushes  to  plant ;  and  if 
myself  inhale  the  fragrance  of  the  rosei  wel 
others  may  enjoy  their  sweetness. 

September  2Srd. 
I  am  quite  enlivened  by  my  labours  in 
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that  Serena  hai  opened  her  heart  to  me — that  kind, 
pure,  affectionate  heart  All  is  aa  I  thought  Serena 
loTes  Bruno,  and  Bruno  Invei  Serena ;  yet  theconnexion 
between  them  appears  now  to  he  broken  oft.  I  do  not 
believe  that  it  will  remain  so ;  but,  ought  I  to  wish  for 
their  union  ?  Ah  I  I  do  not  know.  Serena  is  pale  to 
day ;  it  is  easy  to  see  that  she  has  suffered  much.  She 
it  now  making  our  tea,  and  stands  at  the  table  pensively 
and  gracefully,  with  traces  of  melancholy  on  hur  coun- 
tenance. I  related  to  her  at  full  length  all  that  I  had 
lately  witnessed  at  Ramm,  and  observed  her  grow  i>ale, 
blush,  weep,  and  her  countenance  cleur  up  in  radiant 
raptures.  "  The  tea  is  ready !"  "  I  am  coming,  my 
angel !"  Good  evening,  dear  Miu-ia !  "  I  hope  to  sleep 
well  to-night  1"  I  shall  be  with  ma  chiri  vtdrc  to-mor- 
row. I  have  been  writing  daily  to  Djurn.  It  has  be- 
come a  large  packet  of  important  nonsense. 

Later 

I  have  been  alarmed,  and  am  still  quite  full  of 
anxiety.  As  Serena  wished  to  go  home,  1  accompanied 
her  up  the  court  The  air  was  unusually  mild  for  this 
season  of  the  year,  and  Nature  in  her  autumnal  and 
half  melancholy  beauty,  stood  calmly  illumined  by  the 
warm  glow  of  evening.  Serena  ap])eared  to  feel  the 
moment  replete  with  enjoyment,  and  she  said,  as  wc 
went  a  few  steps  towards  the  garden,  "  Do  you  nut 
think,  Franciska,  that  there  is  now  and  then  in  the  at- 
mosphere something  resembling  what  one  calls  kind- 
ness, which,  like  it,  finds  its  way  to  the  heart  ?  One 
feels  kind  by  it" 

"  You  speak  exactly  my  own  sentiments,  Serena ; 
but  1  must  ask  besides,  whether  you  do  not  feel  an  in- 


160  THE    NEIGHBOURS. 

cli nation  in  gloSkny  autumn  weather  to  give  way  to 
gloomy  thoughts?" 

**  Ah,  yes !"  answered  Serena,  smiling,  *' but  we  mint 
then  seek  the  breezes  of  a  higher  spring." 

"  But  this  is  not  always  so  easy ;  and,  perhaps,  it  ii 
impossible  for  those  who  do  not  love." 

"  Yes,  happy  those  who  have  something  to  love  in 
heaven  or  earth ;  but  who,"  added  she,  whibtheroooB- 
tenance  beamed  as  if  it  were  irradiated,  "  who,  indeed, 
can  avoid  it  ?  Is  not  the  world  full  of  objects  worthy 
of  love  ?  and  does  it  not  rest  with  ourselves  to  opei 
our  souls  to  them  ?  And  are  we  not,  also,  just  now,"  ind 
she  looked  at  the  same  time  upon  the  beautiful  luid- 
scnpe  around  us,"  surrounded  by  living  beings  wivtliy 
of  our  love  ?  Ah !  it  appears  to  me  that  voices  tpetk 
from  trees  and  flowers,  from  creatures,  and  from  ibe 
stars ;  they  tell  me  of  the  great  and  merciful  Creator, 
and  of  the  life  which  He  has  bestowed  upon  tbem. 
Every  where  a  soul  meets  mine  which  resembles  my 
own,  which  I  can  understand  and  love;  and  where  or 
in  what  state  of  life,  do  not  voices  sound  from  the  beings 
and  things  which  surround  us?  All  that  is  required  of 
us  is,  to  lend  to  them  a  pure  and  open  ear." 

"And  a  pure  heart,"  added  I,  embracing  her ;  *'  yWi 
then  would  the  whole  human  life  be  a  continued  cou- 
verse  with  God,  and  we  should  experience  neither 
affliction,  nor  weariness,  but — " 

"  But,  I  forget  everything  while  I  am  conversing 
with  you."  Serena  interrupted  me.  "The  canriagc 
has  already  been  waiting  some  time.  I  must  awiy- 
Adieu !  dearest  Franciska,  adieu ! 

Serena  departed,  and  scarcely  had  she  vanished  from 
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r  tight  than  it  fell  upon  a  pair  of  ey4t  whose  exprcs- 
n  waa  in  g^eat  contrast  to  those  of  Serena.  They 
»wed  like  two  flaming  coals  from  among  the  Syringa 
ihea,  behind  which  their  possessor  was  concealed.  I 
rted,  thought  of  Lucifer,  and  sured  at  the  two  glowing 
sa.  They  were  now  fixed  upon  me,  and  Ilagar  sprang 
th  from  the  bushes  before  me.  With  a  look,  to  which 
r  yiolently  excited  feelings  gave  a  wild expressiun  of 
ror,  she  came  to  me  and  asked  me  vehemently,  "  Was 
the  f  she  whom  he  loves  ? — say,  was  that  she  ?  I 
leavnured  calmly  to  prove  to  her  my  ignorance  of  the 
Dject  of  her  inquiry,  but  at  this  instant  sonie  one 
proached,  and  Ilagar  stamped  violently  with  her  foot, 
1  wrung  her  hands  as  if  she  were  insane,  whilst  she 
ittered  between  lier  teeth,  "  Woe !  woe  to  her  and 
t !"  with  these  words  she  rushed  oiH 
Unnerved  and  astonished  I  went  into  the  house, 
ilst  saying  to  myself,  "  there  is  a  difference  between 
e  and  love,  there  is  no  ditTerence  between  whom,  how, 
1  what." 

rhia  occurrence  has  disturbed  and  disquieted  me. 
>u]d  to  Heaven  that  Bjom  were  at  home  safe  again. 


L.     VOL    ir. 


162  THE  NEIGHBOURS. 


XIV. 

SEVENTEENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISRA   WERNER    TO    MARIA   M. 

Rosenvik,  Sept  28th. 
Things  go  on  somewhat  strangely  with  ma  chire  mirt 
since  the  day  on  which  she  returned  to  Karlsfors.  Slie 
is  not  exactly  like  herself;  she  is  so  w6nderfully  sriU, 
and  as  if  sunk  in  a  dream.  Her  step  and  her  voice  sound 
no  longer  through  the  large  rooms  at  Karlsfors.  One 
hears  now  no  domestic  storms,  no  reproachful  words, 
but  also  no  more  proverbs,  and  no  more  of  her  cheerful 
domestic  jokes.  Every  day  she  appears  to  be  less  oc- 
cupied with  what  goes  on  about  her.  If  the  inspector 
and  the  steward  come  to  inquire  about  the  afiairs  of  the 
estate,  she  refers  them  to  Jean  Jacques  ;  if  the  ser\ant 
maids  come  to  speak  about  their  occupation,  she  sends 
them  to  Miss  Tutten.  Tutten  comes  to  hand  in  her 
accounts  and  to  receive  her  commands ;  sometimes  waits, 
speaks  and  makes  many  proposals  without  receiving 
an  answer.  Ma  chire  mdre  appears  at  length  to  forget 
that  she  is  in  the  room,  and  Tutten,  after  she  has 
coughed  and  wondered,  and  asked,  and  waited,  goes 
away  concerned,  but  still  inwardly  rejoiced  at  the 
prospect  of  becoming  the  only  governor  and  ruler  in 
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but  suddenly  falls  into  the  way  of  Jane 
>  has  gradually  obtained  the  supreme  autho- 
;r.  Ma  eliire  mire  is  altered  even  in  her  con  - 
is  Bruno ;  and  when  he  is  in  the  room  slic 
Q  silently,  and  with  a  fixed  look.  Ye8terd:iy 
16  sat  with  her  eyes  steadily  fixed  upon  him, 
ears  roll  down  her  cheeks.  They  were  tlie 
seen  ma  cftire  mire  shed  since  she  had  re- 
r  son.  What  can  it  be  that  disturbs  ma  chire 
hat  means  this  silence,  this  unwonted  still- 
ly  it  not  threaten  an  attack  of  hypochon- 
something  worse  ?  I  am  much  disquieted. 
>,  has  forebodings  of  some  evil.  Yesterday 
le  aside,  and  inquired  anxiously  into  his 
Ate ;  to  this  1  could  give  him  no  reply,  and 
J,  Bjom  is  not  here.     What  shall  we  do  witli- 

I  have  written  to  him  as  to  the  state  of 
)rder  that  if  practicable,  he  may  hasten  his 

October  Srd. 
ly  I  received  a  letter  from  Bjom.    He  is  still 
I  his  epistolary  than  in  his  verbal  commuiii- 
t  his  words  always  carry  with  them  matter 

I  could  see  from  his  letter,  (although  it  did 

in  words)  that  Peter  had  derived  new  life 
•rival,  and  that  his  journey  had  been  of  use 
an  one  respect.     About  Ebba,   Bjorn  wrote, 

like  a  little  bird,  which  when  it  grows  dark, 
ead  under  its  wings'*     It  is  well  that  Peter 

wing;  upon  the  whole,  Djbrn's  letter  was 
y  good  and  consolatory.  He  thinks  that  on 
of  October,  he  will  be  able  to  rclutn.    "Wa."^ 
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he  come  soon !  His  presence  is  most  necessary,  I  am 
becoming  more  and  more  uneasy  about  ma  d^he  mht. 
A  great  change  is  certainly  impending  over  ber,  sod 
now  as  I  have  serious  fears  about  her,  I  feel  more  and 
more  how  highly  I  value  her.  She  has  been  f  jr  the 
last  few  days  more  quiet  and  more  reserved  than  efcr, 
and  appears  to  enjoy  a  sort  of  inward  repose;  bat 
in  her  actions,  in  all  that  she  does  and  undertako. 
there  prevails  an  uncertainty,  a  confusion,  and  h^ 
lessness  which  is  a  great  contrast  to  her  former  active 
and  bustling  manner.  She  is  also  at  present  so  ob* 
usually  mild  and  kind  that  the  domestics  are  both  arto* 
nished  and  delighted  at  it  They  look  at  one  anoAcr 
«nd  at  us,  and  appear  to  ask,  «  What  is  coming?"  Aid 
I  say  the  same  to  mysel£ 

OefoberTYk. 

Ah  Maria !  now  I  know  all,  and  you  shall  know  iS 
'voo.  Bjom  came  home  yesterday  evening.  I  reeehral 
nim  as  though  he  were  the  only  person  in  the  world*— 
N.B.,  myself  excepted.  What  he  told  to  me  of  hii 
journey,  of  our  affairs,  of  Peter  and  Ebba,  I  will  cois- 
municate  to  you  at  another  opportunity.  I  will  merdj 
relate  to  you  what  occurred  yesterday. 

It  was  Sunday,  and  by  noon,  we  were  at  Karlsfen 
Bjorn*8  eyes  were  fixed  inquiringly  on  ma  chiremht,  and 
his  gprimaces  indicated  nothing  good,  t.  e.  there  wu  an 
entire  absence  of  them,  which  is  a  mark  that  IB^oni  if 
serious  and  melancholy.  At  table  ma  ehire  mirt  bad 
Bjom  at  her  right  hand,  and  Bruno  at  her  left  Sbc 
was  silent  and  reserved  as  usual  for  some  time,  batven 
pale.  Her  carriage  was  also  not  so  dignified,  nor  her 
toilet  so  weU  arranged  as  they  were  wont  to  be.     Her 
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moked  on  her  head,  and  a  few  locks  of  silTery 
from  under  it  on  her  pale  cheeks.  It  grieyed 
ok  at  her. 

we  had  partaken  of  soup,  ma  ehirt  wUre  poured 
!  wine  for  Bruno.  The  wine  ran  in  a  stream 
ible-doth,  and  she  did  not  perceiTe  it.  Bruno 
>  take  the  decanter  out  of  her  hand  whilst  he 
[other  you  are  pourinf^  wine  on  the  doth." 
I V*  she  said,  with  a  melancholy  tone.  "  Now 
« that  it  is  all  oyer  with  me.  Pour  out  the  wine 
my  son,  your  modier  will  never  do  it  more ;" 
e  words,  she  placed  the  decanter  on  the  table, 
ie  chair  hack,  and  rose.  We  all  stood  up  at 
time — "  Sit  still  !*'  said  w»a  dkirt  wUre  with  a 
eradTe  tone,  *'sit  still,  no  one  shall  follow  me." 
ioned  with  her  hand,  and  walked  slowly  and 
Jly  through  the  midst  of  the  astonished  do- 
)ut  hit  against  the  door,  on  which  Bjom  and 
rang  up  hastily.  She  turned  herself  quickly 
i  exclaimed :  "  Whoever  follows  me,  is  not 
L  All  of  you  remain  here  quietly,"  she  added 
:  milder,  "  I  will  send  tor  you  in  a  short  time." 
ma  ehire  mire'i  character  too  well  to  contra- 
■xpressed  wishes.  But  you  can  scarcely  pic- 
lurself  in  what  a  situation  we  all  were.  We 
ut  an  hour  in  the  most  painful  suspense.  I  felt 
's  sorrow.  With  knitted  and  gloomy  eyebrows 
up  and  down  the  room,  and  now  and  then 
3old  sweat  from  his  pale  forehead.  At  length 
if  the  quiet  servant-maid  was  not  like  herself, 
(wildered  look  and  hesitating  voice,  she  told 
jfht  come  in  to  her  mistreas.    Bnmo  lu&Xv^ 
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end  against  the  Almighty.  If  we  throw  small 
at  him,  he  throws  larger  ones  back  to  us.  In 
ond  place  we  are  all  short-sighted  mortals,  and 
ttle  of  what  is  good  for  ourselves,  and  for  others, 
erefore  my  children,  in  tlie  third  place  it  is  well 

to  humble  ourselves  under  the  hand  of  the 
nd  to  submit  to  Him,  for  He  knows  well  what 
s." 

ild  no  longer  restrain  myself,  I  threw  myself 
;  on  ma  efiire  mire*s  neck,  whilst  I  exclaimed ; 

will  assist  you,  ma  cliire  m^e,  he  will  restore  to 
ir  eyesight." 

>e  to  be  able  to  do  so,"  said  Bjom,  as  he  stepped 
took  her  hand  and  closely  examined  her  eyes. 
I  cataract;  it  can  be  cured.     In  one,  or  in  two 

will  be  matiure,  and  an  operation  can  then  be 
led." 
*&  Anders,"  said  ma  cA^re  mdre,  as  she  pressed  his 

I  will  trust  to  you,  and  in  this  belief  I  will  live 

I  will  wait  patiently  until  the  day  arrives  on 

!  shall  see  again  the  fair  light  of  the  sun.     And 

it  even  never  re-appear  to  me  here  upon  earth, 

I  still  sit  patiently  in  darkness.     I  have  at  an 

period  of  my  existence,  lived  in  yet  preatcr 
;s ;  now  I  am  proportionately  happy.  My  eyes 
2cn  allowed  to  feast  themselves  on  a  great  joy, 
lOUgh  I  can  no  more  see  my  son,  still  I  can  hear 
n  ami  you  all,"  she  added,  as  if  fearing  tocom- 
ict  of  injustice  to  any  one  of  us. 
3  stood  leaning  over  his  mother,  his  head  was 
er  hers,  and  she  felt  his  breath  on  her  forehead. 
ou,  my  son  ?"  said  she  tenderly,  auOLiaVs^^Vct 
d  eyi's. 
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**  Yea,  my  oiotlier/'  amweted  he  in  a  palhetk  pi 
melodiiPUS  voice» 

'*Tben,  give  nae  your  atm,  my  son,  ana  lead  inc  ml 
the  aute-clmxQber  !'^  said  ma  thi're  m^tey  *'and  ajil  p% 
my  cluldren,  accompany  us.  Eruno  aU&U  pljiy  to  u% 
and  we  will  &1L  be  as  btibre.  It  is  my  wiah,  my  cbiMreo^ 
Ihat  you  ehould  not  tillow  this  misfortune  c»f  mbc  to 
troiible  you,  ^nd  do  not  imagine  that  ydu  must  twdm 
with  me.  No  one  shaiihave  more  trouble  than  be  to 
ill  taking  care  of  me,  in  waiting  upon  me,  and  m  fup* 
porting  me-  I  will  be  my  own  helper  ;  ami  if  I  staiw 
ill  nifed  of  the  hand  or  of  the  eye  of  atioiher,  J  wiUait 
for  itt  and  I  am  convinced  tliat  this  a&siatance  will  ^ 
be  wanting  to  me.  As  to  the  rest,  we  will  make  » 
lit  Lie  as  possible  of  this  nJfair»  It  is  an  old  womafl' 
comfort  to  complmn  and  lament,  said  om  grtut  kiJ^ 
Gustavns  AdolphuSr  and  I  acid  that  it  i&  proper  ffif  CTfiJ 
reasonable  being  to  liarcGod  in  his  li^art^  and  patieflOj' 
to  bear  the  cross  which  He  has  laid  upon  him/* 

VV'ith  these  words,  ma  cktre  mSre  roae  and  extendf^ 
her  arm  to  Bruno,  but  he  placed  his  around  ber,  W 
whilst  he,  with  infinite  tenderness,  raised  hi*r  h&ad  w 
his  lips,  he  led  her  out  of  the  room»  A  light  flcish 
glowed  at  this  moment  on  ma  cJt^re  mere's  pale  che«U 
and  wjih  a  Binile,  which  seemed  to  tell  of  nappinf^ 
Eiie  reclined  her  head  on  his  shoulder.  Thus  tli^fy  went 
out,  j^nd  we  followed  tliem.  Bruno  played  at  the  caa^ 
tn^itid  of  hi  a  mother,  and  played  divinely*  I  p*^** 
never  heard  any  one  produce  such  flouiida  &«Bi  ^ 
iiii^trumeut. 

'VHe  does  not  play  as  an  angel,  but  like  an  wdv- 
angel ^*'  &aid  ma  Mte.  mirc^  but  ha  he  po^ed  cTtt  m^ 
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oly  tones,  tbe  Mud:  ''Play  fomcthing 
cheerful,  my  dear,  that  is  too  aorrowftil  i"  For,  like  tbe 
tenoimed  wJeen  Elizabeth,  ua  e/Ure  wnere  liked  only 
cheerful  and  noisy  music. 

After  tbe  music  was  over,  general  comrersation 
began.  We  formed  a  circle  round  ma  ehire  mere,  and 
in  spite  of  her  injunction,  every  one  took  hi«  part  in 
•Dtertaining  her ;  for  never  was  converuticm  so  lively 
and  interesting,  and  ma  ekJhre  tmh^e  was  on  tliat  account 
memier  than  I  have  ever  seen  her.  Bruno  shone  in 
entertaining,  and  lively-told  narratives.  Ma  ehire  mirt 
uttered  exclamations,  sometimes  from  terror,  some- 
times from  surprise  and  pleasure,  and  I  (mn  that  I  did 
the  same.  Wonderful,  incoinpreheiutible,  interesting 
Bruno! 

With  such  conversation  the  afternoon  and  even- 
ing paased  away,  one  knew  not  how.  We  all  of 
OS  wondered,  when  supper  was  announced.  Ma.  ehirt 
wUrt  said,  as  she  rose :  "  My  dear  children,  you 
are  to-night  so  interesting,  so  charming,  that  I  could 
sit  up  the  whole  night  lintening  to  you.  But  he  who 
eata  out  of  the  kettle  lias  nothing  in  the  diuli,  and  we 
must  be  moderate  with  pleasure,  as  with  any  thing  else. 
I  have  not  found  myself  quite  well  to-day,  and  the  best 
thing  I  can  do,  is  to  go  to  bed.  I  thank  you  all,  my 
children,  for  this  happy  evening,  and  wish  you  a  pleasant 
repaat  and  a  good  night." 

Bruno  led  his  mother  into  her  chamber,  and  remained 

there  a  long  time  with  her.     When  he  returned  he  was 

eserved  and  sorrowful,  but  composed.     After  supper, 

he  talked  a  long  time  with  Bjcim  about  the  cataract, 

and  made  inquiries  about  the  kind  of  disease,  its 
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developments,  and  the  operation,  etc.,  all  of  which  the 
good  doctor  described  to  him  con  amare. 

Bjorn  considers  it  as  highly  probable  that  ma  dWri 
mdre's  blindness  has  proceeded  from  her  violent  agita- 
tion when  she  recognised  her  son, — but  Bruno  must  not 
suspect  anything  of  this. — Singular !  that  this  mother 
and  son  seem  as  if  destined  by  fate  to  be  the  cause  of 
each  other's  misfortune ;  but  now  as  darkness  has  fallen 
upon  her,  contention  must  cease,  and  the  angel  of 
reconciliation  who  has  decended  into  thdr  souls,  must 
spread  his  wings  over  their  future  lives. 

But  how  will  it  be  henceforward  in  other  respects 
with  ma  chire  m^re.  Will  her  unbending  character  be 
able  still  to  maintain  its  firmness?  Will  not  her 
powers  fail  ?  What  will  she  do  by  and  bye  ?  What  will 
she  employ  herself  with  ?  Will  not  she,  who  was  once 
so  active  and  stirring,  be  oppressed  by  inactivity,  be- 
come hypochondriacal,  irritable  and  complaining,  a 
burden  alike  to  herself  and  others  ?  **  Tell  me,  Bjdn, 
what  is  your  opinion  on  the  subject  ?  " 

"  Hem !  we  shall  see." 

October  9th. 

We  are  busy  arranging  our  affairs.  This  is  a 
more  difficult  task  than  we  at  first  calculated  upon. 
Debts  to  a  large  amount  will  weigh  heavily  upon  us. 
Djorn's  generosity  to  his  poor  relations  by  the  mother's 
side  now  falls  back  as  a  heavy  burden  upon  him.  Many 
ictreiichinents  will  be  made  in  our  domestic  economy, 
in  spite  of  which  I  see  very  plainly  that  in  the  winter 
ive  shall  be  placed  in  great  pecuniary  embarrassments. 
But  Bjorn  is  strong  and  in  good  health,  and  as  soon  as 
I  arrive  in  town  I  shall  commence  giving  music  lessons. 


,E  iit;iaiii»a(Tite. 


ifi 


seed  tliitlier.     BjarD  Iiaa  rented  i 

•ec  rooms  and  a  kitcb«ii. 

a  to  port  at  present  with  ma  ehirt 

1  taken  111  sinec  our  \nn  meetiti^,     I 

16,  my  heart  la  heavy.      There  are 

thing  appears  adverte  m  nm  but  we 

Tget  thdt  we  huve  enjoyed  much,  and 

happy  i  I  will  not  do  so,  I  will  not  em- 

nce  by  itii|iatjcnce,     I  hate  dulneas* 

3  MIm  HeUevi   HaU8;ciebe]   evor  did. 

now  fed)  burd^nB  and  trouble  which 

not  be  thrown  off;  we  must,  therefore, 

ear  them  ai  Ugh dy  as  we  cart. 

Octotier  t4th, 
1  chire  m^re  /No  one  could  support  a  mi»- 
or  more  senKibly  than  ihe  does ;  it  Ih  im- 
miit  with  more  propriety  to  the  chHsteiiing 
)rd.  She  has  entrusted  the  entire  matiage^ 
it  of  doorafTaira  to  Jean  Jaci{uei»  and  thut 
to  Jane  MariJii  and  has  reserved  only  to 
vilege  of  beinfrcDnflulted  in  certain  cobph* 
ion  she  has  delivered  to  ber  servant.^  and 
•ng  and  dlgnifted  oration.  (Tutten  hiii 
r  to  leave  m  springj  she  and  Jane  Maria 
?st  friends  with  one  another*)  Mn  thhe 
en  to  requeflt  the  at  tendance  of  a  person 
I  institution »  who,  during  the  winter  will 
^ral  thingrs^  dh  writinj;^,  playing  at  cardsp 
In  the  meanwinle  tthe  is  working  aasi- 
T  great  net,  und  pnicUxes  dillgentty  on 
She  is  calm,  good* tern pered»  and  even 
must  abd  flay  that  Jane  Maria  now  be« 
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haves  extremely  well  towards  her,  and  in  the  evening, 
with  praiseworthy  self-denial,  plays  old  sonatas  from 
Steibelt  and  Pleyel  avec  accompaynement  du  vtofon,  which 
ma  chire  mire  knows  from  memory ;  she  is  now  also  more 
affectionate  in  her  behaviour  towards  Jane  Maria,  which 
seems  to  be  gratifying  to  the  latter.  Bruno  goes  every 
day  to  Karlfors.  Ma  chire  mkre  already  distinguishes 
his  horse's  gallop  in  the  distance,  her  face  then  becomes 
flushed,  and  she  exclaims :  "  Now  be  is  coming ! " 
When  he  is  with  her,  her  manners  are  milder  and  more 
feminine.  Bruno  is  about  purchasing  Ramm,  and 
means  to  take  up  his  residence  there. 

October  15tlL 

We  have  to  day  made  many  pajrments,  which  has 
exhausted  all  the  money  which  we  had.  I  did  not  be- 
lieve that  we  had  a  penny  remaining,  when  I  dii- 
covered  that  we  yet  possessed  a  twelve-shilling  piece. 
I  was  so  delighted  with  this,  that  I  laughed  at  myself; 
then  J  wept,  and  at  length  I  laughed  again,  and  en- 
braced  my  Bjom. 

The  day  after  to-morrow  we  remove  to  town.  I  sm 
reflecting  with  joy  that  we  shall  there  see  Serena,  and 
the  excellent  old  Dahls.  '  In  other  respects  we  shall 
make  no  acquaintances,  but  live  quietly  to  ourselves. 
The  winter  will  pass  over  tolerably  well,  but  the  spring 
— ah !  in  the  spring,  when  every  thing  in  the  country 
is  so  beautiful ;  when  the  air  and  the  flowers,  when  the 
butterflies,  and  the  song  of  birds — but  I  will  not  make 
myself  melancholy  on  that  account.  No,  I  will  noti 
I  will  have  flowers  in  my  room,  and  be  a  singing  bird 
and  a  butterfly  myself  for  them  and  my  Bjom. 
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XV. 

EIGHTEENTH  LETTER. 

FRANCXIKA  WERNER  TO  MARIA    M. 

W 20th  Oct.  18— 

We  have  now  been  three  dayi  in  town.  On  Monday 
morning  we  left  Rosenvik,  not  without  tears  on  my 
part — that  I  confesi, — but  I  took  good  care  that  Bjorn 
■hould  not  tee  them.  Ah  1  I  am  no  more  to  call  tha 
lovely  little  dwelling  my  home.  The  morning  was  dull 
and  cold,  snow  whirled  in  the  air,  and  the  road  was  ren- 
dered rough  by  the  previous  night's  frost.  Poor  little 
Polio  had  to  pull  and  to  draw  Bear  and  his  little  wife. 
We  breakfasted  at  the  Birds'-nest  whither  Miss  Hel- 
levi  Hausgiebcl  had  given  ui  a  pressing  invitation. 
Her  good  coffee,  together  with  the  accompanying  dain- 
ties, her  pretty  museum,  as  also  her  cheerful  conversa- 
tion, re-animated  me,  and  I  was  again  in  good  spirits, 
by  the  time  I  reached  town. 

Our  three  little  rooms  are  neat  and  comfortable,  but 
the  sun  does  not  shine  on  them,  which  I  am  sorry  for. 
Farewell,  my  flowers  I  Well,  one  can  live  even  without 
them.  I  have  for  the  last  few  days,  been  putting  things 
to  rights ;  yesterday  I  put  up  the  curtains  in  our  rooma 
myself.  Serena  was  here  and  assisted  me.  How  in- 
teretting  the  conversation  waa  then  you  may  imagine* 


174  THE  NEIGHBOURS. 

"  My  angel,  give  me  that  piece  of  muslin ! "  — "  Have 
you  the  scissors  ?  "  —  "Where  is  the  needle-case?" 
"  Here ! "— "  The  hammer  7  "— "  There !  '*— "  Are  the 
plaits  crooked  ?  "— "  A  little— to  the  left"—"  The  nail 
is  blunt" — "  Here  is  another."  And  then  again  a  liltle 
joking  and  laughter.  In  Serena's  company  my  em- 
ployments hecome  a  source  of  pleasure  to  me;  she 
makes  every  thing  easy  and  delightful.  By  noon  we 
had  every  thing  in  order,  and  when  Bjorn  came  home 
I  led  him  with  some  pride  into  his  room,  which  he  had 
never  before  seen  so  neat 

"Ha,  the  deuce!"  he  exclaimed,  staring  and  mak- 
ing grimaces,  with  all  his  might. 

Serena  dined  with  us.  She  was  in  good  spirits,  and 
jested  with  Bjorn  :  our  dinner  was  nice,  ^d  it  was  a 
pleasant  repast.  When  Serena  left  us  in  the  afternoon, 
Bjorn  fell  into  a  kind  of  transport  about  her,  and  fx- 
claimed : 

*'  She  is  a  complete  angel !" 

"  Yes,  Bjorn,  and  therefore  she  would  certainly  not 
make  a  proper  wife  for  you." 

"  Decidedly  not ;  just  as  little  as  I  a  fit  husband  for 
her.     Only  one  suits  me,  and  that  is — my  wife." 

"  Come,  that  is  indeed  excellent" 

Every  thing  in  my  little  dwelling  is  now  in  good 
order.  If  I  had  only  the  sun !  But,  thanks  be  to  God ! 
I  possess  home's  brightest  sun — peace. 

November  1st 

Our  misfortune  is  now  generally  known.  Do  you 
know  the  way  in  which  we  first  became  acquaintec 
with  this?  It  was  thus:  Bruno  came  to  Bjorn  on 
morning,  with  great  eagerness,  and  placed  one  half  c 
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^is  property  at  the  diRposnl  of  my  husband.  It  f.ivo 
nim  psiin,  when  Bjiirn  would  only  accept  of  a  Inan.  and 
tliat  only  Rufficient  to  liquidate  a  prcssin?T  do'.it.  'I  I.  • 
Rood  old  Dahl  came  in  person  to  olFer  his  Fcr\i-ts. 
-All  our  acquaintances  have  sliovvn  us  inncli  fricii'isliiji 
^nd  sympathy;  many  families  where  I'jorn  ;itt«'n  Is 
have  embraced  this  opportunity  to  ;:ive  him  tln'ir  an- 
Jiual  payment.  By  all  these  means  our  present  distress 
Is  for  the  most  part  alleviated,  and  I  am  quite  enrap- 
tured with  the  kindness  of  the  people. 

But,  no  visit,  no  kinduoss  has  atlected  me  so  nuuli 
^  that  of  ma  chire  mire.  She  came  yesterday  aftenio  mi 
^thso  much  kindness  and  cordiality.  She  niaiL*  r.'.o 
lead  her  all  over  the  rooms,  kitchon,  and  store- n^om : 
made  me  explain  all  my  aiTau-veiucnts  to  her,  and  o-.ily 
lamented  that  she  could  not  sec  my  curtains,  whi.  ■>, 
accordinj^  to  report,  were  particularly  well  arran-r  \\. 
She  mentioned  nothing  about  our  less,  but  al'ttr  tc*:i 
she  said  suddenly, 

*'  Hear  me,  Lars  Anders !  what  nonsense  is  this  jro^  ip 
"^vhich  I  hear  of;  they  say  you  tliink  of  leavinp:  IJosen- 
Vik?  No,  that  1  must  protest  ajrainst  ;  I  will  not  iuiir 
of  it.  And  if  you  cannot  pay  the  rent  for  a  few  years, 
you  shall  have  it,  the  deuce  take  me,  without  rent. 
\es,  that  you  shall.  I  will  hear  no  contradiction.  It 
is  said  and  decided." 

Bjiirn,  with  his  terrible  independence,  would  have 
Said  much  ajj.iinst  this  proposal,  but  I  was  so  enrap- 
tnred  with  wrr  rhcre  mere's  words,  that  I  immediately 
kissed  her  cheeks,  hands,  and  clothes.  This  softeneil 
lijorn's  opposition.  He  muttered  something  to  himself 
*bout  •*  Too  much — we  cannot  accept — ^hat  ^e  c^ivvcvo^ 
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that  Bjorn  did  not  persist  in  his  obstinate 
independence,  but  became  happy  with  me. 
n  again  inhale  the  fragrance  of  my  roses, 
raspberries,  and  cut  my  cauliflower,  and 
i  cultivate  my  garden,  and  make  it  profitable, 
charming ! 

November  18th. 

last  week  and  a  half  I  have  been  giving 
ms,  Serena,  in  whom  J  have  confided,  has 
le  four  pupils ;  these  come  in  the  morning 
I  is  absent.  He  knows  nothing  of  my  under- 
l  will  wonder  at  the  cause  of  our  domestic 
g  on  so  well,  and  of  the  money  in  the  purse 
g  so  little.  To  do  anything  for  so  good  and 
I  man  is  an  enjoyment.  Otherwise  it  would 
It  The  music-lessons  go  on  very  well  (what 
on  well  with  application  ?)PlfcaRant,  I  cannot 
Three  of  my  pupils  are  very  idle,  and  have 

taught.  I  am  doing  my  best  to  encourage 
drum  through  the  "  batallle  de  Prague'*  with 
md  trouble.  My  fourth  pupil  is  a  clever 
am  pleased  with  her. 

oir.ing  more  and  more  intimate  with  the  old 
ley  meet  me  as  if  I  were  one  of  the  family. 

I  possess  the  best  and  most  amiable  of 
Ijcirn  is  so  kind, — ah  !  I  have  so  many  good 
le  thankful  for — and  notwithstanding — not- 
ig,  my  heart  is  heavy,  and  a  cloud  hanjrs  over 
will  not  disperse.  Besides  I  am  not  quite 
hen  it  is  so  dark  here  in  the  town,  and  for 
;ek  there  has  boon  a  continual  mist,  n  ith 

i  have  certain  thou;(hts,  which  . . , . 
M.   v<»r..  IT, 
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I  am  curious  to  know  what  nut  chire  mere  would  say 
to  these  complaints ;  perhaps,  **  One  who  wishes  to 
sing,  always  finds  a  song !"  Ma  chire  tn^e  plays  on 
the  violin,  and  is  cheerful  under  her  affliction.  If  I 
were  only  half  as  sensible  as  she ! 
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XVI. 

NINETEENTH  LETTER. 

PRANCI8KA   WERNER   TO   MARIA   U. 

W November  mh,  18— 

liave  now  resided  a  month  in  the  town.  This 
id  gloomy  weather  oppress  my  spirits ;  and  then 
srlasting  drizzling  rain.  There  is  no  ei^oying  the 
ir ;  besides,  every  body  has  colds  and  fevers, 
s  so  much  employed  that  J  can  onjy  see  him  at 
id  late  in  the  evening.  Old  Dahl  has  had  an 
>f  the  gout  in  his  feet,  and  Serena  dares  not  leave 
[  am  not  yet  well  enough  to  go  out  much,  and  so 
»t  get  to  see  her.  I  am  endeavouring  to  employ 
at  home,  but  nothing  will  succeed.  Just  now  I 
to  cheer  myself  with  the  beautiful  "  Ode  to  the 
mt  I  had  no  voice.  Then  I  wished  to  compose 
poem,  but  could  find  no  other  word  to  rhyme 
heart'*  except  "  smart,"  and  this  very  nearly 
le  weep.  Then  I  would  try  some  sewing,  good 
but  the  work  would  not  do  good  or  bad.  At 
I  seated  myself  at  the  window  in  order  to  cor- 
r  bad  temper,  by  the  noise  of  carts  and  water 
g  from  the  houses.    My  little  pupils  ate,  \x\%o,  ^ 


of  Wr  frieadhr  looks  and  cooTenatioa 
ttnciid  vidi  ereiTthiiigy  and  especially 
pcritti  had  tormented  me  so  mnch  in  1 
I  cried  vhen  I  was  alone.  At  noo 
vite^fcftii  Bjom  was  obliged  to  leaYe 
after  dzBBcr.  ETeiy  thing  became  insi 
a»i  in  older  to  remove  my  bad  tempei 
I  walked  to  the  I>ahl*s,  through  the 
vabRDa.  I  fiiand  her  alone.  The  1 
MRmbled  in  the  old  gentleman's  sicl 
sitting  in  his  great  arm  chair  with  his 
infianneL  Serena's  looks  and  kind] 
cheered  me  had  not  her  paleness  teni 
casioned  forebodings  that  h«re,  too, 
IL  and  Madame  Dahl  were,  also,  i 
and  serious.  I  saw  phun  enough  th 
between  die  old  gendeman  and  his  da 
strong  as  erer. 
After  tea  Madame  Dahl  went  into  hi 
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wal,"  proceeded  Madame  Dahl,  '*  pained 
Dore  so  by  his  affection  and  manly  way  of 
r  I  have  always  esteemed  Bruno,  and  yet 
or  many  reasons,  just  now  even  think  of 

to  him  for  a  wife,  as  we  know  so  little  of 
were  many  strange  reports  in  circulation 
h,  and  the  reason  of  his  flight  from  bis 
le.    We  have  for  many  years  heard  no- 

and  now  they«peak  ambiguously  of  him, 
»ut  a  lady  whom  he  has  in  the  house, 
is  severe  in  his  requiremenU  as  to  the 
x>d  reputation  of  a  husband ;  and  if  any 
It  to  that  he  has.  He  may  like  Bruno 
ad  he  inwardly  rejoices  at  the  good  which 
es  and  performs ;  but  he  does  not  wish  to 
on.  Serena  is  the  apple  of  his  eye,  his 
ride ;  it  is,  therefore,  no  wonder  that  he 
1  to  give  her  to  a  man  whose  life  and 

shrouded  in  obscurity.  He  received 
coldly,  and  without  directly  refusing  him, 
)  think  no  more  about  it  for  the  present, 
uture  when  he  might  be  more  acquainted 
d,  added  jestingly,  in  order  to  close  this 
jable  conversation  with  triendly  feelings, 
,  to  the  rest,  if,  as  the  Bible  sfi&rms,  Jacob 
:a  seven  years,  and  yet  seven  years  more, 

to  find  it  unreasonable  to  wait  a  few  years, 
r  to  earn  a  maiden,  who  is  certainly,  much 
>re  beautiful  than  the  shepherdess  in  the 
»potamia.  But  this  jest  of  Jacob  and 
at  from  appearing  to  please  Bruno.  With 
;  he  took  his  hat,  bowed,  and  leCx  \3a  mx^- 
rord. 


u  X  eVUJ.  she  entertained  townda 
ifr-::?r..  znd  ihis  La»  now  gMwn into 
CT  hu*'.  .ir. J  .xmmunicaced  to  Serena 
izijjri  >.!=:  :v-»  cive  to  Bruno  an  a 
nririr.  sr.^  s^iid.  thoujrh  wiih  tears, 
rifcht.  And  when  he  added,  much  mc 
hfii  trould  go  dovn  with  sorrow  to 
were  U3::ed  to  a  man  who  wis  any  wa; 
asd  thit  he  would  besides  have  no 
so  rj.u*:h  i:::iched  to  Bruno,  that  she  w 
w*re  :hjir  union  not  to  take  place  : 
ara.s  around  his  neck,  entreated  hin 
assured  him  :hat  she  loved  us  more 
she  did  not  wish  to  give  her  hand  witl 
sent,  that  she  would  remain  with  us,  i 
sweet  thin^  to  us:  how  contented 
pontion.  and  how  happy  our  tendemei 
our  hearrs  became  easier. 

From  that  time  we  have  said  no  mon 
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Then  he  may  traTd,"  laid  I;  '*thcn  he  is  not 
diyof  Serena.  In  truth,  I  must  lay  with  M.  Dalil, 
ia  a  maiden  who  detenrea  that  a  man  should  wait 
ler  and  lenre  for  her.  It  appeara  to  me,  however, 
aeren  yeara,  and  seven  years  to  that,  is  in  the  pro- 
age  a  little  too  much,  as  men  do  not  now  live  half 
»ng  aa  the  patriarchs." 

adame  Dahl  laughed,  and  said :  "  You  are  always 
y  with  some  cheerfiil  remark  or  other,  my  dear 
t  Franciska !     I  have  thought  and  spoken  just  as 
do ;  but  my  husband,  who  is  so  sensible  and  ex- 
(Dt  in  all  other  matters,  is  somewhat  obstinate  in 
e  regarding  matiimony ;  besides,  he  does  not  like 
any  one  should  court  Serena.    Ah  I.  Franciska,  I 
^aometimes  believed  and  suspected,  that  in  our 
or  concern  for  Serena  there  might  be  some  admix- 
of  selfishness,  and  that  probably  the  fear  of  losing 
ttention  and  company  influences  us  as  much  as  our 
m  for  her  happiness  in  marriage.  I  find  it  a  diffi- 
)oint,"  she  added  sighing,  **  to  settle  tliis  clearly 
own  mind.     Ah  1  life  is  a  struggle,  even  to  the 
Old  age  has  to  combat  temptations  no  less  than 
and  perhaps  more  difficult  ones  than  the  latter. 
I  blood  becomes  so  sluggish,  our  feelings  so  bc- 
1,   the  coldness  which  steals  upon  the  body 
.es  into  the  soul.     We  feel  ourselves  very  help- 
expect  much.     We  have  many  little  parox- 
d  under  these  we  easily  forget  to  participate  in 
uid  to  sympathise  with  the  sorrows  of  others. 
y  are  heavy  trials ;  and  had  we  not  the  gospel 
>,  and  be  warmed  by  it,    I  certainly  believe 
\ould  sink.     And  after  all  we  suffer  ourselves 
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"  added  he,  looking  at  Serena. 

read  a  little  while  yet  very  well !"  replied 

D  the  point  of  opposing  thii  by  remarking  on 
ed  looks,  but  on  my  first  "  but"  Serena  laid 
CO  interdict  me,  so  urgently  on  mine,  that  I 
ed  my  already  opened  lips, 
accompanied  me  into  the  halL  "Serena!" 
troachfuUy,  *'  why  do  you  not  tell  your  grand* 
!  truth  ?  You  are  tired,  I  see  it ;  do  you 
t  he  would  be  pleased  with  your  reading 
>  death,  to  entertain  him  ?     This  is  wrong 

lent,   silent!    you  sensible  creature!"  said 
liling  and  caressing,  whilst  a  tear  sparkled  in 

**  Let  me  use  my  own  sense  tliis  evening 
me  I  will  follow  yours.     My  grandfather  is 
I  not  happy  to  day.  Were  he  to  believe,  that 

very  well,  he  would  be  most  uneasy.  I 
I  myself  at  all  indisposed,  I  am  only  a  little 
hall  soon  be  bright  as  a  winter's  new  moon 

then  you   must  come  to  see  me  soon,  for 
I   also    have  not  been    in  a  very  happy 

!  guessed  as  much,  what  is  it,  Franciska  ? 

ssses  you  so,  sweet  Franciska  ?     Sit  down  a 

Let  me  take  off  your  cloak!     May  I  not 

w,  just  now !" 

> !  not  now  !  But  come  to  me  soon,  Serena !" 

in,  as  I  possibly  can !" 

ihl's  valet  escorted  me  home  with  a  lantern. 
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It  rained,  and  my  thoughts  were  heavy  as  tlie  danft, 
**  Is  Serena  **  sudi  was  their  language,  **  to  Side  amy 
in  her  yoath«  hecaiise  she  has  become  ao  endeared  to 
the  old  people,  and  has  rendered  hersdf  so  indispen- 
sable to  them  7  I  wish  some  one  would  run  away  with 
her—  for  else  will  she  be  charmed  into  a  statute  by  diifl 
reading.  Bnmo  would  be  the  yery  man  to  accomplish 
such  an  act  But  Bruno  ? — will  this  restless  and  not 
yet  purified  spirit  be  able  to  make  her  happy  t  Would 
this  not  be  from  the  ashes  into  the  fire?  My  poor, 
sweet  Serena!  Like  the  water-lily  thoa  seemett 
destined  to  be  driven  now  by  calm,  now  by  stormy 
waves,  and  to  exist  only  to  adorn  or  be  a  prey  to 
them  I" 

TheSSnd. 

The  water-lily  has  its  own  roots,  although  concealed 
in  the  deep  waters,  and  although  the  flower  yields  to 
the  rocking  of  the  waves,  it  has  still  its  own  fixed  point 
to  gaze  at,  and  that  is — ^heaven,  from  thence  it  derives 
strength  and  light  But  now  from  the  flower  of  the 
waves  to  that  of  the  dale,  to — Serena. 

To-day,  this  cold,  dull  morning,  she  surprised  me, 
and  in  fact — I  must  confess  it — in  tears,  I  was  ashamed 
of  them,  and  I  could  only  reply  to  her  tender  inquiries 
and  caresses : 

**  Ah,  do  not  be  concerned  about  me,  Serena !  I  am 
rather  weak  to-day ;  you  ought  to  have  come  another 
day ;  to-day  I  am  stupid,  silly . . . ." 

**  No,  to-day  was  just  the  time  for  me  to  come !"  said 
Serena  with  earnest  kindness,  *'  I  rejoice  to  be  here  on 
this  very  day,  I  have  had  no  rest  since  last  I  saw  you, 
and  you  spoke  so  sadly,  so  unlike  yourself,  and  I  am 
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hen  now,  and  will  not  go  away  until  you  tell  mc  what 
It  to  ^at  to  distrettei  you.'* 

^Btmmm  ofnpriMOt,  Serena  V* 

**  Oh,  you  are  inclined  to  quarrel,  I  find.  Wc4],  then 
I  shall  soon  be  more  easy.  8ee,  now  you  laugh !  Well, 
thank  goodness,  all  will  be  well  yet ;  but  tell  me  now, 
dear  Fanny  I  tell  me—" 

We  reclined  on  the  sofa,  we  talked,  cried,  and  laugh- 
ed together,  and  Serena's  tender,  sensible  observations 
considerably  lightened  my  heart  But  when  I  grew 
more  comfortable,  I  suddenly  began  to  revert  to  her, 
and  said : 

"  Now  it  is  your  turn,  Serena.  Now  you  must  con- 
fess to  me.  No,  no !  you  shall  not  get  off,  you  shall 
not  get  away  until  you  have  solved  this  problem  to  mc. 
To-day  you  come  to  me,  speak  to  me,  about  mc,  as  if 
there  was  nothing  else  in  the  world  to  talk  about. 
There  is  a  something  in  your  looks  which  seems  to  tell 
that  eternal  peace  dwells  within  your  soul.  Tell  me, 
whence  comes  it,  how  can  this  be  ?  Serena !  I  know 
that  Bruno  has  sued  for  your  hand.  I  further  know, 
that  if  not  plainly  denied,  it  has  still  been  placed  to 
him  in  so  doubtful,  so  distant  a  perspective,  that  it  is 
most  Improbable,  that  he  will  ever  obtain  it  I  like- 
wise know,  that  this  has  wounded  him — can  all  this  be 
a  matter  of  indifference  to  you  V* 

"  No — not  of  indifference  l"  It  seemed  to  cunt  6erena 
much  self-command  to  speak  on  this  subject 

"  Dearest  Serena  V  cried  I,  **  forgive  me  !  I  see  that 
I  am  torturing  you ;  but  this  once  you  must  let  mc 
look  into  your  heart  I  know  that  Bruno  loves  you 
f  xceedingly.    You  yourself  have  confessed  to  me,  wliat 
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your  feelings  are  towards  him.  Can  you  now  give  him 
up  without  pain  ?" 

"  Not  without  pain — ^but  yet  without  much  suf- 
fering.'* 

"  Do  you  not  deceive  yourself  ?  You  now  say,  *  I  do 
not  suffer !'  and  yet  you  are  so  pale.  Some  fine  day 
you  will  die  with  those  words :  I  am  not  dying." 

Serena  smiled  wofully,  whilst  she  blushed,  and 
said: 

"  No,  Franciska !  I  shall  not  die  of  this  grief.  I 
have  proved  myself,  and  know  that  I  can  endure  it  I 
shall  soon  be  no  longer  pale,  soon  perfectly  tranquil 
and  strong  again.  My  grandparents  have  communi- 
cated  to  me  the  reasons  which  have  induced  them 
not  to  consent  to  Bruno's  wishes.  I  find  that  they  are 
right,  and  cannot  possibly  think  and  act  otherwise. 
I  have  therefore  hushed  my  feelings,  yes,  I  have 
abandoned  all  thoughts  of  being  united  to  Bruna  I 
will  live  solelv  for  my  aged  grandparents.  As  long 
as  they  love  me,  and  are  happy  by  my  fostering  care, 
I  shall  not  feel  unhappy !" 

"Is  then  your,  sense  of  duty  so  strong,  does  your 
tenderness  for  them  fill  your  heart  so  entirely  as  to  be 
able  to  exclude  all  those  wishes,  all  those  bitter  long- 
ings, which  you  must  be  acquainted  with  if  you  love?" 

"  Yes,  though  not  always,  yet  generally  it  is  so.  See, 
Franciska,  if  during  the  day,  a  little  impatience,  a 
little  longing,  an  *  ah  !' — as  you  call  it — awakens  in 
my  heart ;  yet  when  the  day  is  over,  and  I  retire  to 
rest,  if  I  can  then  say  to  myself  that  those,  who  so 
tenderly  fostered  my  childhood  have  found  comfort  and 
joy  through  my  means  during  the  day,  I  know  that 
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7  then  rest  contented  and  bless  their  child — yes, 
n,  Franciska,  I  feel  so  happy,  such  serenity  of 
n ;  then  eyery  <  ah  !*  is  hushed  and  I  am  thankful 
I  contented  with  my  lot" 

And  if  your  grandparents  should  live  ten  or 
nty  years  yet?     With  each  advancing  year   they 

have  the  more  need  of  your  attention — and  this 
ling — Serena,  you  will  fade  prematurely ;  you  will 
w  old  in  the  prime  of  your  life." 
And  when  even  the  cheek  fades,  and  the  eye  grows 
,  what  matters  this,  Franciska,  if  peace  of  heart  is 
led  t  I  have  reflected  on  the  future  of  which  you 
ik,  and  do  not  fear  it.  If  parents  were  not  per- 
y  kind  and  excellent,  it  might  be  difficult,  an  ar- 
18  task  to  live  thus  exclusively  for  them,  and  it 
lit  justly  be  called  a  $e\f-9acr\fice.  But  how  far 
rent  is  the  case  here,  and  how  many  charms  attend 
life,  which  no  one  can  guess.  Do  I  express  a  wish 
:h  my  parents  do  not  try  to  gratify  ?  Have  they 
a  purse  perpetually  at  my  command  ?  How  many 
ppiness  does  not  their  kindness  and  liberality  afford 
Indeed,  to  live  for  such  good  and  venerable 
nts  as  mine  are  is  a  bright,  an  exalted  lot !" 
A.11  you  say  is  very  well  and  very  fine,  Serena,"  said 
-humouredly,"  and  no  one  can  admire  your  parents 
;  than  I ;  but  I  do  not  at  all  like  their  conduct  in 
ing  away  your  suitors,  and  continually  opposing 

marriage ;  and  I  should  almost  like  to  ask,  if  at 
)ottom  of  this  there  is  not  a  considerable  portion 
;lfishness.  They  grudge  to  bestow  you  on  another, 
use  they  wish  to  keep  you  for  themselves,  that  you 

attend  on  them ;  read  and  sing  lo  them  till — " 
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**  Franciska !"  interrupted  Serena,  with  a  kind  of 
amazement,  "  do  not  speak  so.  Is  it  not  such  thoughti 
as  these  which  awaken  bitter  feelings  in  the  heart,  and 
cripple  all  power  of  doing  good  ?  Dear  Francisks, 
these  thoughts  must  be  banished  with  all  our  might  ai 
wicked  tempters.  Besides,  if  parents  wish  to  haTe  s 
return  for  all  they  have  sacrificed,  if  as  hoary-headcd 
people  they  fear  to  remain  forsaken  in  the  worid,  and 
wish  to  keep  that  child  to  themselves  whom  they  hsvt 
reared  and  fosrered  in  love,  is  this  to  be  wondered  at !  b 
this  more  than  reasonable?  Ah !  I  should  like  to  sajto 
all  in  similar  situations  to  mine:  *<  Let  us  ponder  owe 
this  and  cherish  our  filial  duty." 

**  And  when  these  duties  cease,  when  your  grtnd- 
parents  are  no  more,  and  the  fairest  half  of  your  lift  if 
likewise  vanished,  will  not  life  then  appear  empty  is 
you  ?  For  their  sakes  you  have  separated  yourself  finia 
the  companions  of  your  youth  and  all  their  interests; 
you  have  banished  yourself  off  from  g^ay,  active  life^  to 
attend  and  cheer  the  dpng ;  now  you  all  at  once  re- 
main alone  in  the  world, — has  your  soul  then  taken 
the  veil,  that  she  sees  a  desert  in  the  world,  and  re- 
treats in  silence  into  her  cold  cell  ?" 

"I  do  not  think  so!"  said  Serena,  looking  up;  t 
tear  sparkled  in  her  eye,  and  her  bosom  heaved,  as  i' 
anxious  to  throw  off  from  it  a  weight,  and  she  proceed- 
ed :  "  Life  is  rich  and  beautiful;  the  goodness  of  God 
towards  us  abounds  continually;  why  should  our  hearts 
refuse  to  accept  it?  Why  should  they  fade,  as  long 
as  rich  springs  of  enjoyment  are  still  flowing?  It  can 
be  so  only  through  our  own  fault  We  narrow  our 
sympathies;  we  will  j;ot  o]C!i  our  hearts  to  rt-joice 
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th  the  Joy  of  others,  to  admire  the  heautiful  in  the 

rid.    Ah,  that  is  the  poverty  of  the  soul  I    My  nwect 

mny,  mine  shall  not  be  poor,   I  will  keep  it  open. 

iring,  friendship,  and  songf,  you  know,  live  for  ever 

ion  earth!     Trying  and  dull  moments  may  come, 

It  they  will  also  pass  away  again.     And  even  whilst 

ey  last,  should  we  not  rather  ei\joy  those  sunbeams 

bich  fall  upon  our  path,  than  sigh  after  those  which 

«  turned  away  from  it  ?      And  for  this  very  reason, 

■nny,  let  us  talk  no  more  of  that  which  oppresses  me ! 

et  me  enjoy  the  sun,  which  again  salutes  us  after  so 

any  cloudy  days.  See,  how  beautifully  it  shines  upon 

le  green  table  cover !    (and  Serena  laid   her  white 

and  in  the  sunshine,  as  if  to  caress  it.)     Let  me  be 

appy  with  you,  happy  that  you  love  me,  as  I  do  you  l" 

And  with  silent  tears  upon  her  beaming  countenance, 

erena  embraced  me,    and    laid    her   head  on   my 

boulder. 

"But  Bruno,  Serena!  but  Bruno?  (I  was  like  a 
lemon,  I  would  let  her  have  no  peace.)  A^'hilst  you 
re  comforting  yourself  and  enjoying  life,  will  not  he, 
/ho  does  not  possess  your  strength  of  mind,  be  lonely 
nd  wretched  ?" 

Scarcely  had  I  uttered  these  cruel  words,  than  I  re- 
tented  oi  them.  The  cheerful  ray  which  enltvenod 
lerena's  countenance,  suddenly  forsook  it.  A  cloud, 
pain  moved  over  it,  but  quickly  she  collected  herself 
nd  said,  with  calm  earnestness : 
**  No,  Fanny,  no !  Bruno  will  not  be  unhappy  ;  no 
e  also  will  find  peace ! " 

"  And  how  so  ? — and  whence  this  conviction  ?  "  said 
,  with  surprise. 
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**  Ah  I  I  knnw  bow  it  will  be^I  ImTC  a 
ft  belief,  wliich  will  oot  deceivB  me.  Yes,  ft 
pass  ovi!r— nut  one  of  gladii^&s,  butt  Etill  i 
over- — mid  then  Bruno  will  return.  Then 
ffljjain  as  in  my  cbikilio^^d,  and  in  his  earlier 
glial L  be  like  brother  and  sister.  And  tbi: 
render  us  botn  happy,  I  see  it  as  surely  s 
as  if  it  were  pr^ejit,  and  this  belief  makes 
Bruno  will  choose  another  wife,  but  1  fball  t 
his  friead— his  sister.  You  shall  see  that  ii 
To  love  my  grandparents^  BrunO|  and  you 
you  bH^ — oh,  Fanny  J  how  good  is  out  God  1  ^ 

The  bears  upon  Spitzbergeii  did  not  attac 
of  the  four  sailors,"  more  ■violently  than  my 
did  the  room-door.  It  was  dinner-  time,  a 
was  obliged  to  leave  me  quickly  in  order  to  h; 
I  was  somewhat  absent  at  table,  and  was  te 
it  by  Bjom  ;  to  conciliate  him  1  ordered 
unusually  good  at  Coffee,  and  whilst  he  pa 
]  sat  down  and  played  an  air  to  the  little  soi 
had  composed  in  the  morning,  I  send  it  you 

THE      WATER-LILY. 

On  the  lake's  clear  mirror  floateth 
A  fair  and  new-born  flower; 

To  the  sun  she  straight  devoteth 
Her  service  from  that  hour. 

To  the  throne  of  lig^ht  above 
She  lifts  her  gentle  eye, 

And  in  worship  and  in  love. 
Her  incense  riseth  high. 
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Cttlm  on  the  de^  the  lleth, 

Pure  M  an  angel's  prayer, 
For  no  dearer  blift  she  highcth, 

Her  love  maketh  all  things  fair. 

Now  the  storm  In  its  mlgiit  ariseth, 

And  darkening  rain-cloudn  lower, 
But  the  lovely  flower  dcHpineth 

Alike  both  blast  and  shower. 

Nor  iVom  the  kind  nhoro  niovcth, 

Where  flrst  her  cradle  Iny, 
She  looks  on  tlio  heaven  sliu  Invcth, 

And  trusts  in  a  brighter  day. 

Now  the  storm  its  fiirylnif-lirth, 

Pearly  raln-dropH  gliHtiMi  fair, 
The  purple  evening  blusljcth, 

Hark!  music  tills  the  air. 

To  the  lily  a  soft  lay  mounteth 

From  the  silvcr-grotto'd  deep, 
The  Necken's  harp  recounteth 

Of  the  love  that  can  never  sleep. 

Come  and  behold  the  treasures, 

In  our  cryntal-hull!.  that  t)e 
In  our  plains  ofrosypleasn'-es 

My  song  shall  i)e,  aye,  of  ihec  ! 

Down  to  our  forest;.'  nx^lncsH, 

O  thou  sun-llluniincd  come, 
Love  awnltM  tlice  in  sweetest  I'ulncsr, 

In  the  house  with  the  pear-Hlicll  dome. 

Hut  the  flower  her  love  devoteth, 
Looking  upward  to  heaven  again, 

N.      VOL.  II. 
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The  2Rlh. 
n  is  melancholy.  The  patient  is  dead.  Uc  was 
in  the  prime  of  life,  and  leaves  n  widow  with 
children,  most  of  them  are  in  infancy ;  tlu'ir  sole 
of  existence  depended  on  the  father's  oarninp^s. 
lave  only  recently  moved  to  this  place,  and  have 
tives  and  acquaintances  who  could  render  them 
;istance.     Poor  little  things  !     It  cuts  me  to  the 

0  think  of  them. 

▼e  you  any  thing  hlack,  that  would  do  for 
ng  for  the  little  things  ?" 
e  Lord  help  us,  Bjom !  Every  thing  seems 
>  me, — even  this  red  dress.  You  sai  I  that  Se- 
ts there.  How  did  she  look  ?" 
asantly  and  sweet,  like  an  angel  of  consolation." 
»et  Serena !" 

ing  lo  heard  of  Bruno.  Perhaps  his  miserable 
as  really  been  so  wounded,  that  he  gives  up 
thought  of  Serena.     I  should  despise  him  for 

Serena  ?  Is  she  really  so  strong  as  she  wishes 
ar  ?  Will  not  love  and  anxiety  eat  like  a  hid- 
ker-worm  into  her  life  ?  All  seems  dreary  to 
see  Serena  growing  paler,  and  Bruno  gloomy ; 
of  the  fatherless  orphans,  who  are  in  wan:  of 
nd  of  comfort.     Ma  chire  mire  sits  in  darknes.^, 

1  anxiety,  and  I — 

so  much  in  life  is  seen  in  prospect,  but  no 
so  much  dawns,  but  does  not  light ;  so  much 
1,  but  gets  not  finished,  so  that  in  the  conteni- 
of  it  one  feels  disposed  to  hang  down  one's 
n  discouragement,  were  it  not  for  tlie  co'isola- 
u/^ht,  "This  is  the  beginning  I"  ' 
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XVII. 

TWENTIETH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA  WERMEtt  TO  MARIA  If. 

W Dee.  4th,  1»- 

You  say,  Maria,  that  I  am  no  longer  like  mjUii 
You  find  something  low,  somethhng  melancholy  in  my 
expressions.  You  inquire  into  the  cause.  I  cannot 
resist  your  gentle,  kind  inquiries,  and  I  wUl  tell  you 
all,  should  you  even  in  so  doing  diink  me  childish  and 
singular. 

It  is  true,  for  some  time  past  I  have  looked  radier 
despairingly  on  life.  I  have  not  felt  either  mentally 
or  physically  well,  nor  have  I  had  any  pleasure  in  ex- 
istence. Ah,  Maria !  I  feel,  that  I — am  a  mother,  and 
this  feeling  distresses  me.  It  has  at  the  same  time 
awakened  in  me  strange  and  anxious  thoughts.  I  have 
as  it  were  new  views  of  the  world,  and  I  there  disco- 
ver a  thousand  dangers  and  sufferings,  of  which  I 
never  thought  of  before,  and  all  of  which  now  seem  to 
threaten  my  child.  To  learn  to  walk,  to  read,  to  think, 
help  himself,  how  troublesome,  how  arduous.  And 
then  all  the  troubles  from  the  first  toothache  to  the 
last  struggle  of  death,   all   the  dangers  of  body  and 
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IKng  down  itain,  Idling  into  lore,  &Uing  into 
ow  have  not  these  nightlj  images  crossed  and 
;d  my  mind,  and  I  could  not  say  to  them, 
t,  ye  deluding  phantoms  !"  For  I  looked 
tne  in  life  and  saw  that  they  were  real,  daily 
n  every  dwelling.  And  seeing  this,  and  thf 
:ing  down  so  gloomy  and  dull  upon  me ;  then, 
I  laid  my  arms  over  my  child,  and  wanted  to 
rom  suffering,  from  the  world,  I  feared  that  it 
>ehold  the  light  of  earth. 
e  partly  succeeded  in  suhduing  these  sickly, 
feelings.  But  the  worst  of  all,  which  tormenU 
fssantly,  is,  that  I  fear  the  child  will  not  he 
;  to  my  husband.  I  fancy  I  see  in  it  many  indi- 
He  never  speaks  of  children,  never  expresses 
i  to  have  any ;  and  when  once  we  were  talking 
person,  who  had  a  large  family,  he  cast  a  rapid 
towards  me,  as  much  as  to  say :  "  you  surely 
ouble  me  with  anything  of  this  kind !"  Ab, 
I  am,  notwithstanding,  about  to  trouble  bim 
aetbing  of  the  sort,  Bjorn  does  not  know  it  yet. 
1  I  fancy  he  must  suspect  something ;  but  the 
son  of  his  not  speaking  about  it,  deprives  me 
turage  to  disclose  it  to  him.  Ah,  I  must  also 
that  my  peevish  temper  at  this  time  has 
1  me  less  agreeable  towards  him.  I  have  gone 
lis  way,  I  have  drawn  back,  when  his  arm 
to  encircle  me  in  his  kind  embraces,  I  have 
It  this  has  pained  him,  and  still  I  have  not 
ny  conduct ;  I  myself,  however,  have  suffered 
ier  it.  Bjorn  is  no  longer  a  young  man ;  he  loves 
sturbed  quiet  home.     It  is  not  to  be  viotvte^A. 
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at  that  the  crying  and  noise  of  children,  and  all  the 
petty  annoyances,  and  all  the  turmoils  of  a  nursery 
should  appear  repugnant  to  him.  And  then — after  the 
loss  of  his  property,  it  must  be  depressing  to  him  to 
have  fresh  expenses,  fresh  cares,  which  are  continually 
increasing  instead  of  diminishing,  and  suppose  I  were 
to  bring  two  girls  into  the  world  at  once,  and  then  add 
eight  more  to  these  (the  ten  which  Steilan  prophesied), 
what  would  he  think,  how  would  this  appear  to  him! 
You  cannot  imagine,  Maria,  how  these  thoughts  de- 
press nie ! 

My  poor  little  girl!  it  is  not  enough,  that  many  a 
sorrow,  many  a  hard  privation  will  be  thy  portion  in 
this  world,  perhaps  thy  father  will  not  even  smile  at 
the  first  opening  of  thine  eyes  into  life ;  perhaps  he  will 
press  thee  to  his  bosom  with  a  secret  sigh.  And  what 
if  early  in  life,  perhaps  even  at  thy  birth,  (for  how 
many  women  cease  to  live,  whilst  giving  life,  and  I  am 
not  one  of  the  strongest),  thou  shouldest  lose  thy  mo- 
ther, who  will  then,  my  dear  little  girl,  sit  faithfully  by 
thy  cradle?  who  will  lull  thy  restlessness  into  repose? 
who  will  later  in  life  comfort  thee  under  adversities? 
who  will  teach  thee  to  love  and  endure  ?  where  wiU 
thou  always  find  opened  arms  ?  My  tears  flow  and  I 
must  close. 

The  5th. 

But  now  I  dry  up  my  tears  and  proceed.  Yesterday 
evening  1  was  sitting  alone  and  was  sewing  a  little 
baby's  cap.  My  heart  was  troubled,  and  my  tears 
ready  to  flow.  Bjorn  had  not  yet  returned.  The  wind 
raj^cd  and  the  storm  was  very  disagreeable  to  me;  this 
was  aliio  the  cause  of  my  not  htaiii.g    Bjoin's  return 
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n,  than  when  with  his  usual  blustering  he 

door  of  the  sitting-room,  in  which  I  was,  I 
I  my  work  under  a  shawl,  blushed,  and  could 
ly  "good  evening"  to  him.  Bjorn  looked 
sheerful,  and  cried  out  loudly :  "Good  even- 
ir  little  wife !  How  arc  you  V* 
ell,"  was  my  reply,  and  in  order  to  avoid 
rrogated  any  further,  I  myself  inquired : 
e  you  there  in  your  hand  V* 

nasty  paper  box  "  replied  Bjorn,  *'  an  old 
gued  me  to  buy  it  See  if  you  can  make  use 
ur  combs,  hair-pins,  etc." 

placed  the  great  pretended  box  upon  the 
id  with  horrible  grimaces  the  handkerchief 

was  tied  up,  and  before  my  sight  lay  a 
i  splendid  gold  frame.  Two  figures  rose  as 
re  from  it :  the  most  beautiful  virgin  with 
esus  upon  her  arms  seated  in  the  clouds. 
)py  of  Raphael's  Madonna  Sixtina,  in  black 
'.uted  by  the  skilful  Miss  Rohl.  I  saw  that 
eace  in  the  countenance  of  Mary,  I  saw  that 
-glorified  look  of  the  child,  and  I  felt  so 

heavenly  happy.  I  was  unable  to  speak, 
sciously  to  myself,  gentle,  blissful  tears 
pon  the  glass.     I  had  forgotten  all  around 

knew  not  whether  I  was  in  heaven  or  on 
1  I  suddenly  felt  myself  encircled  by  Bjdrn's 
eard  him  say  with  a  tender,  affected  but  rc- 
'oice  :  "  Franciska,  why  am  I  not  to  know 
i  father  ?" 

noment  a  violent  agitation  seized  me;  I  felt 
lild  moved  within  my  bosom  and  stretched 
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your  feelings  are  towards  him.  Can  you  now  g^ye  him 
up  without  pain  ?" 

"  Not  without  pain — ^but  yet  without  much  suf- 
fering." 

"  Do  you  not  deceive  yourself  ?  You  now  say,  *  I  do 
not  suffer !'  and  yet  you  are  so  pale.  Some  fine  day 
you  will  die  with  those  words :  I  am  not  dying." 

Serena  smiled  wofully,  whilst  she  blushed,  and 
said: 

"  No,  Franciska !  I  shall  not  die  of  this  grief.  I 
have  proved  myself,  and  know  that  I  can  endure  it  I 
shall  soon  be  no  longer  pale,  soon  perfectly  tranijufl 
and  strong  again.  My  grandparents  have  communi- 
cated to  me  the  reasons  which  have  induced  them 
not  to  consent  to  Bruno's  wishes.  I  find  that  they  are 
right,  and  cannot  possibly  think  and  act  otherwitei 
I  have  therefore  hushed  my  feelings,  yes,  I  have 
abandoned  all  thoughts  of  being  united  to  Bruno.  I 
will  live  solelv  for  my  aged  grandparents.  As  long 
as  they  love  me,  and  are  happy  by  my  fostering  care, 
I  shall  not  feel  unhappy !" 

'<  Is  then  your-  sense  of  duty  so  strong,  does  your 
tenderness  for  them  fill  your  heart  so  entirely  as  to  be 
able  to  exclude  all  those  wishes,  all  those  bitter  long- 
ings, which  you  must  be  acquainted  with  if  you  love  ?" 

"  Yes,  though  not  always,  yet  generally  it  is  so.  See, 
Franciska,  if  during  the  day;  a  little  impatience,  a 
little  longing,  an  *  ah  !* — as  you  call  it — awakens  in 
my  heart ;  yet  when  the  day  is  over,  and  I  retire  to 
rest,  if  I  can  then  say  to  myself  that  those,  who  so 
tenderly  fostered  my  childhood  have  found  comfort  and 
joy  through  my  means  during  the  day,  I  know  that 
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md  said  softly : 

ir  child  may  happen  to  be  so  unfortunate  V* 
ell,  and  what  then  ?"  cried  Bjom,  and  looked  at 
before. 

id  then  and  then  !" — cried  I  impatiently,  and 
the  point  of  growing  warm,  but  then  his  gaze 
e  again,  and  penetrated  into  the  very  recesses 
leart.  I  now  comprehended  him,  comprehended 
nly  strength  of  mind,  his  love,  and  his  piety. 
) !"  said  1  regretfully,  "  I  will  share  your  confi* 
and  let  come  what  will,  I  shall  neither  murmur 
3ine,  but  trust  firmly  in  the  Almighty." 
n  pressed  me  to  his  bosom.  I  was  half  fearful, 
lis  of  expressing  my  yet  unmooted  fears  in  refer- 
)  himself.  But  Bjorn  had  now  kept  to  the  inter- 
ig  side,  and  did  not  pause  until  he  had  got  all  out 
When  I  expressed  my  doubts  respecting  him, 
N  almost  angry  and  said :  "  How  could  you,  Fran- 
lave  such  a  bad  opinion  of  me  ?  How  could  you 
ne  such  a  wretch,  such  an  unnatural  man  ?  I 
ly  excuse  you  on  the  ground  of  your  indisposi- 

t  Bjbm — ^now,  that  we  are  poor,  it  certainly  will 

iblesome  to  provide  for  and  educate  children, 

illy  if  we  should  have  many,  if  we  really  should 

:en  daughters."     I  laughed  whilst  saying  this, 

jh  with  tears  in  my  eyes. 

; shall  manage  still !"  said  Bjorn  cheerfully,  "we 

ind  means  never  fear,  children  given  in  love, 

jod's  blessing  along  with  them.  The  more  chil- 

le  more  paternosters." 

It  their  education,  their  education  l"  «\%\\«.d.  \» 
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"what  difficulties  do  we  not  stumble  at  then,  in  refer- 
ence to  the  demands  of  the  present  age." 

"  I  would  send  the  demands  of  the  present  age,  for 
many  reasons,  to  the  deuce/'  grumbled  Bjom,  and 
added  with  earnestness  and  inmost  kindness,  "we  will 
love  our  children,  Franciska,  we  will  instruct  them 
well,  and  bring  them  up  in  the  fear  of  God,  and  te^ch 
them  industry  and  order.  As  for  talents  and  a  more 
polished  education,  they  shall  have  it  when  our  means 
will  allow  ;  but  if  we  have  not  the  means,  we  will  not 
trouble  ourselves  about  it.  The  principal  thing  is,  for 
them  to  become  good  and  useful  men  in  society ;  they 
will  then  find  their  way,  never  fear.  You,  Franciska, 
will  teach  them  betimes  what  stands  in  that  favourite 
song  of  yours : 

"  He  who  can  read  his  Lord's  prayer  right, 
Need  fear  neither  devil  nor  wicked  sprite." 

Bjorn's  words,  and  manly,  kind  expressions,  affected 
and  elevated  my  heart  "  No,"  exclaimed  I,  "  1  wiil 
cherish  no  more  anxious  fears  and  cares.  I  cannot  do 
so  with  you,  Bjom.  Away  with  those  dark  phantoms! 
And  you  little  exiled  prophet  (I  took  up  the  little  cap) 
come  forth  to  the  light  and  reveal  the  mystery." 

How  enraptured  was  Bjom  at  the  little  cap.  He 
had  never  seen  anything  *'  so  little,  so  sweet."  I  now 
finished  sewing  the  little  lace  on  all  round.  Bjorn 
afterwards  set  it  upon  his  thick,  clenched  fist,  and 
Kiuiled  :it  it  as  if  he  saw  it  already  adorning  the  head 
ot'  his  child. 

The  whole  evening  was  a  series  of  the  most  charm- 
ii)g  Kcencs  and  happy  feeling?.     It  would  have  been 
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too  much  for  me  if  BjSm  had  not  shewn  so  much  con- 
sfderation.  He  constrained  me  to  take  some  cu])s  of 
tea,  and  wished  to  support  me  also  with  hrcad  and 
butter;  he  himself  partook  scarcely  of  any  thinpr,  but 
looked  at  me  and  upon  the  little  cap,  at  the  sight  of 
which  tears  often  started  into  his  eyes.  We  were  liappy ! 

The  9th. 

Where  is  my  melancholy,  Maria  t  Where  is  my  in- 
disposition ?  Where  are  my  anxious  forebodings  ?  I 
feel  as  if  all  had  taken  its  flight  in  a  moment  never  to 
return.  The  pretty  picture  hangs  in  my  sleeping-room. 
I  often  look  at  it  during  the  day,  and  perform  my  morn- 
ing and  evening  devotion  before  it ;  and  it  speaks  to  me, 
it  says  to  me  every  thing  consolatory,  beautiful,  divine. 
Even  now  I  am  writing  before  it,  and  the  Madonna,  and 
the  child  Jesus,  appear  to  look  down  upon  me  with 
blessings. 

Oh,  my  child !  thou  art  still  sleeping  under  my  heart ; 
thy  mother  will  no  more  be  anxious  for  thee ;  she  knows 
that  it  is  not  she  alone  who  watches  over  tboe.  A 
divine  protector,  who,  once  like  thee,  slumbered  in  the 
lap  of  an  earthly  mother,  is  with  me  and  with  thee. 
His  look  rests  on  thee  like  the  sunbeam  over  the  yet 
closed  flower  bud.  Eternal  as  he  is,  thou  art  immortal 
also ;  as  he  went  into  God,  so  wilt  thou  also  (led  by 
him)  go  to  the  eternal  Father.  Come,  therefore,  my 
child,  come  thou  to  light  Whatever  may  be  your  lot 
Upon  earth  we  will  not  doubt,  not  lose  our  faith,  my 
child !  We  will  believe,  that  he  who  has  called  thy 
spirit  into  existence  will  sooner  or  later  perfect  it,  and 
take  it  to  himself.    Oh,  come,  my  child !    Thy  eartUl^ 


k^  tkee  hm^^l  She  will  eQcsiapiat 
■■sg'  aad  Tt^eing.  Ftoid  her  breut 
iftas  ^Hii  datve  l^f  fiist  ncwiFidiiiieat;  and  thent 
1^^  hvB  Afr  ftnt  lenni  of  love^  my  child;  there 
iftakliai  felt  he  tai«f%A  ts  fe^  and  comprehend  ht/t 
Gmi.  1mv%  Ofa !  £  »ill  |ffe^  thee  to  me  £<»  wiimly, » 
■lii^.  Am:  bo  riidc  sterna  of  life  shall  chill  tbeei 
ifc«tc««B  jTlfe  in  flf  ^^  ifaduld  chill  tbf  hJood.  th« 
s^iil  mn  ran  at  the  mnUetetioQ  of  thy  mol.bec'i 

Ap  yjgc  aoc^hime^  frc  tn  the  quiet  nighty  and  bf* 
v^ivdii  dMe  coBes^  la  vtaich  tlum  shah  opfo  tbin^ 
erw  «•  Ite  1%H^  wtlciii«e — pelcotoe  even  in  p*i^ 
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XVIII. 

TWENTY-FIRST  LETTER. 

FRANCI8KA    WERNER   TO   MARIA   M. 

W Deoembw  13Ui,  18— 

Positively  without  knowing  what  I  am  about,  I  shall 

ome  day  fiJl  in  love  with  Bruno.    Yes,  he  may  shoot 

ones,  and  dogs,  too,  who  is  so  kind  to  men.    Do  you 

emember  yet  what  I  told  you  about  the  distressed 

amily,  the  widow  with  the  many  children  ?    Very  well. 

rhey  have  been  comforted  and  assisted.     Bruno  has 

ent  the  widow  a  sum  of  money,  by  which  she  is  enabled 

o  commence  a  business,  and  two  of  the  boys  he  has 

aken  to  himself  to  have  them  educated.     How  happy 

ire  the  rich  who  are  able  to  assist  the  poor  so  ciTcctually. 

Bruno  has  done  every  thing  with  the  utmost  privacy, 

md  charged  the  widow  to  keep  it  secret ;  but  in  her 

oyahe  has  communicated  every  thing  to  Serena;  and 

Jercna,  who  visited  me  yesterday  morning,  told  ue  the 

rholc  story.      A  noble  joy  animated  her  sweet  c(>un- 

emuice  whilst  she  informed  me  of  what  Bruno  had  done> 

Although  I  myself  was  enraptured  about  it,  yet  I 

ould  not  help  making  the  remark,  that  the  action  was 


20a  T8e  Ki^ieaBOumf, 

nm  mi  very  gf^^l?  1vb£  soimetlHiig  cfuite  natuti^  mi^^ 

^*  Tn*e,"  repli^  Serpoa  ;  "  «i»d  actions  like  tbii 
whicli  Bmno  has  now  perfbrvQed,  my  grandiatber  hsJ 
often  done  vbeu  be  was  in  better  drcumstaDces  ihn 
be  ts  M  pr^senL     But    I  cculd  not  ««e  ?^[rs.  E'j  i^J 

wrthout  blessmg:  with  ber,  bitn  wbo  wa^  the  autbor  i^^^ 
Some  one  steppifsg  sit  ju4t  at  tbis  moment,  cm*  ctm- 
Tcrsation  was  LDiemipted.  Serena  weft  I  awaj*.  flli 
Babl  is  better*  Thank  beaten  eteiy  thing  is  geidif 
better;  the  weatber  b  improTing,  tbe  »€k  tn  i^ 
proTing;  Bjom  is  more  lively;  eren  my  pupils  k« 
improvtng*  In  th^  families  they  ere  making  s^i^gci 
for  Cbrifitmas,  I  am  also  prep^ng  sausages,  acilfinf 
songs  to  it  with  Sissa  and  Bengta. 

Ma  eh^e  mere  h  taking  iee^ns  in  writing  and  pUj* 
ing  at  cards,  and  h  happy  about  BrunOj  wbo  beWe* 
h^autifuily  towards  her;  he  is  said  other  wise,  atciird' 
ing  to  Jean  Jacques'  report^  to  look  gloomy  and  ilL 

Why  docs  be  pine  away  ?  Why  does  be  go  front  Eaf 
who  caxi  and  will  giTc  peace  to  his  heart? 

Yesterday  forenoon  I  went  to  Dahl's,  Seresiwn 
in  the  entrance  room  with  ti^o  young  ladies,  vhoiii^* 
instmctpd  in  the  pretty  art  of  making  flowers.  Bs 
cheeks  had  a  more  healthy  tint  than  they  have  bad  wf 
some  tune  paaU  and  tbi&dcLightcFd  me,  She  etnbrw.*! 
me,  and  said  softly : 

"Oblige  me  and  go  in  for  a  moment  to  ciygHpd- 
m  other,  whilst  1  stay  a  little  while  here.  Try  to  fli*^ 
ht^tf  good  Franciska;  say  something  kind  to  ber,  sNf  i' 
io  dpjected  to-day/* 
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I  Madam  Dahl  in  her  sleeping  apartment,  she 
alone  in  her  great  arm  chair,  and  sighed  pro- 
She  received  me  with  maternal  kindness,  spoke 
matters  concerning  myself,  gave  me  kind  and 
liels,  and  then  relapsed  again  into  a  melan- 
;nce,  which  was  interrupted  with  the  follow- 
i: 

me  candidly,  dear  Franciska,  whether  it  does 
ur  to  you  that  Serena  has  been  falling  off  for 
le  past  ?  Do  you  not  think  that  she  is  growing 
md  paler  every  day  ?'* 

ed:  "  It  seemed  to  me  as  if  she  was  looking 
-day  than  when  I  last  visited  her." 
do  you  not  find  her  very  much  altered  since 
tner  ?     Has  she  not  fallen  off  particularly  since 
ew  months  ?" 

(1  not  deny  that  such  seemed  to  me  the  case 
however,  that  she  would  soon  recover  again 
this  was  her  own  opinion, 
dearest  1"  said  Madam  Dahl,  ''that  is  no  con- 
to  me.  Serena  is  just  like  her  mother,  my 
fcious  Benjaminc.  She  just  began  to  look  in 
J  way  a  few  months  before  her  death,  just  such 
»ks,  the  very  same  celestial  expression  in  her 
mce ;  just  in  the  same  way  she  smiled  and  said 
I  am  very  well!'  or,  '  I  shall  soon  be  better!' 
5r  complained,  and  never  wished  that  any  one 
3e  uneasy  about  her.  Such  was  her  manniT 
r  last  moment.  Ah,  alas!  Serena  will  soon 
jr  mother  to  the  grave,  if  no  relief  comes," 
n  Dahl  dried  up  her  tears,  and  I  did  the  same, 
dl: 


i^^. 


mmm^m^ 


^« 


3A3t  :ir  se. 


ta^MBdker  there. 
iLX   Famrisk^  k  vs  b«tbed  ia  teii*' 
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rished  at  fint  to  conceal  them  from  me,  and  not 

able,  she  cast  the  blame  upon  a  book  which  she 

ead,  and  which  had  wrought  upon  her  feelings.  I 

nded  to  believe  her,  but  I  now  knew  what  the 

was,  and  went  away  from  her  with  a  heart,  heavier 

it  could  be  in  the  hour  of  death.  In  the  evening  I 

,ot  wish  to  say  anything  to  my  old  man  that  might 

snt  his  night's  rest ;  besides  Serena  soon  came  in 

1,  and  began,  with  reddened  eyes,  to  read  to  him, 

nothing  had  happened.    But  this  morning  I  have 

him  my  fears ;  he  believed,  however,  that  I  had 

.•red  myself  to  be  carried  away  by  my  alarmed  im- 

ation.     Ah  1    his   eyes  are  dim,  and  cannot  see 

t  mine  saw." 

But  if  Bruno  shews  himself  worthy  of  Serena, 

ily  her  kind  grandparents  will  not  long  defer  what 

apable  of  making  both  him  and  her  happy  ?" 

'  Yes,  *  if '—this  is  a  difficult  *  if,'  my  dear  child  I  It 

ms  very  strange  to  me  from  him,  that,  from  the  day 

sued  for  Serena,  he  has  not  been  here  even  once. 

id  my  husband  indeed  was  so  right  in  his  reply  to 

n ;  tins,  Bruno  ought  to  have  understood,  if  he  really 

res  Serena  with  all  his  heart,  this  denial  ought  not 

have  kept  him  from  our  house.     His  action  towards 

— 's  family  was  a  noble  one — every  person  one  meets 

th  speaks  of  him  with  infinite  respect, — I  have  al- 

lys  found  him  agreeable,  and  exceedingly  interesting. 

It  as  matters  now  stand,  we  neither  can  nor  dare  do 

ything  to  call  hiiu  back  to  us.    All  must  now  depend 

ton  himself  and  his  conduct." 

At  this  moment  M.  Dahl  entered.      He  saluted  mc 

ndly,   although  not  with  the  name  cheerfulness  ns 

O.    VOL.    II. 
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uaual.  He  went  to  biB  wife  &nd  tapped  lieronbei 
shouldera,  I  thought  I  perceived  chat  he  had  son)! 
good  iDteUigence  tD  communicate  to  her,  asud  that  thtf 
were  desirous  to  he  ^iDne.  I  therefore  &aidj  I  wished 
to  Beck.  Seren^  and  left  them. 

I  did  Dot,  however,  wish  to  disturb  the  flower  makm 
in  the  ante-room,  and  went  another  way  to  Sereni'i 
toomi  where  I  thought  to  awn  it  her*  Serenn's  Tooffl  i* 
pretty  and  cheerfuJ.  One  may  see  tbat  the  tejider 
parents  wished  their  beloved  child  to  have  every  c«n- 
fort,  &nd  I  know  not  what  an  atmosphere  of  peaiJet 
order,  and  pure  taste,  fllk  the  agreeable  retreAi,  and 
causes  one  to  feel  happy  in  it.  Several  paintings  sroi- 
mcnted  the  room.  Tliefie  were  distinguished  by  the 
simplicity  of  their  subjectB,  and  the  fdtliMne^  ind 
care  of  their  execution.  After  having  inspected  these, 
my  turlosky  was  excited  by  a  gre^ti  curtain.  1  lifted 
it  up,  and  on  well-arranged  hook-sb elves,  appeared 
the  names  of  the  classical  authors  of  Sweden  tnd 
Denmark,  (of  Denmark,  poor  in  pop ulation^  hut  riciiia 
talent ;  smaH  In  extent^  hut  great  in  intellectual  pcmer^) 
They  were  all  old  acquaintances  of  rainc^  and^  earsp- 
turcd  at  this  agreeable  meeting,  I  touched  caressingly 
those  preciouE  volume^t  whilst  I  &aid  with  emotion : 

*'  Receive  my  thanks !  thanks  for  all  the  heavealy 
plea^urf^,  which  you  have  afibrded  to  tne  and  ^ 
mutij." 

Upon  the  tfiblc  lay  an  open  hook*  It  was  Reonell"! 
Sketches,  a  pencil  lay  on  it,  and  1  saw  that  one  leaf  «f 
the  book  waEi  marked^  and  read : 

"Life  must  become  light,  if  it  k  not  to  pass  hito 
kthargic  stupor^  into  a  real  death.     In  tbift  glooiay 


i 


\ 
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e  of  mind  nan  cannot  prepare  himielf  for  eternity, 
m  does  not  comprehend  it,  and  doei  not  strive  to 
me  worthy  of  it.    Departed  momenta  of  joy  are 
rer  in  the  memory  than  pa«ed  hours  of  sorrow, 
t  is  a  hint  that  life  must  be  loved.    Death  must  not 
K>ked  upon  as  a  liberation  from  prison ;  it  is  but  a 
upward,  a  step  from  the  valley  to  the  hill,  where 
prospects  expand,  and  we  breathe  more  freely  ; 
I  the  valley  into  which  the  light  and  warmth  of  the 
also  penetrated,  where  God's  love  equally  reached 
Learn  to  love  and  understand  life  properly,  if  thou 
Idst  rightly  love  and  understand  eternity.    A  true 
istian  must  begin  to  be  happy  here  upon  earth.  This 
adeed  the  problem  of  life,  which  every  one,  each  in 
place,  has  to  solve ;  that  difficult  problem,  the  so- 
on of  which  so  few  have  accomi)li8hed,  but  which 
many  have  striven  for.    Nevertlicless,  greater  the 
kultics,  the  more  glorious  the  victory.     We  may  be 
eived  in  the  dearest  hope  qf  Itfe^  without  being  in  con- 
uence  unhappy,     I  have  long  thought,  and  am  be- 
ning  more  and  more  convinced  of  it,  by  the  course 
the  world  and  my  own  private  experience,  that  there 
but  one  real  misfortune,  namely :  to  be  without  God's 
endship  in  the  world.** 

I  likewise  underlined  those  beautiful  and  comforting 
irda;  I  could  have  framed  them  in  gold.  Upon  a 
.tie  slip  of  paper  which  was  lying  in  this  place  in  the 
tok  some  words  were  written  in  Serena's  own  hand- 
■iting.  I  could  not  resist  the  desire  of  reading  them. 
hey  were  as  follows : 

**  Yet,  every  thing  may  be  endured,  all  things  may 
•  made  bright,  all  things  turn  to  good  by  prayer  and 


^l^r.'s^i^^"^.: 
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*ray  do  not  look  lo  cheerful,  and  so  full  of  self  • 

denee,  Serena,   I  am  Ycry  seriously  angfy  with 

"  and  now  I  told  her  what  Madam  Oahl  had  re- 

to  me  of  the  scene  of  the  preceding  evening,  as 

at  what  J  myself  had  been  a  witness  to,  and  added, 

ily  (  **  This  is  not  acting  candidly,  Serena.    This 

«dless,  unreasonable  self-sacrifice.    Why  do  you 

to  appear  in  the  sight  of  your  grandparenu 

rwise  than  what  yon  are  ?    Why  instil  into  tliem 

ae  security,  whilst  sorrow  consumes  you,  and  this 

roch  the  more  while  you  shut  it  up  within  yourself?" 

And  what  then  ought  I  in  your  opinion  to  do, 

1  Fanny  t"  said  Serena,  whilst  tears  started  into 

eyes.    **  Ought  I  to  let  my  aged,  kind  grand- 

Mits  know  of  sorrows,  which  they  cannot  remedy  ? 

^t  I  to  embitter  their  days  with  my  weakness  ? 

«dd  this  be  of  any  avail  to  me,  would  it  do  me  any 

id  ?    Oh,  no,  Fanny  I    You  cannot  wish  this  i  you 

inot  believe  this.     I  am  convinced  that  they  are 

ing  properly  and  tenderly  for  me,  convinced  that 

our  part  nothing  can,  nor  dare  be  done  at  present. 

has  puned  me  that  Bruno  could  have  stayed  away 

long  from  us.     I  felt  it  unkind,  yes,  cruel  of  him — 

t  I  have  now  accustomed  myself  to  it,  and  will  by- 

d-bye  wait  more  patiently.    For  at  some  future  time 

will  return ;  and  this   I   feel,   tliis  I  know.     But, 

nny,  let  us  not  speak  about  it  now,  let  us  think  no 

nre  now  of  this,  we  will  rather  turn  to  other  matters. 

lere  will  now  be  much  to  do  in   preparing  for  the 

Iden  nuptials;*  that  will  be  a  beautiful,  a  glorious 

•  See  Note,  Vol.1,  page  171. 


forgotten' 
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XIX. 


CHRISTMAS  DAY. 

iftppy  Christmas-eye  at  Dahl's,  the  joy  of  the 
with  their  Christmas-trees,  with  the  lights, 
ents,  and  the  confectionary,  Serena's  motherly 
towards  them,  my  delight  in  it,  the  yule-  groatn, 
as-night,  all  this  I  skip  in  haste  to  arrive  at 
e,  where  Serena  and  I  purposed  going  with 
ad  thither  you  must  now  follow  me,  dear  Maria, 
to  the 

Christmas  Matins. 

.re  in  the  church.  Its  spacious,  nohle  vault 
vith  the  hrilliancy  of  a  thousand  lights.  The 
illars,  choir,  all  glitter  and  beam  with  splcn- 
d  sacred  joy.  The  organ  does  not  yet  pour 
I  sounds,  a  solemn  stillness  prevails  in  the 
which  is  rather  heightened  than  disturbed  by 
muring  of  the  crowding  multitude, 
jated  ourselves  in  the  choir.  A  row  of  lamps 
!  to  us,  casts  a  bright  reflection  upon  us. 
I  look  quite  illuminated,"  said  Bjbrn,  as  I  sat 
thought  the  same  of  Serena.  My  soul  was  full 
devotion. 


[  saluted  her,  she  did  not  return  it ;  they  appeared  alto 

,  gether  lost  in  mutual  contemplation,  and  I  watdie 

I  them.     Like  spirits,  who  after  a  long  period  of  idEnr 

ij  ings  meet  each  other  and  are  re-united  in  the  regicm 

|l  of  the  blessed,  just  so  did  they  appear  to  me.    Thei 

countenances  were  pale,  but  both  were  lighted  apb! 

an  indescribable  expression  of  love.     It  was  alookfl 

deep,   mutual   recognition.      Serena's  eyelids  clow 

bedewed  with  tears,  Bruno  was  quickly  at  her  side,  tB 

bending  down  over  her  seat,  he  said  in  a  low  but  no 

whispering  voice :  "  Let  me  join  with  you  in  prayer  I' 

Serena  held  her  prayer-book  so  that  he  could  see  ii 

When  their  voices  rose  and  united  in  deep  harmoDiou 

^  sound.  I  was  filled  with  the  presentiment  Uiat  the  tw 

I  were  destined  for  each  other,  that  their  union  was  fixe 

in  heaven,  since  it  was  founded  upon  that  sympathy  ( 

souls,  which  is  the  chief  requisite,  and  the  sure  bon 

[  of  an  undying  matrimonial  happiness.     Just  at  ti 

moment  when  this  thought  rose  within  me,  the  queitic 

Rn<1H«>n1v  f»JI.»ivo*l  \t     nlw>tlw>r  Mliit-rx  o«.1  I  . — , .A  th 
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It  and  with  hU  deep  voice,  and  heart  and  bouI 
ading  forth  hit  hymn  of  praise,  I  was  ashamed  at 
vanity  of  my  thoughts,  and  joined  in  the  hymn, 
ardly  feeling  that  I  esteemed  and  loved  him  with  ull 
heart 

between  Bruno  and  Serena,  no  further  worde  nor 

ks  were  exchanged ;  but  when  the  bowed  her  heud 

prayer,  he  bowed  his  likewise,  when  her  finger 

inted  to  him  the  verse  to  be  sung,  he  followed.     It 

jMared  to  be  happiness  to  him  to  pray  with  her. 

hen  we  walked  out  of  church,  he  was  at  her  side,  and 

.ared  the  way  for  us  through  the  crowd.  He  escorted 

to  the  carriage,  and  when  it  stopped  before  tlie 

use  of  the  Dahls,  he  stood  at  the  door  and  ofTercd  us 

•  hand  to  alight.     His  face  was  irradiated  by  the 

M>n,  and  wore  a  beautiful  elevated  and  benign  cxpres- 

9n.    **  1  shall  soon  see  you  again,"  said  he  to  Sere- 

1,  kissing  her  hand.     He  then  shook  my  hand  and 

Jora's,  and  disappeared.     I  have  never  seen  him  so 

ippy,  and  kind. 

We  took  our  second  cofTce  with  the  old  Dahls. 
erena  told  her  grandparents  with  unconcealed  joy,  of 
er  meeting  with  Bruno,  and  his  promise  of  visiting 
er.  This  intelligence  appeared  to  give  the  old  people 
reat  pleasure. 

"  What  a  morning  I"  said  Serena  to  me,  when  we 
rtre  alone  for  a  moment  "  Oh,  Franciska,  life  has  fair, 
ronderfully  glorious  moments!  When  I  there  beheld 
lim  in  the  bright  light — when  he  sang  with  me — ah ! 
only  fear  that  my  devotion  ceased  to  be  pure  from 
hat  moment  All  my  proyers  were  for  him." 
May  no  one  have  greater  sins  to  repent  of! 
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I  must  now  leave  you,  Maria,  for  the  carnage  liM 
come,   wlikb   la  lo  take   us  to  diimer  at  i»a  cA^f 

We  have  had  n  little  quarrel,  I  and  my  Hjom.  Voti 
will  remember  my  secret  abont  the  muBic-lcssons.  U 
all  comft  lo  light.  Bjiim  entered  one  day  in  tlie  midrt 
of  the  buimlk  de  Prague.  He  was  beateo-  Aftpr  ti* 
battle  there  was  a  skirmiah.  Would  that  all  mBcrimfl- 
nial  wars  might  begin  and  end  thus,  for  dien  Te  Dix» 
w^ould  oftener  be  chanted  in  domestic  life* 

Yesterday  evening  a  Email  select  circle  were  asfiesa- 
hled,  and  joined  in  great  enjoymenL  And  of  wlio,  do 
yoii  think,  did  this  chosen  eompany  consist  i  Who 
else  than  t  myself^  (success  to  modesty !)  my  other selA 
Bnino^  Serena,  and  the  patriarchs,  in  whose  house  wt 
were  assembled.  Tliere  was  a  seventh  guest  there  (e> 
complete  the  constellation,)  one  who  raised  all  thcoiiitfi 
to  her  own  heavenly  sphere,  it  was  poetry.  Bruno  Ttw 
aloud  Tegner^s  "  Asel,**  and  this  splendid  poem,  whica 
cannot  be  read  too  often,  appeared  tome,  when TPciie'li^y 
Bruno's  soul-fiUed  voicpj,  more  enchanting  than  cTcf- 
Serc!na\s  needle  lay  unheeded  in  her  hand ;  she  seem™ 
to  be  all  ear  ;  and  we  all,  young  and  old,  were  toachea 
lo  the  liearL  We  grew  tender,  warm,  and  loving.  En^ 
alted  and  glorious  is  the  lot  of  a  great  poet.  Ih* 
lyre  is  the  world,  and  the  chords  upon  which  he  plays 
are  the  souls  of  men ;  they  sound  at  his  touch,  and 
melt  in  heavenly  harmony. 

So  it  was  in  our  little  circle !  as  soft,  unutterable 
happy  feelings  diSu^e^  \^eTOs,^\ves  through  it    We  all 
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led  as  it  were,  one  sole  happy  and  livini 
'i  looks,  sometimes  so  gloomy,  and  at  c 
g,  now  beamed  in  softer  radiance,  an 
1  expression  of  inmost,  but  melancholy 
u  Serena  was  so  happy,  so  glad,  so  t 
appeared,  as  if  all  the  gloom  in  the  wo 
arily  brighten  up  wherever  she  appeari 
.  as  if  she  wished  to  embrace  and  ble 
ill  things  living. 

ire  I  went,  I  embraced  her  with  teax 
id ;  **  You  see  now  that  he  returns  ?  Dc 
at  all  will  come  to  pass,  just  as  I  told  yc 
te  one  family,  united,  peaceful  and  happ 
» !"  thought  I,  *^  if  the  sacred  spirit 
Iways  with  us  and  in  us  >  but — alas  1'* 


THS  VBIflHSOVBt. 


XX. 

TWENTY-SECOND  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA   WERNER   TO    MARIA   M. 

W ,  Januaiy  ISth,  18^ 

Heaven  keep  us !  What  •  stir  without  and  within  1 
Preparations  are  making  here  for  the  golden  nuptials. 
(I  do  not  know  whether  I  have  told  you  that  thu  im- 
portant day  is  on  the  20th  of  January.)  The  whole 
town  and  neighbourhood  are  interested  in  it.  One 
would  fancy  as  if  all  the  people  of  this  place  were  re- 
lated to  the  venerable  Dahls.  Their  eight  children  and 
their  families  are  expected  to  be  here.  I  also  am  busy 
for  the  festival ;  I  assist  Serena  as  far  as  I  am  able. 
I  am  studying  a  choral  song  with  Bruno,  which  is  to  be 
performed  at  the  festival.  Bruno  has  composed  the 
music.  He  is  a  perfect  master,  and  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
be  directed  by  him.  The  singing  choir  assemble  twice 
a  week  at  my  house,  and  we  practise  under  the  strict 
master,  whom  we  all  fear.  Serena  has  so  much  to  do 
in  making  arrangemenU  for  the  festival,  and  for  all  the 
uncles,  aunts,  and  cousins,  that  she  is  seldom  seen  at 
our  house.  Once  she  came  and  mingled  her  voice  in 
the  chorus,  but  then  all  spirit  fled  from  the  singing- 
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ons.  Bruno  sat  at  the  instrument,  but  his  soul  was 
11  Serena. 

5runo  is  often  in  the  evening  at  the  Dahls.  He  tries 
Mrin  over  the  old  people  and  talks  with  them  and 
ds  to  them.  Serena  tnkes  a  rest ;  she  believes  to 
te  gained  a  brother,  and  is  happy. 

The  16th. 

The  young  people  flock  in  from  east  and  west.  Dahls 

ire  and  Dahls  there.  Charming  people,  fine  children, 

iw  some  families  prosper  to  be  sure  I    A  swarm  of 

mains  of  all  ages  are  now  collecting  here.    Intimate 

^mpanionshipt  and  friendships  are    being  formed. 

lU  the  town  is  in  agitation.    A  number  of  balls  and 

lasts  are  given  in  consequence  of  the  golden  nuptials; 

ifo  cMre  mire  also  purposes  giving  a  large  party.    I 

luppose  I  shall  not  get  to  see  much  of  this  gaiety,  for 

lam  to  keep  myself  quiet)  however  I  shall  celebrate 

this  happy  festival  in  my  heart 

Bruno  is  again  in  a  changeable  and  gloomy  moodt 
and  joy  has  faded  away  from  Serena's  countenance. 

Miss  Helleri  Hausgiehel  is  on  this  occasion  invalu- 
able to  the  house  of  Dahls,  as  a  helper  and  adviser; 
•he  has  undertaken  the  arrangements  of  the  tableaux, 
by  which  the  old  Dahls  are  to  be  surprised.  She  takes 
counsel  with  counsellor  Hok,  and  she  settles  draperies 
and  lights,  discusses,  disputes  most  probably  a  little 
now  and  then,  arranges,  etc.  I  am  convinced  that  we 
shall  have  a  grand  display.  A  great  number  of  people 
will  assemble  on  the  eve  of  the  grand  day  at  Dahls' 
house.  It  ought  to  be  so.  This  feast  should  be  cele- 
brated as  publicly  and  festively  as  the  first  marriage 
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ceremony  should,  be  perfonned  quietly  and  piifal 
the  first  nuptials,  one  does  but  set  sail  on  a  set, 
winds  and  waves  are  often  stormy;  but  in  the 
the  voyage  is  accomplished,  and  the  bark  has  r 
the  haven  and  may  hoist  the  flag  of  victory  in  p 

Ma  chh-e  mire  is  coming  in  to  the  feast,  and 
the  pleasure  of  having  her  to  stay  widi  me  die  p 
night.  I  myself  will  roast  the  coffee,  that  the  bic 
which  she  prefers  before  all  others  may  be  good. 

I  have  a  variety  of  things  to  tell  you  abc 
younger  members  of  the  Dahl  family,  but  resen 
till  after  the  nuptials,  when  I  shall  have  more  ti 
would  only  mention  en  pasiont  that  I  have  lel 
favourite  among  them.  Her  name  is  Mattea;  i 
tall  girl  twenty  years  of  age,  preciously  uglj, 
darling  good  girl,  and  has  captivated  my  hearty 
gladsome  open  manners,  her  artless  love  to  Sere 
her  fine  performance  on  the  pianoforte. 

The  Slat  J 
Whatever  you  may  have  in  hand,  Maria,  be  i 
row  of  a  stocking,  or  the  first  word  of  a  comp) 
contemplating  a  portrait,  or  reading  a  novel  b 
or  conversing  on  eternity  with  B.,  or  preparin/ 
cream,  or  answering  to  a  proposal  of  marriag 
ever  it  may  be,  put  it  all  aside  immediate 
down  devotedly,  and  read  the  chapter  whici 
about  to  write,  and  which  is  called  : — 
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XXI. 


THE   OOLDEN   NUPTIALS. 


ou  wish  to  become  acquainted  with  the  beauty 
>rth  of  matrimony,  and  if  you  wish  to  see  what 
lion  can  prove  to  two  human  hearts  and  to  life, 
9  not  contemplate  the  married  pair  in  the  honey- 
not  at  the  cradle  of  their  first-born,  not  in  a 
n  which  novelty  and  hope  shed  a  morning-  lustre 
le  young,  new-born  world  of  domestic  happiness. 
'6  them  rather  later,  in  maturer  years,  when  they 
mtually  proved  the  world  and  themselves,  when 
ave  conquered  many  an  error,  and  surmounted 
a  temptation,  to  attach  themselves  more  hcarti- 
mch  other ;  when  hardship  and  troubles  have 
.  them,  when  under  the  burden  of  the  day  as  well 
heir  moments  of  rest,  they  have  reposed  against 
ther  and  found  mutual  support.  Or  view  them 
rther  down  the  vale  of  life,  at  a  time,  in  which 
tep  aside  from  the  busy  and  changeful  world 
ill  objects  around  them  grow  dimmer  to  their 
p?hen  their  house  is  quiet,  when  they  sit  in  retire- 
but  still  hand  in  hand,  still  reading  tender  affec- 
1  each  other's  eyes,  and  when  with  the  same 


"There  is  something  to  celebrate  here, 
thought  I  in  the  morning,  on  awaking.  The  e 
to  be  of  the  same  opinion,  for  it  shone  br 
the  snow-covered  roof  of  the  house  of  the  a| 
I  improved  the  time,  threw  my  fur  cloak 
kissed  my  Bjorn,  and  tripped  away  to  congr 
old  pair,  and  to  see  if  I  could  be  of  any  use 

The  two  old  people  were  sitting  in  their  fest 
in  the  reception  room,  each  in  tbeir  own 
Two  snuffboxes,  a  hymn  book,  and  a  larg 
of  flowers  were  on  the  table.  The  sun  shoi 
snow-white  curtains  into  the  apartment;  it 
ful  and  peaceful  in  the  room,  and  the  patriai 
quite  irradiated  in  the  sunshine.  Deeply 
paid  my  congratulation,  and  was  embraced  1 
people  as  by  a  father  and  mother. 

"  A  fine  day.  Madam  Werner,"    said  the 
old  man,  whilst  looking  at  the  window. 
"  Yes,  very  fine,  indeed  I"  said  I,  "  so  fin< 
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M  of  pretty  children  collecting  round  the  two  old 

ie  like  thriving  shoots  round  aged  stems ;  it  was  a 

y  sight  to  see  the  little  rosy  lips  reaching  up  for  a 

and  the  little  arms  extending  to  embrace,  and  to 

the  muttering  of  loving  words  and  exulting  voices. 

sratched  to  embrace  this  moment  to  steal  out,  and 

ek  for  Serena.    I  found  her  in  the  kitchen  sur- 

ided  by  people,  and  distributing  food.    (A  large 

dbution  of  food  and  money  to  the  poor  of  the  place 

made  on  this  day  in  the  house  of  the  Dahl's.) 

$na  accompanied  the  donations  with  pleasant  looks 

words,  and  received  blessings  on  her  grandparents. 

en  the  distribution  was  ended,  Serena  acconipanievl 

into  her  room,  where  I  looked  inquiringly  into  her 

ndly  countenance,  and  said  cheerfully :  "  You  look 

)py,  Serena  r* 

'  And  how  could  it  be  otherwise  ?"  inquired  she. 
ill  around  me  are  happy.  My  dear  old  parents 
imed  to  have  their  youth  renewed  again  to-day.  And 
iterday  you  should  have  seen  them,  my  dear  Fran- 
ika,  when,  by  their  fireside,  they  reviewed  their 
lole  life,  and  spoke  of  that  which  approaches ;  it  was 
interesting,  so  solemn — " 

Miss  Hellevi  Hausgiebel  here  interrupted  us,  and 
ere  obliged  to  accompany  her  into  the  upper  rooms. 
.'ere  there  was  noise,  bustle,  and  confusion.  In  one 
iloon,  draperies  were  hung,  and  arrangements  made 
>r  the  ball,  in  another,  arrangements  and*  prepara- 
ons  for  the  tableaux.  Miss  Hellevi,  who  in  imagi- 
ation  foresaw  how  all  would  look,  flew  about  light  an 
bird  among  the  scaflbld  ropes  and  thousand  inventions 
rhilst  she  said :    "  Look,  my  dear  Madam   Werner, 

p.      VOL.  II. 


c 
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tliat  is  to  be  so,  and  that  so  and  so.     Won't  this  look 
pretty  ? — won't  this  have  a  good  effect  V* 

"  Madam  Werner!"  called  Counsellor  Hok  from  a 
ladder,  on  the  highest  step  of  which  he  was  Btanding. 
with  a  Quixotic  air,  **  won't  this  illumination  have  a 
charming  effect  upon  the  yellow  drapery  ?" 

**  Excellent  I   splendid  I"  replied  I,  with  inward  fear.         \ 
**  Dearest  counsellor,    this  chandelier,  1  am  ccrtiio         ^ 
will  fall.    Dear  Miss  Hansgiebel,  this  scaffolding  ii 
sure  to  give  way." 

The  nimble  and  active  lady  of  the  Bird's  nest  laugbed 
at  my  evident  fright,  and,  with  ears  stunned  by  the 
hammering  around  me,  I  hastened  to  escape  from  the 
disagreeable  purgatory,  which  was  to  lead  to  paradiie. 
But  nevertheless  1  praised  those  who  were  at  work 
there,  although  I  prefer  enjoying  the  rose  vritboot 
having  felt  its  thorns. 

After  I  had  assisted  Serena  a  little  and  concerted 
with  her  on  various  matters,  I  returned  home,  and  pro* 
mised  to  come  again  early  in  the  evening. 

But  before  I  went  I  was  witness  of  a  solemn  scene. 
A  deputation  of  the  elders  of  the  place  came  in  their 
name,  and  presented  to  the  venerable  pair  a  large 
golden  salver,  as  a  token  of  the  esteem  and  gratitude 
of  their  fellow  citizens.  I  missed  ma  chire  mire  in  the 
place  of  the  Burgomaster.  What  a  stately  address 
would  she  not  have  delivered  I 

I  was  glad  to  have  all  this  to  relate  to  Bjom  at 
dinner.  His  mouth  watered  for  a  similar  celebration 
of  his  goldeifc  nuptials.  To  this  I  suppose  we  shall 
not  obtain^  but  if  not  to  a  golden,  yet  we  may  arrive  at 
a  silver  on* . — Ah  I  I  wonder  if  our  ten  girls  will  then 


d  M.  Tint  wffl  be  m  picttj  wtOOamg  gv. 
mfinrtemfeUvpooit. 
dock  in  die  aftemooB  Bfara  ad  I  went 
totfaehoweof tfaennptiak.  Indiestreet 
I  litaated,  flame  vpoB  flame  was  now  liglitcd, 
r  after  the  oAer  was  ilfamunated;  flam- 
blazing  against  the  comets  of  tbe  street; 
ole  street  was  as  in  the  farigbtest  day,  and  a 
f  people  wefe  walking  up  and  down  witb 
ntenancesin  tbe  eilm,  mild  winter  even* 
place  was  illuminated  in  bononr  of  its 
die  bouse  of  DabPs  looked  dark  compared 
t ;  but  die  ligbt  diere  was  widiin. 
i  were  entering  tbe  gate,  in  tbe  midst  of  a 
>ple,  which  bad  assembled  around  it  to  see 
,  my  gaze  fell  on  a  figure  which  stood 
rest  She  was  wrapped  in  a  large  black 
16  two  large  flaming  eyes,  which  sparkled 
eneath  it,  caused  me  to  start,  and  involun- 
ik  of  Hagar  !  At  this  moment  the  figure 
ind,  doubting  whether  I  had  guessed  right, 
secret  foreboding,  I  entered  the  house  of 

I-door  Serena  met  me  with  a  white  garland 
brown  hair,  and  at  the  sight  of  her  every 
ight  vanished.  Ah,  how  lovely  was  she 
in  her  light  white  dress,  with  her  charm- 
i,  her  pure  countenance,  and  her  lips  full 
Would  that  1  could  have  had  a  picture  of 
lis  moment?  Just  as  ev^  flower  has  its 
>erfection,  so  is  there  a  moment  when  the 
one  blooms  fairest,  when  he  aipipettt*,  ^"V^aX. 


230  THE   NBIOBBOUKI. 

Old  M.  Dahl  had  gone  into  the  dancing-room  lead- 
ing his  granddaughter,  the  guests  followed  amidst 
merry  chatterings,  when  I  suddenly  perceived  a  some- 
thing giving  way  in  the  grand  chandelier,  (the  same 
which  in  the  morning  excited  my  apprehension.) 
Serena,  who  gave  her  arm  to  her  grandfather,  and  spoke 
to  some  bystanders,  stood  at  this  moment  under  it  I 
raised  a  cry :  "  Take  care  of  yourselves — the  chandelier 
is  falling  1  **  All  were  staring  up  alarmed,  but  with  the 
rapidity  of  lightning  Bruno  rushed  forth,  and  rescued 
Serena  from  dangrer  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
splendid  chandelier,  with  its  sixty  lights  and  a  thoo- 
sand  crystals,  fell  to  the  ground  amidst  a  stunning 
clatter.  Bruno  himself  received  a  violent  blow  on  the 
head.  He  grew  pale  and  staggered.  "Bruno!  Bruno  T 
cried  Serena,  in  a  rending  tone,  which  betrayed  a  lofe 
not  to  be  mistaken,  and  her  arms  embraced  him  as  ha 
sank.  He  clasped  his  arms  round  her,  and  pressed  her  It 
his  breast ;  a  happy  smile  played  like  a  sunbeam  onbii 
countenance  whilst  he  swooned  away. 

I  mu&t  puss  over  the  effect  which  this  produced  in 
the  assembly.  In  one  moment  disaster,  declaration  of 
love  and  death,  or  something  certainly  very  like  it: — 
less  than  this  it*  enough  to  deprive  one  of  one's  senses. 
I  confess  that  I  do  not  know  exactly  what  followed. 
A  little  while  afterwards  I  found  myself  in  quiet  and 
faintly- lighted  apartments. 

Brunt '  lay  upon  a  sofa;  he  had  been  bled,  but  be 
had  not  yet  become  sensible.  Bjom  inclined  over  him, 
and  looked  extremely  grave.  Ma  chire  mHe  held 
Bruno's  head  upon  her  knees.  She  was  still,  but  tears 
gushed  out  of  her  darkened  eyes  and  roUed  gently  down 
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)  cheek.  Not  far  from  them  tat  Madam  Dahl. 
kneeled  before  her  and  bid  her  face  against  her 
They  were  locked  in  each  other'ii  arms.  Close 
I  atood  the  venerable  old  man,  with  his  eyes 
MMi  his  child.  1  too  stood  next  to  them,  speak- 
tU  of  consolation  to  Serena,  who  was  aimost 

8. 

lere  is  she?"  said  Bruno,  at  lengrth  awaking 
his  death- like  swoon,  but  evidently  not  with 
covered  senses.  "  Ah,  where  is  she  ?  1  held 
my  arms ;  she  was  mine ;  it  was  so  sweet ;  let 
thus.  Serena,"  he  exclaimed  more  vehe- 
"  where  art  thou  ?  my  wife — shall  the  world 
i  us—  the  world — the  people — what  are  they  to 
are  in  the  choir  of  the  temple,  and  God's  angels 
ver  us  the  blessing  uf  the  Highest.  Why  hast 
d  ?  Oh  1  thou  hast  taken  my  heart  with  thee. 
f  breast  is  so  vacant,  Serena,  return.  Give 
me  my  life,  Serena  l'\ 

what  anguish,  what  agony  I  *'  whispered 
but  embraced  more  firmly  the  supporter  whose 
she  was. 

}  had  raised  himself;  he  now  saw  Serena  and 
and  with  vehemence,  whether  arising  from  his 
ill  wandering  from  his  passionate  nature,  which 
larted  towards  iu  aim,   I  know  not,  but  he  ex- 

I  I  see,  I  see,  how  it  is  1  you  wish  to  conceal  her, 
I  to  keep  her  from  me  I  But  why  would  you 
Why  do  you  wish  to  separate  two  hearts 
ave  been  united  from  childhood?  Do  it  not ! 
bis  day  into  a  day  of  blessing.     (Bruno  was 
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wt  the  proceeded  with  a  finner  but  milder  voice: 
not  fpeak  to  penuade  jou,  esteemed  friendi  and 
boors,  but  I  only  wish  to  tell  you,  that  my  son 
Imndantly  compensated  for  his  youthful  crime 
ii  me.  I  believe  and  am  convinced,  that  he  will 
nceforth  an  honour  to  his  country,  that  he 
ret  the  best  of  wives,  and  will  make  her  thoroughly 
'.    Long  since  has  my  son  already  intrusted  to 

0  secret  of  his  love,  and  it  has  received  my  ap« 

1  and  blessing.  Therefore,  my  dear  friends  and 
hours,  if  you  think  proper  to  {pve  your  p^rand- 
iter  to  my  son,  I  think  you  will  act  wisely  and  well 
is  them.  And  for  the  happiness,  which  will 
>y  be  bestowed  upon  my  son,  I  his  mother,  will 
I  bless  our  Lord,  and  next  to  our  Lord  thank 

cMre  fnire*a  speeches  were  never  without  effect, 
s  she  now  stood  there  blind  and  suppHcatinfi^  (for 
ntreaty  was  really  expressed  in  that  meek  tone,) 
a  deeper  impression  to  her  words  than  usual. 
ler  circumstance  must  have  weighed  with  the  old 
s.  Serena  had  given  a  public,  although  invo- 
•y  proof  of  her  love  to  Bruno.  It  was  easy  to  for- 
at  their  affectionate  embrace  would  be  reported 
;xt  day  all  over  the  town  and  round  the  country. 
mo  had  retreated  a  few  stepa.  He  took  his  mo- 
hand  and  conveyed  it  to  his  lips.  The  old  Dahls 
iced  Serena,  and  said :  **  will  you,  do  you  wish  to 
ited  to  him,  Serena  ?  will  you  now  to-dny  give 
our  hand  V* 

es,*'  whispered  Serena*8  lips,  ''oh,  my  parents, 
^our  permission,  yes !'' 


;al  "zr  r*Ait*:  r^s*  ^ !»»"•-  '  sou.  ait^  *i^  vf 
...:•«;  ~--  f=r.--:x.  ■  ^iis  s  nir  T'lumrsfC 
*-.     •'-- — r;:      '^   1   ".xr  cd.   upi — aiif  iktsj 

-  i.- — •     ■    r-i-;  3nmr.  Tnli?c  Lin^xzwr. 

r^ii-      *  f-^-jv.  &  =ar*  as  I  itzzit  zz.  lie 

'i:-v-  ^fjjr  i-.isaaitc  ni.'CUir  "  sunirf.  Jf« 
A=i.^     ..trr  ■    Its'   bsul  ii:riiJ»fi.  Ji.t:::2ir. 
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ifltt,  friends,  reUtioiiB,  hearken !"  He  entered  into 
w  dancing  room,  holding  Bruno  and  Serena  hy  the 
md. 

**  My  friends  !**  cried  the  Tenerahle  old  man,  in  a 
sdsome  tone,  "  I  wish  to  announce  to  you  a  betroth- 
ent,  and  solicit  your  best  wishes  for  my  granddaughter, 
arena,  and  Bruno  Mansfelt." 

The  sensation  was  as  great  as  if  another  chandelier 
id  fallen.  Never,  perhaps  have  the  people  in  that  ex- 
nent  little  town  of  W^  been  overwhelmed  with  so 
my  surprises  within  the  period  of  an  hour.  But  a 
Mnent  before  a  declaration  of  love,  and  a  fatal  acci- 
nt,  now  a  resurrection  and  a  betrothment. 
A  tremendous  murmur  of  surprise  and  congratula- 
m  ran  through  the  crowd  But  I  saw  that  all  faces 
rre  not  wishing  happiness.  I  saw  some  long  and  dis- 
eased, and  I  believe  that  Bruno  also  perceived  them 
>.  His  dark  eyes  blazed  about  for  a  moment  like 
o  lightnings  scrutinizing  the  assembly;  the  timnder- 
It  upon  his  temples  advanced  more  prominently  ; 
i  eyebrows  contracted  themselves  together  threaten- 
;  and  he  changed  colour.  Ma  ch^e  mire  made  an 
vance  of  a  great  step,  and  wished  I  believe  to  deliver 
tpeech  ;  but  I  felt  the  necessity,  to  spare  Bruno  and 
rena  from  it,  and  ran  therefore  before  her  and  ex- 
imed  rashly ; 

'*  Well,  heaven  be  thanked !  now  I  have  the  prospect 
a  fresh  golden  nuptials,  and  1  hope  to  be  able  after 
y  years,  to  congratulate  you,  Bruno  and  Serena,  as 
irly  as  I  do  now  V* 

My  pertness  succeeded.  Ma  chire  mire  was  discon- 
ted,  and  now  so  many  congratulations  intervened, 
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**  WeU|  in  God's  name  I"  eitclaimed  tiie  venerabk 
old  maiif  "  BniDo  Mansftlt,  receive  the  hand  ot  yttur 
bride  V 

"  Serena  mine  !'*  cried  Bruno  with  a  ton?  wliicli 
penftnated  through  marrow  and  bone,  and  rusbeJ  w 
her. 

The  old  people  still  kept  her  back,  "  Wei!,  the«, 
take  her,  make  her  happy,"  said  they  with  voices  vtem- 
hliiig  with  amotion.  **  She  is  our  youngest,  ouf  mm 
ht^  loved — the  joy  of  our  old  age — ^sbe  tic  vex  acted  c<ni* 
trary  to  our  wishes/' — (teara  fell  upon  tbeir  witheid 
cheekfij  and  their  trembling  handK  sliU  euinmui'd  tu 
retain  her  in  their  embraces.)  **  Do  not  remove  far 
from  us ;  sufifer  her  to  close  our  eyes  ;  love  her,  make 
her  happy — !" 

"  Happy !"  cried  Bruno,  whilst  almost  with  force  he 
tore  her  away  from  her  parents  and  clasped  her  to  his 
breast.  "  Happy,  as  sure  as  I  hope  in  the  mercy  of 
God  through  her!"  Bruno  led  Serena  to  his  mother. 
''Give  us  your  blessing  mother !"  said  he.  Ma  chkre  min 
almost  forgot  her  usual  dignified  manner,  and  with 
deeply  affected  faltering  words  she  blessed  her  children. 
Upon  this  Bruno  clasped  her  in  his  arms  with  vehe- 
ment tenderness,  and  rested  his  head  awhile  leaning 
against  her  breast.     It  was  a  lovely  sight! 

Ma  cMre  mire  and  the  old  Dahls  then  extended  their 
hands  to  each  other,  and  a  few  cordial  expressions  were 
mutually  exchanged. 

"And  now  for  the  declaration!"  exclaimed  the  vene* 
r..ble  old  man,  wHb  seemed  desirous  to  divert  his  feel- 
ing. *' To-day  all  joy  must  be  enjoyed  in  common. 
Come  my  old  womaiv\  come  children.     Hearken  good 
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ndt,  relations,  hearken  !'*  He  entered  into 
Qg  room,  holding  Bruno  and  Serena  by  the 

■iends !"  cried  the  venerable  old  man,  in  a 
tone,  *<  I  wish  to  announce  to  you  a  betroth- 
Bolicit  your  best  wishes  for  my  granddaughter, 
td  Bruno  Mansfelt." 

isation  was  as  great  as  if  another  chandelier 
Never,  perhaps  have  the  people  in  that  ex- 
le  town  of  W.,  been  overwhelmed  with  so 
irises  within  the  period  of  an  hour.  But  a 
cfore  a  declaration  of  love,  and  a  fatal  acci- 
a  resurrection  and  a  bctruthment. 
endous  murmur  of  surprise  and  congratula- 
irough  the  crowd.  But  I  saw  that  all  faces 
'ishinp^  hHppincss.  I  saw  some  long  and  dis- 
nd  I  believe  that  Bruno  also  perceived  them 
dark  eyes  blazed  about  for  a  moment  like 
ings  scrutinizing  the  assembly;  thetliunder- 
his  temples  advanced  more  prominently ; 
^s  contracted  themselves  together  threaten- 
e  changed  colour.  Ma  chire  mire  made  an 
'  a  great  step,  and  wished  I  believe  to  deliver 
but  I  felt  the  necessity,  to  spare  Bruno  and 
m  it,  and  ran  therefore  before  her  and  ex- 
shly: 

icavcn  be  thanked  I  now  I  have  the  prospect 
rolden  nuptials,  and  I  hope  to  be  able  after 
to  congratulate  you,  Bruno  and  Serena,  as 
do  now  l" 

less  succeeded.  Ma  chire  mhe  was  discon- 
l  now  so  many  congratulations  intervened. 
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that  she  could  not  get  herself  composed  again  fbi  it. 

In  the  meantime  I  stole  away.  "Heaven  be  thanked!** 
I  have  said — false  soul  that  I  was,  I  did  not  think  so. 
I  felt  myself  excited,  alarmed,  full  of  secret  misgivings. 
I  sought  for  Bjorn,  he  sought  for  me,  and  we  met  each 
other. 

'*  How  is  it  then  V*  inquired  he,  and  looked  at  me 
alarmed. 

"Ah,  Bjorn!  I  am  uneasy,  weary,  sick!  They  are 
now  betrothed  !  Ah !  don't  make  such  horrible  faces! 
this  is  no  laughing  matter  I" 

**  Indeed,  I  do  not  laugh  about  that,  but  about—" 

*'  About  me,  perhaps  ?"  It  would  be  better  if  yoa 
were  to  give  me  something  to  cure  heart-throbbmg. 
Bjorn,  they  are  betrothed  ;  she,  the  excellent,  the  an- 
gelic in  purity,  and  he,  the. . . .  Ah !  it  is  not  well  after 
all.  She  will  not  be  happy.  How  will  this  prosper  t 
Bruno  is  not  worthy  of  her,  his  character  wants  the  full 
stature  of  a  man — will  it  ever  grow  into  true  humanity. 

Without  making  any  reply,  Bjorn  led  me  into  the 
room  where  Bruno  had  just  won  Serena's  hand.  He 
sat  down  gravely,  tore  a  leaf  out  of  his  pocket  book, 
took  his  pencil,  and  I  said : 

"  Are  you  going  to  write  a  poem  ?  That  will  just 
be  my  finishing  stroke." 

"  I  am  writing  a  prescription  for  you,"  said  Bjorn, 
in  the  same  phlegmatic  tone. 

He  wrote,  and  then  gave  me  the  following  wonls  to 
read  : 

'•  Men  who  do  not  believe  the  word,  may  be  won 
without  a  word  by  the  influence  of  women. 

*'  Bjorn,"  said  I,  embracing  him,  "  you  are  the  best 
and  cleverest  doctor  in  the  world." 


TBB   NBIOHBOURa.  237 

le  distance  between  the  mountalni  is  never  so 
that  the  witches  should  not  meet,"  cried 
in  mire,  within  the  door.  "You  have  not 
itulated  me  yet,  and  it  seems  to  me  well  worth 
Another  amiable  daughter  is  given  to  me.  I 
happy  mother.  Sit  you  down  one  at  each  side  of 
nd  let  us  have  a  little  conversation  about  the 
J  pair." 

)  obeyed.  Ma  cMre  mire  carried  her  plans  far  into 

iture,  and  the  visions  which  she  saw  were  bright. 

)med  to  be  with  her  as  with  many  other  blind  per- 

;  when  the  light  of  the  eye  becomes  dark,  that  of 

oul  grows  brighter  and  more  pleasant    Thus  we 

appily  together  in  good  spirits  till  supper  time. 

lis  was  served  up  on  many  little  tables  in  three 

is.     At  the  table  with  the  patriarchs  were  also 

10  and  Serena,  ma  chiremire,  Counsellor  Hok,  the 

7oet,  Bjorn,  myself,  and  several  others.     We  were 

rably  quiet  for  some  time,  and  I  already  began  to 

eve  that  this  feast  would  pass  over  without  ma  chire 

$*$  honouring  it  with  a  speech  ;  but  after  the  roast 

cey  Counsellor  Hok  lifted  up  his  glass,  and  begged 

)e  allowed  to  give  a  toast     All  became  attentive, 

I  with  a  soft  voice,  and  his  gentle    confident  look 

icted  on  the  patriarchs,  he  said : 

A  lyre  wreathed  with  flowers  were  interwoven  in  the 

pet  upon  which  our  highly  esteemed  friends  have 

I  evening  heard  the  sound  of  the  words  of  the  bless- 

These  symbols  of  harmony  and  happiness  are 

Penates  of  the  house  and  family.     That  they  sur- 

nded  you,  dear  friends,  in  this  festal  hour,  cannot 

looked  upon  as  a  mere  chance.    Their  mute  Ian* 


could  no  longer  contain  herself.  As  i 
electric  shock,  she  gave  my  arm  a  push  a 
my  glass  !"  She  then  pushed  back  he 
great  noise,  coughed,  and  with  a  loud  ai 
she  spoke  as  follows : 

"  Love  is  more  than  arrow  and  spear ;  1 
through  buckler  and  shield ;  love  paves 
where:  it  brought  the  first  human  pa 
will  also  bring  together  the  last.  My  fi 
conduct  us  all  through  life;  for  true 
French,  nor  German,  nor  Swedish;  ; 
earthly,  it  is  heavenly,  and  offers  us  id 
order  to  lead  us  some  day  to  the  great  nc 
That  man  and  wife  who  are  united  hen 
faithful  love,  will  dwell  together  there. 
say  to-day,  with  King  Lemuel's  moth 
son  of  my  life,  to  whom  a  virtuous  wife  i 
is  more  precious  than  the  most  preci< 
adorns  all  the  days  of  his  life.*    My  eye 
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ig  was  lott  in  another,  and  he  gave  hit  mother  one 
loie  loving  looks,  such  a«  I  have  never  seen,  ex- 
from  his  eyes. 

I¥hat  will  Bjbm  say  V*  thought  I,  after  we  h.id 
k  to  ma  cMre  mire* 8  toast.  Now  it  is  his  turn,  and 
i  no  great  orator. 

0  my  great  astonishment  he  said :  "  It  is  my  wife's 

1  now.    I  shall  give  the  concluding  toast.*' 
Disagreeable  Bear  I"  thought  I,  quite  surprised,  but 
Uected  myself  in  the  same  instant,  and  said : 
Love  never  grows  old  I     Long  live  the  oldest  and 
youngest  pair  amongst  us !" 

Bravo,  Franciska  1"  cried  ma  chire  mire. 
"he  toasts  now  followed  one  after  the  other  with 
h  rapidity  and  animation  that  I  can  hardly  report 
m.  I  only  wished  that  Bjorn's  turn  might  come. 
t  this  never  did,  for  the  company  now  came  in  from 
I  other  tables  and  rooms  with  champagne-glasses. 
eeches  were  made,  toasts  were  given,  even  a  few 
.•y  pretty  poems,  composed  for  the  occasion,  were 
og,  which  highly  delighted  the  old  Dahls ;  and  with 
this  Bjom  and  his  concluding  toast  were  forgotten. 
I  left  the  tables  with  a  universal  hurrah.  I  after- 
irds  upbraided  Bjorn  for  thus  escaping  from  giving 
e  toast,  but  he  assured  me  that  he  was  prepared  with 
ong  and  very  poetical  speech,  which  he  wished  to 
lerve  to  the  conclusion  in  order  to  crown  the  con- 
viality ;  and  he  lamented  very  much  that  the  com- 
ny,  and  I  especially,  had  been  deprived  of  it.  I 
gged  him  to  tell  me  at  least  the  beginning  of  it, 
t  he  replied,  that  he  did  not  like  to  begin  anything 
less  he  could  also  finish  it,  and  that  there  was  not 
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^ 


painfully.  Ah  I  he  has  no  peace.  He  cannot  Tc»t 
aw»y  hrom  Serena^  nxir  c^ii  be  rest  ^uielly  wben  iieit 
her. 

He  comes  and  goes  away  and  returns  two  or  thiw 
titneis  a  day.  He  manifests  loiter  an  affecti^^niittboie 
vehemence  he  only  suppresses  on  her  account ;  be  k»d» 
her  wkh  presents,  which  she  accepts  for  bis  sake;  bat 
his  disquietude  is  evidently  painful  to  her. 

'*  This  i«  a  dreadful  sort  of  hunting  and  chi^af 
indeed  !  1  cannot  tell  what  end  all  tlib  i&  to  serfer 
growled  Bear^  displeasecL 

*'  It  would  be  far  better  for  him  to  sit  stiU  and  tki  hit 
sweet  porridge  V  said  I^  whilst  placing  a  di^h  of  saiaJt' 
iiig-hot  gruel  upon  our  supper- table. 

*'  Y'es,  when  it  c&n  be  done  by  the  side  of  one's  59«^ 
little  wife  1" 

I  w(ia  satisfied  with  ht^  compliment,  alt  bough  it 
savoured  somewhat  of  water  gruel  warmth.  But  diii 
warmth  must  be  fostered  and  cherished.  The  myrtl^^ 
tree  of  matrimony  does  not  prosper  very  well  ia  ik 
IJorth  here  without  it, 

Tli«  I2tb  Fftbnwif. 

A  dreadful  event  in  the  house  of  DahPs!  Ont 
night  has  already  since  elapsed,  but  my  liand  stiU 
trembles  with  such  nervousness^  chat  I  cannd  steadiljf 
guide  my  pen.     Oh^  my  forifbodings ! 

Yesterday  evenings  we,  Bjtim  and  I,  were  at  sttt 
friends.  Bjiirn  was  sitting  near  the  iwo  olid  pe«plfr 
Serena  and  Bruno  were  in  the  adjoing  room.  I  v^ 
at  the  piano  and  played  several  Ghant«,  which  I  titid 
lately  obtained.  J  gradually  played  sofier  and  toftef 
and  many  \ong  ^^\]&eft  ^  txti^  ^r^a^n-^top,  for  I  feeird 
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h  WM  S«raii»—«iid  she  bent  herself  gently  towards  him 
■iidnid^-'<Thoar 

**  Thou  I"  Charming  word !  I  felt  that  I  now  first 
fldly  nndcrstood  iti  perfect  harmony,  and  I  was  obliged 
to  hMten  to  impart  it  immediately  to  Bjorn.  So  well 
did  I  copy  Serena'f  tone  and  expression,  that  he  com- 
pnhcnded  mo  at  once,  and  said  to  me  too,  '*  Thou !" 
eUrf  fli^  had  followed  the  last  pair  out ;  and 
I  to  me  with  a  loud  voice  to  come.  Just  when  I 
wm  going  into  the  entrance-hall  (which  was  full  of 
people),  my  eyei  met  the  same  Uack  figure  with  the 
«mo  dark  glowing  eyes,  which  had  alarmed  me  at  my 
to  the  houset  and  again  it  drew  back ;  but 
1  in  dw  eagerness  olthe  moment  I  wanted  to  con- 
^mee  myself  whether  I  had  guessed  right,  I  was  re- 
IwifaiBd  by  Bjorn,  who  was  as  much  concerned  for  me 
as  the  Israelites  for  their  ark  of  the  Covenant,  and 
would  not  suffer  me  to  come  in  contact  with  the 
*  gkJHstinfs.  With  a  hearty  sigh  I  followed  ma  chdre 
mkw  into  the  carriage.  The  lights  were  still  burning 
the  streets,   and  the   flambeaux  still  blazing. 

I  ekir^  min  could  perceive  the  reflection,  and  was 
BMRy  and  communicative.  Many  a  spirited  adage  in 
honour  of  the  day  proceeded  from  her  lips.  She  closed 
her  panegyric  on  the  old  Dahls  with  the  following 
three: 

'^  It  is  no  such  an  easy  matter  to  jump  into  the  King- 
dom o£  God." 

**  He  who  wishes  to  pluck  thje  rose  must  not  be  afraid 
of  die  thorns." 

**  He  who  sows  virtue,  reaps  a  good  name." 

«.      VOL,  II. 
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the  wood  of  Ramm.  I  was  hunting  a  stag,  and  my 
dogs  pursued  it  with  gasping,  bloodthirsty  jaws.  I 
also  was  thirsty;  I  fancied  as  if  I  were  thirsting  ftv 
blood.  Over  hill  and  dale,  through  heath,  and  field 
proceeded  the  restless  pursuit.  It  was  a  wild  chase; 
from  precipice  to  precipice,  from  hiding-place  to  hiding- 
place  T  pursued  the  fleeing  stag.  Hours  passed  ob, 
the  stag  fled,  I  pursued  him,  the  dogs  barked  in  their 
restless  course ;  it  appeared  as  if  the  chase  would  never 
have  an  end.  The  dogs  grew  tired,  but  not  I ;  my 
horse  grew  weary,  but  I  spurred  it ;  a  demon  pursued 
me  and  I  now  pursued  the  stag — my  thirst  became 
continually  more  burning. 

"  For  a  moment  the  chase  was  suspended  ;  I  had  lost 
sight  of  the  stag,  but  when  I  was  just  riding  out  of  a 
forest,  I  saw  it  suddenly  standing  near  a  little  flowing 
brook,  panting  for  breath.  He  was  not  far  from  me; 
he  saw  me,  but  thirst  and  weariness  outweighed  bis 
fear.  He  stood  still  and  drunk.  I  fired,  he  fell.  At 
the  sound  of  the  gun  the  dogs  received  new  life ;  they 
rushed  forth  and  their  bloody  jaws  seized  the  legs  of 
the  stag,  and  pulled  at  the  tender  boughs  of  his  horns. 
I  threw  myself  down  from  the  horse  and  ran  up  nearer 
to  give  the  death-blow  to  my  victim.  Already  I  held 
the  knife  to  his  throat,  when  it  turned  its  fine  dying 
eyes  towards  me,  and  looked  at  me  with  a  sorrowful 
reproachful  glance.  I  felt  a  dagger  thrust  into  my 
heart,  and  mute  and  gloomy  I  saw  those  eyes,  which 
every  second  grew  more  buman-like.  At  length — oh 
terrible! — I  saw  that  they  were  your  eyes,  Serena: 
it  was  you,  whom  I  had  murdered ;  it  was  you,  who 
stared  at  me  thus.  Almighty  God  !  if  ever  thy 
Jook — " 
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ano!    BmDo!'*    intemiptinf^  him  tenderly  mnd 

ed,  *'why  do  yon  tpeak   so?    It  was  ooly  a 

I,  and  an  unpleasant  and  stupid  dream,  I  must 

Look  at  me ;  no,  do  not  turn  away ;  look  at  me, 

ook  at  me,  that  such  a  look  from  my  eyes  can 

r,  nerer  meet  you.      Ah  !  did  you  but  know,  did 

but  rightly  feel  how   impossible  this  is.     Hear 

no,  I  also  have  a  dream  to  relate  to  you,  and  one 

eed  of  truer    meaning  than  yours.      I   dreamfd, 

ino,  that  the  world  had  grown  stiff  and  turned  to 

•     There  was  no  more  sun,  no  more  green  upon 

rth,  no  more  blue  in  the  sky,  in  the  place  of  which 

ere  was  empty  Toid.     Splendid  palaces,  woods  and 

ills  were  still  standing,  but  they  were  transformed  into 

se,     Wonderftil  and  awful  rays,  the  source  of  which 

ras  not  seen,  and  which  diffused  no  warmth,  but  cast 

iong  and  awe-inspiring  shades,  wandered  about  among 

these  forms  of  ice.     All  living  beings  were  long  since 

dead,  two  only  were  still  breathing  with  throbbing  and 

warm  hearts  in  this  marble  world.     And   these  two 

nrere  ourselves,  you  and  I.  Solitary  we  moved  together 

through  long  lines  of  pillars  of  ice ;  we  did  not  cleave 

to  the  earth,  but  we  were  not  able  to  raise  ourselves 

above  it.    Our  lot  was  gradually  to  freeze  to  death  as 

the  last  of  all  living  beings.  Your  heart  was  bitter,  and 

your  cheek  pale.  When  the  rays  cast  threatening  shades 

over  you,  your  arm  rose  up  as  if  to  fight,  and  your  voice 

sent  forth  a  dreadful  shriek.     In  the  midst  of  this 

frozen  world,  in  the  midst  of  this  night  of  suffering  and 

of  death,  I  felt  within  my  heart  a  warmth,  which,  I 

fancied,  no  ice  could  chill,  no  time  could  cool.     There 

prat  within  it  as  it  were  a  rising  spring  oC  UCe,  ^VvvcK 


i.rai::s:  the  cold  and  teirific  fonns  of 
fel:  zirself  so  bappy  at  this  thought  that 
x: : — :".y  dn?ain  wm  over,  but  I  clearly  fcl 
erper^ccceu  in  my  dream,  and  1  often  fe 
cow  :hat  I  would  eladly  have  to  endun 
afliction  for  you :  for  then  I  could  evinc 
ter.  bow  sisicerely  I  loved  you." 

"  Ob.  God  '."  said  Bruno,  with  asmothei 
witb  an  eacpression  of  torturing  pain,  **  o 
liKle  do  1  deserve  this  love; — how  unwoi 
th.-'u  K-tvely  anzel,  thou,  whom  I  shall  cal 

"Thii  she  will  never  become,"  excla 
and  heart  rending  voice.  Hagar,  more  lil 
a  human  being,  rushed  into  the  apartme 
glittered  in  her  hand ;  in  the  next  instan 
to  piei^ie  Serena's  heart ;  but  with  th( 
lightning  Bruno  bad  seized  Hagar*8  am 
w:is  warded  otT.  and  the  dagger  only  woui 
shoulder.     With  frantic  mien.    Bruno  \ 
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hanging  on  liit  arm.  Bruno  recovered  hit  re- 
on ;  his  wild  looks  became  more  composed,  his 
murmured,  **  A  woman  I"  The  dagger  fell  from 
ind.  He  looked  at  Serena,  saw  her  blood  stream - 
own ;  took  her  despairing  in  his  arms,  and  bore 
i  the  sofa. 

rhy  will  shall  be  accomplished,"  exclaimed  Hagar 
ily.  ''See  here  thy  sacrifice,  Bruno!  She  only 
bed  to  die  at  thy  feet."  She  rushed  towards  him, 
nged  the  dagger  into  her  breast,  and  sank  weltering 
ler  blood  at  his  feet  '*  Bruno  1  Bruno !  for  thee, 
thee,"  she  murmured,  then  she  became  mute,  and 
eyes  closed. 

\\\  this  was  the  work  of  a  few  seconds.  It  was  a 
ible  moment,  but  yet  more  terrible  were  the  cir- 
istances  attending  it     Bruno's  despair  was  deep 

mute.  Old  Dahl  tore  his  grey  hair,  and  exclaimed : 
\y  child!  my  child  I" 

Ijorn  alone  was  calm  ;  he  alone  restored  order  and 
ton.  "  It  is  in  reality  only  a  scratch.  There  is,  the 
ce  take  me,  no  more  danger  for  her  than  for  me," 
ixclaimed  to  the  old  people,  whilst  he  prepared  to 
1  up  Serena's  wound;  but  she  pushed  back  his 
d,  and  said,  pointing  to  the  motionless,  recumbent 
l^ar,  "  Assist  her,  assist  her ;  she  stands  in  need  of 
ither  than  myself;"  but  Bjbm  did  not  leave  her  be- 

her  wouud  was  bound  up,  he  then  asked  me  to 

her  and  the  sorrowing  old  Dahls  into  another  room, 
[agar,  whom  we  had  believed  dead,  soon  gave  signs 
{turning  animation,  was  put  to  bed,  and  given  up 
ijorn's  care.  With  gpreat  presence  of  mind,  Serena 
»ared  every  thing  that  was  requisite  foT\v«t  cotcv^otW.^ 

appeared  to  have  forgotten  that  sYve  \v^^  \v^x^^H^ 


-^=— »-t.      ,3L    ;•*.     a&.  Tpifc— "  sa 
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and  I  did  not  go  home  that  night  He  sat  in 
n  with  Hagar,  who  had  fallen  into  a  violent 
m  of  fever,  and  uttered  words  sometimes  full  of 
metimes  of  frenzy,  hut  always  equally  wild, 
ling  the  stamp  of  a  deranged  and  despairing 
I  remained  with  Serena,  whose  chamber  is  near 
«r  grandfather  and  grandmother,  and  prevailed 
r  to  go  to  bed,  and  for  her  sake  to  seek  repose, 
according  to  my  request,  and  composed  herself 
sping,  but  I  often  heard  her  weeping  softly.  I 
ged  to  go  many  times  into  Hagar's  room,  in 
a  bring  Serena  accounts  of  her  condition, 
oes  not  think  that  her  life  is  in  danger.)  From 
time  the  door  leading  to  the  apartment  of  the 
pie  was  gently  opened,  and  anxious  enquiries 
e  state  of  their  beloved  child  were  asked  in 
I,  and  ulvvays  received  consoling  replies.  Bjorn 
th  every  body,  muttered  to  every  body, 
i;cd  us  all,  and  gave  the  two  invalids  composing 
1.  Bruno  returned  three  times  during  the 
mt  would  not  come  in,  and  asked  for,  and 
.  an  account  of  Serena's  and  Hagar's  condition, 
kich  he  again  rushed  away  as  one  pursued  by 

is  a  long  and  painful  night  Serena  often 
:  *'  Will  it  not  soon  be  morning  ?  Does  not 
dawn  ? "  Ah  I  she  longed  for  morning ;  for  she 
that  light  and  Bruno  would  come  with  it 
ken  the  morning  dawned,  Bruno  did  not 
)ut  a  note  from  him,  with  the  following 
icted  lines : 
as  to  return — I  was  to  explain— this  you  re- 
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q^essed  of  me.  O  diat  snj  ^ririi  of  ftv^s  tl 
iatf3!£>d  brme!  Serma,  I  cainoC  ezplaiii,  1 
eoae! — her i  trill,  Imt  ym  1  cannot  we;  joiffi 
RfhfUrn  iF« :  I  cancoe  now  explain.  Hobov 
do  i:.  b^;:  !k  coar  frjvbids  me  ako.  Hagar  can, 
vZ!  EMt.  FarevelL  adored  one,  onfortonate  o 
fbr  Toa  lore  me.  I  cannot  come,  bat  I  will  i 
ynn  unseen.  Was  it  not  the  punishment 
d^rr-ned.  to  see  paradise  so  near,  but  to  be  driv 
i£  bv  a  fbmiQ?  swcrd.  Retribution,  dreadful 
tion !     Pray  for  me.  Serena,  for  hell  is  in  my  b 

Afrer  reading  these  line;.  Serena  bowed  her 
her  hand,  acd  sat  for  a  long  time  au  one  no  I 
lire.  Bat  rarely  she  must  hare  prayed  silent 
etenial  cocsforterT  she  must  certainly  hare  lifte* 
heart  to  her  heavenly  Father,  for  othem 
countenance  could  not,  as  she  raised  her  head, 
the  midst  of  her  grief,  have  worn  that  expie 
lofni-  and  calm  resignation.  Her  first  thought  wa 
parents,  the  first  words  which  her  lips  uttered  a 
tlox,  was  a  request  that  they  would  for  her  sa] 
patience,  precipitate  nothing ;  condemn  nothii 
to  wait  for  the  moment  when  this  mysterj*  shoL 
up,  and  Bruno  stand  before  them  in  a  purer  lig 

She  gave  them  Bruno's  letter  to  read,  interpn 
expressions  contained  in  it  to  his  advantage,  gla 
the  probable  solution  of  the  problem,  and  o 
what  she  sought  for.  The  old  people  became 
and  committed  to  her  the  management  of  th« 
affair. 

O,  how  beautiful  is  such  confidence  betwc 
people  and  children ! 
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)iMi  at  break£ut,  which  she,  with  her  usual 
sparing  for  the  old  people,  whilst  she  as- 
that  her  wound  did  not  give  her  pain,  and 
uld  soon  be  entirely  recovered. 
*me,  in  order  to  seek  some  repose.  I  am 
tore  disquieted  and  excited  than  tired.  In 
d  myself,  I  have  written  to  you,  Maria ;  for 
cate  all  to  the  friend  of  one's  heart  is  a 
ite  for  the  souL  I  abready  feel  its  effects, 
eavour  to  sleep. 

Serena  have  determined  that  Hagar  shall 
>ahl'8  house,  until  she  either  dies  or  re- 
e  could  not  be  removed  without  danger, 
est,  we  shall  endeavour  to  keep  the  sad 
a  secret  as  possible,  and  especially  try  to 
oming  to  the  ears  of  tna  chire  mire.  But 
.  this  be  explained  7      I  will  communicate 

Maria,  when  I  know  more. 


XXIII. 

READER,  PROM  A  STRANGER  UADY. 

outlines  alone  of  the  following  disclosure 
to  the  knowledge  of  Dr.  Werner's  wife, 
ide  me  acquainted  with  the  entire  facts, 
9f  draw  the  curtain  from  before  some  scenes 
this  time  occurred  in  Hagar's  sick-room, 
lem  SHADES,  for  they  stand  out  in  strong 
spest  darkness ;  ihey  may  be  compared  with. 
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those  outlines  which  one  takes  on  a  winter's  evening 
by  reflecting  the  shadows  of  human  faces  in  a  brilliant 
light  If  the  connoisseurs  of  art  and  men  should  con- 
sider these  sketches  too  transient  and  too  slight  to 
deserve  a  closer  attention,  and  yet  perceive  that  they 
contain  too  many  traces  of  truth  to  be  thrown  aside.  I 
am  satisfied,  and  will  confidently  begin  with  the 

FIRST  SHADE. 
"  Jealousy  knocked  at  my  heart's  door,  and  said— kin  I  UDT 

In  a  retired  apartment,  the  window  of  which  opened 
to  a  little  garden,  lay  the  sick,   the  criminal  Hagar, 
tended  as  kindly  as  if  she  were  the  darling  child  of  the 
family.  Two  days  had  passed.  Hagar  raved  sometimeSi 
in  the  delirium  of  fever,  but  at  others,  while  conscious 
of  what  passed.     Doctor  Werner  sat  by  her  bed-side, 
contemplating  almost  with  astonishment  the  conflict  of 
those  passions,  which  had  never  disturbed  his  quiet 
mind.  Except  him  and  a  girl  who  waited  on  her,  Hagar 
saw  no  one  ;  but  an  unseen  guardian  watched  faithfully 
near  her.     The  gentle  currents  of  air  which  cooled  he 
burning  forehead,  were  wafted  to  her  and  the  potic 
which  mitigated  the  pain  of  her  wound,  were  admini 
tered  to  her  by  Serena. 

One  evening  she  lay  in  an  uneasy  slumber.     Sere 
alone  was  near  her,   and  stole  softly  to  her  in  ordei 
contemplate  her  for  a  moment     "  God  be  praise 
her  lips  whispered,  "  you  enjoy  rest,  poor  pitiable  c 
You  have  destroyed  my  happiness,  but,  O !  how 
more  miserable  are  you !" 
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•woke.  Serena  withdrew  quickly,  but  was 
Hio  it  there  ?"  enquired  Hagar,  vehemently. 
A  the  hope  of  not  being  recognized,  was  silent; 
ir  proceeded :  *'  You  give  no  answer,  but  I 
.  I  have  seen  you  before  stealing  about  my 
girl,  in  order  to  drain  my  very  heart's  blood, 
lagine  that  you  can  deceive  me.  I  know  that 
our  power,  and  know  your  wish.  You  would 
ae  and  destroy  my  life  by  slow  poison.  As  a 
nt  for  my  crime,  I  shall  gradually  be  suifo- 
want  of  vital  air,  and  you  have  deprived  me 
It  I  may  see  him  no  more,  hear  his  voice  no 
at  was  my  air,  my  existence.  He  has  himself 
me  up  to  your  power  to  torment  me.  Yes, 
I  hate  me,  and  rejoice  in  my  misery,  but  I  will 
\  and  you  all,  I  will  free  myself  1"  With  these 
gar  tried  to  tear  the  bandage  from  her  wound, 
a  sprang  forward,  seized  her  hands,  and  held 
in  almost  unnatural  gn^asp.  Hagar  stared  at 
face  streaming  with  tears  of  pain  and  com- 
md  said : 
^ou  preserve  my  life  to  torture  me  by  a  slower 

,  no,  Hagar  I  Do  not  mistrust  me !  I  wish 
nay  live  I" 

eve  you  not !  You  love  him,  you  love  him, 
3ve,  he  belongs  to  me — yes,  you  grow  pale! 
mble ! — he  belongs  to  me !  for  I  first  received 
se ;  mine  are  older  claims,  more  sacred — they 
1  with  my  blood ! — Ha,  you  wish  me  well ; 
way !  I  know  what  jealousy  is,  that  burning 
'hich  impels  to  murder,  and  to  frenzy — which, 
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in  solitude,  in  the  sUUness  of  the  night,  whispen  in 
hoarse  and  spectral  tones :  **  Kill !  kill !"  Ha,  foir 
girl,  you  now  are  dark,  and  you  hate! — All,  all 
around  me  is  black — black — black — " 

Hagar  swooned.  Serena  called  in  her  waiting-maidt 
and  hastened  away,  overcome  with  grief,  into  her  room. 
She  then  threw  herself  on  her  knees,  and  exclaimed: 
"  O  my  God,  he  wished  also  to  deceive  me."  All  wai 
dark  around  her,  but  it  did  not  remain  so  long. 


SECOND  SHADE. 

"Love  is  patient  and  gentle." 

Hagar.    You  do  not  truly  then  wish  for  my  death, 

Serena.  No,  Hagar,  may  you  yet  live  long,  and 
again  enjoy  rest. 

Hagar.  But  if  I  live,  I  shall  destroy  your  repost 
If  I  live,  you  can  never  be  happy! 

Serena.  (In  a  tone  of  deep  but  mild  depression.) 
That  hope  I  have  already  abandoned. 

Hagar.  You  might  then  have  been  his  love  ?  You 
would  then  have  become  what  I  was,  what  many  others 
have  been — but  his  wife — never !  Sarah  drives  Hagar 
from  the  house.     Would  you  be  his  mistress  ? 

Serena.     (Calmly.)     No,  Hagar. 

Hagar.     Are  you  too  proud  then  for  it? 

Serena  was  silent. 

Hagar.  You  do  not  love  him.  You  do  not  feel  dis- 
posed to  make  any  sacrifice  for  him. 
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A.  Tet,  indeed  I  My  life,  my  earthly  hip- 
irillingly  I 

K.  Thii  is  little.  But  do  you  know  what  I 
rificed  for  him  f  Riches,  distinction,  honour, 
parents,  blessedness, — all,  all,  every  thing! 
ny  father's  house  I  had  a  thousand  slaves  at 
land.     I  left  all.  and  became  his  slave.     And 

he  ought  to  love  me,  he  ought  to  be  mine ! 
iccoured  him  in  the  bloody  tumult  of  death — 
^ed  with  him  the  law  and  condemnation,  if  not 
r  maiden  1  white  and  cold  as  the  snow  upon 
ntains  of  thy  father-land,  dost  thou  believe, 
u  canst  snatch  him  firom  me  ?  No,  he  must 
>  me,  my  fire  flows  also  through  his  veins — 
saturc,  fear  his  kiss  1  it  is  destruction — flee 
1,  for  he  is  mine,  here  and  hereafter ! — Ha,  my 

Good  God,  what  pain  I     Help  me,  help ! 
i  hastened  to  her,  with  the  soothing  salve  pre- 
y  Dr.  Werner,  and  with  gentle  and  dexterous 
'essed  Hagar's  wound. 

ink  you,"  said  Hagar,  relieved,  "  I  thank  you, 
very  kind  I" 
Hagar  I  love  him,  but  do  not  hate  me  I" 

I  hate  you  no  longer,  who  indeed  could  hate 


THIRD  SHADE, 
oever  shall  eompel  thee  to  go  a  rnOe,  *go  with  him 

R,  (violently). — If  you  wish  that  I  should  live, 
return.     Better  it  is  to  l'«  uponxYvexwiVwA 

R.     VOL.   II, 
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enjoy  the  sight  of  him,  than  to  live  in  Paradise  without 
him.  Your  influence  over  him,  they  say,  is  great 
Use  it  then  to  induce  him  to  return,  and  if  possible  to 
obtain  his  forgiveness  towards  me.  Jealousy  rendered 
me  desperate,  but  I  do  not  deserve  his  hatred,  at  least 
not " 

Hagar  was  silent,  and  was  absorbed  in  deep  reflec' 
ti^n.  For  the  last  few  days  she  had  been  better. 
Serena's  unwearied  attention  and  kind  treatment 
operated  like  a  healing  balm  upon  the  unhappy  crea- 
ture. 

Later  on  the  same  evening,  Serena  was  sitting  with 
Hagar  and  was  occupied  with  writing.  Love  and 
sorrow  dwelt  on  her  lips,  which  were  gently  moving,  as  if 
she  were  whispering  the  words  which  her  pen  had  just 
written.  But  her  fair  countenance  shone  more  brighdy 
than  usual ;  she  resembled  the  triumphant  repose  of 
virtue  and  love.  Hagar  obicrved  this  and  said  sud- 
denly in  her  bold  bitt«r  way : 

"You  are  no  doubt,  well  contented  with  your- 
self!"— Serena  blushed,  and  Hagar  continued: 

"  You  are  no  doubt  boasting  of  being  so  pure  and 
virtuous.  You  no  doubt  feel  your  great  superiority  over 
such  a  miserable  creature  as  I  am." 

"  No,  indeed  not,  Hagar  1"  said  Serena,  with  a  tear 
in  her  eye. 

"  Nor  would  you  be  right,"  continued  the  former,  **  foi 
gifts  are  unequally  distributed,  and  still  more  unequally 
are  temptations." 

"  That  is  true!"  replied  Serena,  meekly. 

"  Of  what  should  that  man  boast,  who  has  never  been 
tempted  ?     And  were  you  tempted,  you  would  perhaps 
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appy  it  tlM  whoM  iMneaat  hai  never  been  agitated 
Niona,  wboM  blood  flowa  calmly*  wboae  early  and 
It  oonpaniona  are  TurtiMi  and  peaoe.  If  she 
na  immaculate,  if  she  &11  not,  her  merit  is  yet  of 
worth  1" 

oa  are  right  1"  said  Serena  with  compoaore  and 
nets,  aa  before,  ihe  reated  her  head  on  her  white 

taetiny  determines  and  the  world  condemns ;  both 
iqoally  blind,*'  continued  the  enraged  creature; 
refore  the  course  of  one  man  is  called  victory  and 
>ur,  that  of  the  other,  fall  and  reprobation." 
But  God,  who  seeth  in  secret,"  said  Serena,  with  a 
▼oice,  **  Ood,  who  is  mightier  than  destiny  and  the 
df  will  one  day  make  all  things  eqvu^,  which  have 
I  unequal  here.  Then,  Hagar,  it  will  often  happen, 
:  be,  who  laboured  only  in  the  last  hour,  will 
Are  equal  wages,  as  he  who  had  been  called  in  the 

lagar  raised  herself  up  a  little  and  contemplated 
ena  with  astonishment  **What  God  is  it  that 
»  and  morea  in  your  soul  V*  inquired  she.  "  And 
iphat  purpose  thoee  benign  words  to  me,  the  hated, 
abandoned  r 

•Not  hated,  not  abandoned,"  said  Serena,  whilst 
Bg  and  approaching  the  sick-bed.  '*  Oh,  no !  Hagar ; 
MTciftil  Judge  moat  certainly  awaite  you." 
mth  an  expression  of  lively  suspense,  Hagar's  in- 
ring  look  stared  at  the  sweet  countenance,  which 
w  approadMd  her  couch,  and  looked  down  upon  her 


260  THE  NBIGBBOUas. 

with  the  pity  of  an  angeL    Serena  contiiiued : 

**  Jealousy  has  driyen  you  to  the  commitdoii  of  a 
foul  deed,  but  your  love  is  aincere  and  deep.  I  hare 
watched  you,  Hagar,  when  your  aoul  revealed  its  in- 
most thought.  I  iiave  watched  you  in  twilight  and  in 
the  night,  when  you  believed  yourself  to  be  alone; 
and  I  have  comprehended  the  manner  of  your  love- 
no  igrnoble  soul,  no  woman  of  conunon  mind  can  lore 
thus — ^passion,  circumstances,  the  darkness  of  joor 
mind  have  misled  you,  but  in  clearer  moments,  eren 
now,  Hagar,  dive  into  the  depths  of  your  heart,  and 
ask  yourself :  Is  there  anything  that  you  would  not 
sacrifice  for  the  liappiness  of  Bruno  t  Is  not  love  to 
him  your  strongest,  yes,  the  only  profound  fieeling  €i 
your  heart  ?" 

"  Yes,"  cried  Hagar,  "yes,  I  have  loved  him  with 
a  glowing  heart,  inexpressibly.  1  love  him  still,  but 
this  love  has  ^iven  me  to  crime." 

**  And  had  you  struck  my  heart,  Hagar,  and  did  I 
now  lie  dying  at  your  side,  still  I  should  say:  The 
sin  of  a  moment  will  not  condemn  the  heart  which 
loves  faithfully  I" 

Hagar  struggled  for  breath.  A  refireshing  feding 
sank  into  her  despairing  heart,  and  extinguished  its 
dreadful  burning.  With  folded  hands  Hagar  sank 
back  upon  her  couch.  "  Yes,"  she  whispered  fidntly, 
**  you  are  right!  Ah  I  there  is  one  being  still,  who  can 
understand  me,  who  can  give  credence  to  my  wordSi 
Listen  to  me,  Serena,  thou  who  cherisfaest  angelic 
brightness  and  angelic  benignity  within  thy  soolf 
listen  to  me.  It  was  not  my  wish  to  kill  you  I  No !  I 
would  not  hurt  Bruno  so  severely.    When  I  wss  sit- 
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dhg  alone  in  the  dark  foreit,  and  Jealousy  called 
murderous  tliougfatsintomy  soul,  I  repelled  them  from 
me  with  horror.  When  I  heard  of  Bruno's  betroth- 
ment,  when  I  saw  that  my  fate  was  irresistably  doomed, 
I  determined  on  suicide.  And  in  order  to  give  strength 
enough  to  it,  I  wished  to  see  him,  and  you,  his  espoused 
bride  together. — Ah,  when  I  saw  you  for  the  first  time, 
it  ran  through  my  heart  like  an  icy  dagger ;  I  felt  that 
he  would  love  you  far  otherwise  than  he  had  ever  loved 
others ;  I  felt  that  he  was  lost  to  me  for  ever,  but  still 
I  had  hia  first  love,  his  first  promise.  But  to  the  point. 
I  came  one  evening,  and  saw  you  both  together.  But 
when  I  saw  your  head  leaning  against  his  shoulder, 
when  I  heard  him  calling  you  his  wife,  a  fury  seized 
my  heart  and  brain.  It  was  jealousy.  My  soul  grew 
wild  and  my  dagger  thirsted  after  your  blood,  before  it 
should  cool  itself  in  mine.  Yes,  it  was  the  work  of  a 
moment,  the  work  of  a  dark,  dark  moment.  But  now 
a  ray  of  light  penetrates  through  the  dark  veil.  But 
thou,  thou  whom  I  wished  to  destroy,  and  who  givest 
life  to  me,  say,  who  art  thou,  wondrous  maid?  Art 
thou  a  child  of  Heaven  sent  to  comfort  the  earth,  and 
hast  thou  nothing  common  with  its  pains  and  passions? 
Or  art  thou  one  of  those  phantoms,  which  I  have  heard 
tpoken  o^  which  allure  men  with  silvery  voices 
and  sweet  words,  and  then  suddenly  change  into  shades 
of  hell,  and  drag  down  the  miserable  into  eternal 
darkness." 

Hagar's  wild  and  heated  phantasy  appeared  at  this 
moment  to  realize  the  firightful  transformation.  With 
a  lo(^  of  bewilderment  she  stared  at  Serena,  who  thus 
spoke : 
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"  I  am  only  a  weak  woDiaiiytowlioni  God,boifever,hu 
▼onchnfed  grace  to  conquer  ber  paiaioM  and  her  grief. 
Read,  Uagar,  theie  linn,  which  will  eoon  reatore  to 
yon  him  whom  you  love;  read,  oh,  auttruet  me  ao 
morel'* 

Serena  gave  the  letter,  which  ahe  had  juat  writtai» 
into  Hagar'a  handa,  and  the  latter  read : 

^'Yon  flee  from  me,  Bruno,  you  abun  my  hoate. 
Return  Bruno ;  not  merely  in  my  own  name,  and  for 
my  own  aake  do  I  entreat  yon — I  entreat  you  for  oae, 
who  aeema  able  rather  to  dispenae  with  light  and  life 
than  with  the  light  of  you.  Come,  Bruno,  oh,  cone  to 
her,  who  is  so  worthy  of  pity !  Near  her  bed  I  ezpCv-t 
you.  Let  us  together  recall  her  to  life.  Let  at  be 
together,  Bruno  1  Oh,  my  friend,  in  the  darkneat,  which 
eurrounda  me  at  this  present  moment,  I  atUl  know  one 
thing  clearly,  ytz,,  that  I  love  you,  that  you  are  dearer 
to  me  than  my  life,  and  that  nothing,  nothing  can  sever 
this  feeling  from  my  hearty  we  can  now  determine 
nothing  respecting  our  ftiture.  Come  thenl  let  as 
await  the  time  and  be  in  peace  with  each  other ;  and 
should  aught  prevent  our  union  in  marriage,  nothing 
shall  hinder  it  in  friendship.  Hagar  has  spoken  of 
claims  which  she  has  upon  you,  of  former  ties,  which 
bind  you  to  her.  If  she  has  spoken  the  truth,  Brunoi 
my  entreaty  is  still  the  same ;  return  Bruno  to  me,  to 
her!" 

*'  Listen,  Bruno,  let  us  become  children  again,  let  of 
be«  as  in  those  days,  those  bright  days,  when  we  greet- 
ed the  morning  sun  together  in  the  woods  of  Ramm 
when  the  shades  of  evening  still  found  us  together,  full 
of  peace  and  mutual  confidence.     Do  you  remember 
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ne  evening,  when  it  grew  dark  in  the  wood  and  I  said, 
are  you  not  afraid  of  losing  your  way  in  the  dark," 
nd  you  answered,  "  With  you  my  way  is  light!"  and  I 
lid,  "and  with  you  I  am  not  afraid  even  in  the  dark!" 
th,  friend  of  my  youth !  can  it  not  be  so  again,  as  it 
"as  then  7  Life  is  the  forest,  and  it  may  be  dark  too, 
h,  I  have  felt  this  deeply  for  some  time  past — let  us 
ralk  the  road  together,  Bruno ;  reach  me  your  hand  as 
friend,  as  a  brother.  Then  the  road  will  perhaps 
ecome  light  to  us  both  yet  Listen  to  my  request! 
reeping  I  address  it  to  you.  Return  again,  Bruno, 
eloved,  eternally  beloved  friend!  Bruno,  return 
jainl 

Your  Serena." 

With  trembling  hand  Hagar  returned  the  letter. 
You  love  him  more  than  I,"  said  she ;  a  painful  ex- 
ression  passed  over  her  features,  and  she  drew  the 
3ver  over  her  head. 

Serena  dispatched  her  letter ;  a  few  hours  afterwards 
Iruno  lay  at  her  feet  They  did  not  speak,  but  in- 
Dluntarily  they  embraced  each  other,  involuntarily 
leir  souls  dissolved  again  in  an  unutterable  feeling 
rom  this  moment  Bruno  often  sat  near  Hagar's  sick- 
&d.  The  bold,  wild  Ilagar  was  before  him  only  a 
eak,  lowly  woman,  awed  into  submission  by  a  mere 
ok  from  him.  Bruno's  forgiveness  and  presence, 
erena's  kindness  and  fine  feeling,  her  faithful  and  ten- 
;r  nursing  had  a  salutary  influence  upon  the  sufferer, 
octor  Werner  gave  hope  for  her  life.  Franciska 
ime  sometimes  in  the  evening  to  visit  her  friend, 
etween  Bruno  and  these  two  lovely  and  cuUvs^\^^ 
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A  to  believe  in  her  recovery,  suddenly  vanished, 
state  of  great  weakness  ensued.  It  is  not  her 
d,  but  her  mind  which  preys  on  her  life,  said 
>r  Werner.  A  great  stillness  now  prevailed  in 
ick-chamber.  Serena  alone  attended  there  and 
ly  administered  to  the  comfort  of  the  patient's 
and  soul.  Her  spirit  was  also  now  more  composed, 
t  resigning  herself  entirely  to  her  faithful  tender 

e  icy  weather  beat  against  the  windows  of  the 
chamber,  and  the  storm  shook  the  branches  of  the 
7hich  grew  before  them.  But  a  lamp  was  burning 
nd  brightly  within,  and  a  tender  female  voice  read 
allowing  words : 

will  arise  and  go  to  my  father,  and  say  unto  him, 
r  I  have  sinned  against  heaven  and  against  thee, 
im  no  more  worthy  to  be  called  thy  son  I — and  he 

and  came  to  his  father.    And  when  he  was  yet  a 

way  off,  his  father  saw  him,  and  he  began  to  have 
assion  upon  him,  and  ran  to  meet  him,  and  fell 
:  his  neck,  and  kissed  him.'* 
Uessed,  blessed  words  V*  a  faint  voice  now  uttered 

the  bed.  **  And  if  I  went  home  like  the  prodigal 
;hould  I  be  received  thus,  think  you  ?  Great,  great 
r  guilt." 

(ut  God's  mercy  is  still  greater.  The  prodigal 
ndeed  had  wasted  all  his  inheritance.  But  when 
penitent,  he  returned,  he  was  received  in  love." 
'ell  then,"  said  the  patient  with  her  burning  heart, 
iso  will  return.  To  my  earthly  father  I  could  not 
e  would  only  curse  me.  I  will  arise  and  go  to  my 
enly  father." 
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FIFTH   SHADE. 


"  Love  knows  no  measure,  boundary,  nor  grave." 

H.    SCHULZX. 

It  was  night,  and  the  moon  shone  brightly.  The 
earth  lay  so  calmly  and  serenely  in  its  silver  light,  the 
bonds  of  snow  had  now  vanished,  and  a  reviving  breeze 
roused  the  slumbering  earth  to  the  life  of  spring. 

We  will  follow  the  rays  of  the  heavenly  lamp  in 
Hagar's  sick  chamber,  and  contemplate  the  figures 
radiated  by  them. 

They  fall  strongly  upon  a  profile  of  former  beauty, 
whose  features  are  now  meagre  and  sharp,  such  as  pas- 
sion and  pain  are  used  to  carve  with  their  sharp  chisels ! 
The  wonted  wild  rolling  look  was  now  more  composed. 
A  glorified  expression  now  rested  in  the  wasted  face, 
and  the  hands  were  folded  as  if  engaged  in  prayer, 
Hagar  was  sitting  raised  in  bed.  At  her  side,  and 
supporting  her,  stands  a  young  girl.  Perhaps  the  rays 
of  the  moon  cause  that  paleness  in  her  countenance 
whilst  she  stands  there  like  a  lily  in  the  midst  of  light 
Perhaps  it  may  be  suffering  which  has  chased  the  rosy 
hue  from  her  cheeks.  However  it  has  not  been  able 
to  rob  her  of  that  sweet  gentleness  of  mien,  or  to  change 
tlie  beautiful  almost  child-like  roundness  of  her  figure. 
She  is  soft,  soft  as  kindness  itself,  and  captivating  as 
the  latter :  her  look  is  bright,  gentle,  one  might  say 
holy. 

**  Lean  more  on  me,"  she  whispered  to  Hagar.  It  is 
Serena.  In  the  shade,  and  darker  than  the  shade, 
stands  Bruno,  with  his  dark  flaming  looks  immovably 
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i  upon  tbcni  boih.  Hit  bmst  keaved  aknrly,  bat 
licdni^  thonglits  strore  for  maattarj  within.  At  a 
e  distance  from  the  bed,  in  a  soft  half- light,  two 
1  figures  are  sitting,  nlent,  pale,  resembling  the 
des  of  the  departed. 

Six  weeks  are  now  dapaed  since  that  evening  in 
ich  Hagar  had  laid  violent  hands  on  her  own  lilie. 
ke  an  expiring  flame,  which  now  flickers  up,  now 
oks  again,  had  she  thus  long  been  suspended  between 
fe  and  death.     But  her  sufiierings  had  grown  severe 
oring  the  latter  period,  and  she  folt  the  hour  of  her 
issoludon  rapidly  drawing  nigh.     It  was  night,  when 
iwaking  from  long  stupor,  she  anxiously  desired  to 
ipeak  with  Serena's  parents.     But  when  they  came  she 
was  unable  for  some  time  to  speak.     Supported  by 
Serena's  faithful  breast,  encircled  by  her  arms,  she 
gradually  recovered  a  little  strengdL    At  her  request 
the  old  people  drew  nearer.     In  short,  but  energetic 
words  Hagar  thanked  them  for  the  tender  care  and  atten- 
tion which  they  had  vouchsafed  to  her,  and  begged 
them  to  forgive  her  all  the  sorrow  which  she  had  caused 
them ;  "Now,"  she  added,  "  I  shall  never  more  trouble 
any  one  upon  earth ;   now,  I  am  going  to  meet  my  final 
doom !     But,  before  1  go,  let  me  offer  my  sacrifice  to 
truth ;  let  me  in  some  measure  atone  for  that  evil  which 
I  have  committed.     Hear  the  confession  of  a  dying 
one,  and  give  credence  to  my  last  words.      I   uavb 
Nothing  wherewith  to  reproach  Bruno  !  I  myself 
^m  the  cause  of  my  own  fate.     In  my  father's  house 
^e  loved  each  other,  and  mutually  promised  marriage, 
it  was  I  who  broke  my  vow ;  my  excesses  and  crimes 
awakened  his  abhorencc.     I  wished  to  dtVR  VvvK\dftH<v\x 
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he  fied  from  me ;  I  then  pursued  him,  and  I  was  con- 
demned, that,  although  despised  and  rejected,  I  should 
still  be  compelled  not  to  be  able  to  breathe  except  in 
the  fire  that  consumed  me.  My  love  to  him  was  my 
punishment:  it  has  bowed,  but  improved  my  souL 
Bruno  tolerated  me  in  his  presence,  he  tolerated  the 
stormy  wind  which  raged  around  his  life  with  never- 
ending  fury.  This  afforded  me  strength  to  live,  yes,  to 
hope  that  I  might  regain  the  heart  which  I  had  for- 
feited. I  therefore  followed  him  into  this  land  in  whose 
earth  I  shall  soon  rest  Bruno  attached  himself  to 
Serena,  and  now  he  wished  to  banish  me  from  him. 
He  effered  me  rich  present:;,  and  entreated  me  to  re- 
turn to  my  native  country.  It  was  not  a  wish,  but  a 
command,  which  was  implied  in  his  crushing  words. 
I  seemed  as  though  I  submitted  to  it,  but  resolved  to 
die.  My  feelings  were  wild.  The  winter  evening  was 
cold  on  which  I  determined  to  make  an  end  of  my  life. 
Bruno  was  with  his  bride,  and  I  walked  in  the  dark 
forest, — cold  was  the  winter  evening,  and  hence  my 
blood  may  have  grown  so  chilled,  my  hand  so  be- 
numbed,— it  would  not  obey.  I  then  determined  to 
see  him  and  you,  I  hastened  thither, — saw  him  and 
you, — jealousy  then  turned  my  brain.  The  rest  you 
know.  Once  more,  forgive!  Once  more  hear  those 
words,  I  have  nothing  wherewith  to  reproach  Bruno  I 
But  on  many  accounts  I  have  to  crave  his  forgiveness. 
He  deserves  your  grandchild ;  and  in  those  unknown 
regions,  whither  my  spirit  is  going,  I  shall  bless  him 
and  her.  If  you  forgive  me,  then  tell  me  that  you  will 
offer  no  impediment  to  their  union,  which  my  crime 
threatened  to  dissolve.     Vouchsafe  to  the  penitent— 
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in  death  !*' 

so,  Hagar,"  said  Brano,  solUy,  whilst  he 
id  his  hand  upon  her  violently  heaving  bredst ; 
eace  with  me,  as  I  am  widi  you.  Thou  hast 
ur  to  me,  and  art  so  still,  now  in  this  very 

iiye  my  infinite  thanks  (or  these  woEd&^**  tx^^ 
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my  love  brings  misfortune  with  it — come  not  too  near 
with  thy  wings  to  the  fire  of  hell— flee — flee !  '* 

"  Bruno  I "  said  Serena,  whilst  in  spite  of  his 
threatening  gestures  she  drew  nearer  to  him  and  threw 
her  arms  round  his  neck.  "  Do  not  speak  so  wildly, 
be  kind,  be  calm  ! — You  are  ill,  Bruno ; — come,  com- 
pose yourself! — sit  down  here  near  to  me — ^rest  your- 
self against  me — ^look  at  me,  Bnmo, — I  am  indeed  your 
Serena,  yonr  wife,  who  loves  you  so  ardently,  who  will 
follow  you  in  sorrow  and  in  joy." 

The  intense  stretch  of  excitement  in  Bruno's  de- 
meanour relaxed,  his  countenance  grew  more  placid,  he 
breathed  more  freely.  "  Speak,  angelic  voice,  speak  I " 
said  he. 

"You  are  exhausted  by  watching,  you  are  over- 
fatigued  !  '*  continued  Serena,  tenderly  and  caressingly, 
**  now  you  must  rest ;  I  shall  watch  you  during  your 
sleep,  and  then  we  will  walk  out  together  and  see  the 
sun,  the  lovely  spring  sun,  which  dispenses  life  and 
joy  to  all.     It  will  be  a  fine  day,  my  Bruno ! " 

Serena's  child-like  sweet  words,  and  the  display  of 
love  exorcised  the  demon  from  Bruno's  soul.  He  col- 
lected himself,  and  seemed  to  awake  out  of  a  torment- 
ing dream.  With  a  look  of  unspeakable  love  and  in- 
expressible anguish  he  looked  at  Serena.  "  Oh ! " 
said  he,  with  his  tearful  eyes,  **  never  did  David's  harp 
charm  the  raging  spirit  more  sweetly.  But,  Serena, 
tell  me,  what  have  I  said  ?  What  have  I  done  ? — and 
"ay,  what  have  been  your  thoughts  ?  " 

"  You  were  ill,  Bruno,  but,  thank  heaven  1  now  you 
are  better  again,  and  all  is  well  I " 

"  No,  all  is  not  well  with  me,  Serena  \ — for  know,  that 
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Hagar  grew  ipeechless;  her  hands  dropped  those 
of  Bruno;  her  breast  grew  still,  and  life's  great 
shadow— death— drew  over  her  countenance  that  veil 
which  DO  mortal  can  lift  up. — She  breathed  no 
more  I 

The  moon's  rays  grew  pale.  The  first  dawn  of  the 
Easter  morning  shed  its  indistinct  light  into  the 
duunber,  and  its  warm  reflection  passed  over  the  pale 
form.    Solemn  silence  reigned  aroond  her. 

**  Dead  ?  1 "  Bruno  at  length  exclaimed,  with  a  dull 
voice,  whilst  inclining  over  Hagar ;  he  appeared  to  be 
assailed  by  fearful,  distressed  feelings ;  "  dead,  because 
she  loved  me  I  Who,  that  loved  me,  was  ever  happy  ? 
To  whom  have  I  brought  joy  ?  My  mother's  life  I 
have  darkened.  Here  lies  the  affianced  of  my  youth. 
And  ye,  unhappy  victims,  whose  life  1  have  wasted,  ye 
also  rise  to  accuse  me !  —So  it  ought  to  be  !  Ye  pale 
shadows,  come  and  place  yourselves  between  me  and 
her,  who  was  to  have  become  my  wife, — for  I  am  not 
worthy  of  her !  I  will  not  deceive  her,  not  steal  into 
her  heart  with  a  lie  and  destroy  her  heaven — no  woman 
shall  love  me — no  one  follow  me — except  this  unfor- 
tunate spirit,  which  accompanies  me  through  life.  I 
believe  that  Serena  would  have  banished  it. — ah !  this 
angelic  look  presses  me  down  and  plunges  me  still 
deeper — my  lost  heaven  would  be  my  curse — no,  I  will 
flee — flee — I  will " 

A  convulsive  paroxysm  shook  Bruno,  and  his  fixed 
eye  testified  that  he  was  no  longer  conscious. 

«*  Bruno,  Bruno  I  "  cried  Serena,  in  tender  distress, 
whilst  she  drew  near  to  him  ; 

"  Away  !  "   said  he  harshly  and  frantic ;   "  away  I 


Ideas  ot  right  ana  goodness  wnicti  still  r 
I  quitted  my  maternal  home.  With  th< 
mother  on  my  head,  and  unrestrained  p 
breast,  I  endeavoured  to  gratify  the  latti 
get  the  former ;  I  endeavoured  to  forgei 
home,  a  fatherland,  a  mother;  to  forg 
cursed — ah ;  this  was  the  icy  feeling  of  i 
drove  me  perpetually  deeper  into  the  fir< 
I  had  no  rest ;  I  wished  to  be  active ;  to  { 
surrounded  me;  thirst  after  gain,  yes, 
the  danger  connected  with  the  pursuit  of 
to  that  which  I  shall  repent  for  ever, 
slave-trader,  a  seller  of  souls !  I  dra 
children  from  their  huts,  violently  seve 
from  wives,  wives  from  husbands,  mothers 
and  transported  them  as  slaves  to  the 
colonies.  Men — my  brethren — I  sold  fo 
The  persons  who  then  had  acquired  p 
soul,  had  represented  these  unfortunai 
altogether  void  of  human  dignity,  even  t 
the  brute  creation.  A  frightful  occurren 
blinded  eyes ; — let  me  pass  over  it  in  silenc 
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I  won  a  considerable  sum  from  a  young  man.  Gold 
glitttered  around  me  and  dazzled  my  eyes.  But  the 
gloomy  despair  which  depicted  itself  in  the  countenance 
of  my  adversary  when  he  left  the  room,  brought  me 
back  to  reflection.  Perhaps  he  had  a  mother,  who — I 
ran  quickly  after  him.  I  wished  to  restore  to  him  all 
that  he  had  lose  I  ran  out  into  the  dark  street,  calling 
out  the  name  of  the  unfortunate — which  I  got  to  know 
by  chance. — A  flash  and  a  sound,  quite  close  to  me, 
replied  to  my  call.  Portions  of  the  unfortunate's 
brains  were  scattered  at  my  feet  He  had  shot  him- 
selfl     He  was  the  only  son  of  a  poor  widow. 

"  I  gave  up  play.  I  endeavoured  to  make  amends  for 
the  evil  to  which  I  had  been  instrumental.  I  tried  to 
mitigate  the  sufferings  of  that  class  of  men,  against 
whom  I  had  committed  such  injustice  and  violence. 
But  what  is  the  beneficence  of  a  gambler  ?  It  resem- 
bles the  alms  of  a  robber — the  price  of  it  is  blood.  It 
can  offer  no  atonement  to  relieve  his  heart.  This  I 
felt  Then  I  turned  to  love ;  love  I  thought  would 
help  me  to  forget,  to  enjoy  every  thing.  I  then  aban- 
doned myself  to  love — ^no,  sacred  flame,  forgive — it 
was  not  to  you — but  into  the  arms  of  voluptuousness 
that  I  abandoned  my  life. — I  thought  I  loved ;  I  was 
deceived.  And  I  deceived, — I  reeled  from  error  to 
error.  But  as  the  spring  retreated  from  the  lips  of 
Tantalus,  thus  enjoyment  and  peace  also  fled  from  nie. 
I>uring  the  space  of  fifteen  years  I  had  moments  of 
joyful  excitement,  but  not  one  hour,  to  which  I  could 
say:  "stay!**  not  a  day,  which  I  could  entreat  to 
"  return !"  An  infinite  void,  which  nothing  seemed  able 
to  fill  up,  a  consuming  thirst  after  something — I  knew 
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not  wTiit — pervaded  way  muL  Meaiiwhikt  tJwng 
quieter  hoursr  ^m,  and  even  tiiose  of  wild^^t  enj^T* 
tnent  an  apporidon  presented  itself  before  my  m\a^ 
whose  mAgieal  and  keart-rending:  influence  1  canniit 
describe.  AU  that  wha  imiocetit  and  Uc&utifyl  id  mj 
years  of  childhdodfidl  that  tnjeiurly  youth  po^iesteij  d 
l^lQwingtife  and  Joy,  all  the  dreflLin^  that  had  aver  n»tfd 
me  of  heaven  aod  of  peace,  seemed  at  this  mompftt  m 
melt  together  into  one  single  image — and  thb  itOJigt 
bore  your  fetturett.  Then  an  unepetkitble  lon^tfig,  dirk 
deipair  arote  in  my  sou). 

"  Oece  more  1  tore  myself  away,  I  disengaged  mfielt 
from  ft  weak  abd  intoicicated  life.  In  a  wildly  extciidtrtl 
and  well  ordered  activity,  1  endeavoured  to  emploj 
my  life,  which  wai  a  burden  to  me.  I  tried  my  ehaoct 
in  speculation!  of  trade.  I  aucceeded  well,  I  grew 
rich — alas !  I  was  stiU  poor,  and  my  soul  waa  stanriog 
la  the  midst  of  plenty.  About  this  time  my  businesi 
required  me  to  perform  a  voyage  to  England.  I  heard 
Canning  before  the  representatives  of  a  noble  people, 
during  a  debate  on  the  abotition  of  the  slave-trade, 
advocate  the  cause  of  liberty  and  humanity.  I  saw 
upon  his  forehead  the  glory  of  his  immortal  beauty 
For  the  first  time  I  comprehended  human  dignity, 
human  nobility,  and  the  hideousness  of  my  former  eon- 
duct  Oh,  Serena !  I  then  mourned  over  my  wasted 
days  and  perverted  energies. — However  I  was  a  youag 
man  yet,  could  yet  begin  to— what  ? — a  son  cursed  by 
his  mother,  what  good  could  he  begin,  which  might  bs 
blessed  by  heaven  f  I  was  cursed,  this  was  the  brand- 
mark,  which  scorched  my  head,  the  stone,  which 
kiy  upon   my  Vie%xt   «i^  cwoLdftmnad  it  %o   etemaJ 
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darkness.  What  angel  could  roll  awaj  this  stone. 
Oh,  for  a  length  of  time  my  soul  struggled  in  gloomy 
despair,  for  my  mother  was  the  only  being,  whom  I 
feared.  Often  since  my  childhood,  our  souls  had  con- 
tended against  each  other,  but  she  had  gained  the 
▼ictory,  she  had  slain  mine.  Slain  is  the  word,  slain 
by  the  curse !  My  heart's  bitterness  increased,  but 
many  years  rolled  on,  love  returned  and  prevailed  over 
bitterness.  The  thought  of  a  reconciliation  with  her 
was  the  only  one  which  occupied  my  soul.  This  re- 
conciliation was  the  first  condition  of  a  new,  of  abetter 
life.  Without  it  all  the  world  was  nothing  to  me. 
Hope  I  had  none,  I  was  obliged  to  venture,  if  t  wished 
to  live.  So  powerfully  had  these  feelings  seized  me, 
that  I  wasted  away  physically.  At  the  very  sound  of 
the  word  "mother,"  I  could  cry  like  a  child. 

*^  I  returned.  I  saw  my  paternal  house  again,  I  had  a 
glimpse  of  you,  Serena!  my  youthful  paradise,  my 
heavenly  picture,  the  reality  of  my  longing,  the  bright- 
ening up  of  my  whole  character,  all  this  I  saw  in  you 
Wonder  not  that  I  stretched  out  my  arms  full  of  anxi- 
ous longfing,  to  draw  you  to  my  heart,  wonder  not 
when  finding  the  arms  of  my  mother  closed  against  me 
I  tried  to  conquer  the  bliss  of  life  and  of  love  through 
you,  to  win  an  angel  for  my  tortured  soul.  During 
these  moments  a  judgment  himg  over  me;  it  was  more 
than  a  question  of  life  or  death :  on  it  depended  the 
salvation  of  my  soul  or  the  eternal  curse.  A  thunder- 
cloud rested  upon  my  heart,  upon  my  brain,  I  saw,  I 
felt  nothing  distinctly.  Then  I  tempted  you,  Serena, 
you  resisted,  and  I  believed  to  love  you  less,  I  ^*& 
felf'deceived ;  you  had  penetrated  s^\  ^<&v^  voN^^n 
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which  you  did  not  know.  For  in  vain  would  have  1  tried 
to  deceive  myself;  never  shall  I  become  tranquil,  never 
will  the  blessedness  of  a  pure  heart  dwell  in  my  bosom. 
"What  has  been  done  can  never  be  undone.  There  are 
events  in  my  life  which  I  shall  never  forgret,  recol- 
lections which  will  follow  me  to  the  gmve.  There  are 
dark  traces,  wild  feelings- in  my  soul,  which  even  your 
angelic  kindness,  your  brightness,  will  not  be  able  ( 
extinguish ;  remorse  for  the  past  will  haunt  me  by  you. 
breast.  Oh,  Serena,  your  guiltless  hand  ought  not  to 
be  laid  in  one  polluted  by  so  many  crimes ;  you,  the 
pure,  the  blessed,  ought  not  to  be  united  to  him  on 
whom  the  curse  of  human  society  rests.  You  should 
not  sacrifice  your  youth,  your  beauty,  your  female 
virtue  to  a  deceiver.  This  I  have  clearly  felt  during 
this  latter  period.  I  have  clearly  perceived  that,  if  I 
abused  your  confidence,  if  I  made  you  unhappy — and 
never  will  the  companion  of  my  days,  and  of  my  nights, 
become  happy — 1  should  then,  indeed,  be  a  cist  away 
for  ever !  These  thoughts  for  a  long  time  troubled  me. 
Hagar's  crimes  and  your  virtue,  your  victory  over  me 
and  over  her,  have  brought  them  to  maturity.  I  love 
you  now  as  holy,  as  truly,  as  I  once  loved  you 
wildly  and  selfishly ;  and,  therefore,  have  I  unveiled 
my  soul  before  you  as  before  its  eternal  Creator.  Not 
yet,  Serena,  not  yet  have  vows  before  the  altar  united 
us  ;  you  can  still  separate  yourself  from  me,  and  retire 
from  the  face  of  the  world  pure  as  you  are  in  your  own 
soul.  Now  you  are  free.  Were  you  even  to  cast  me 
off,  no  word  of  reproach,  no  complaint  from 
my  lips  shall  hurt  you.  And  were  you  to  turn 
from  me,    still  1  will  honour  and  adiox^  ^^>\^  "s^^^^ 


lespvess  all  wkidi  the  Wart 
11  MiBi  tliepowtrofloTe? 
VhoaecfiantstotlM  goce  of  the  Almiglity?  Witk 
TOO.  with  joa  the  w:^  to  rpronriliatinn  with  God 
z:id  a.  better  Hfis  appeared  open  to  me ; — yes,  with  you! 
— Wiilioac  voa ! — I  bare  said  enoagfa ;  you  uow  know 
iZ.  Stiresa.  Proooonce  joor  sentexice  upon  me ;  I  bow 
cy  ocad  before  you,  and  will  kiss  your  ad<«ed  band 
w-'-:-ii»r  it  extends  to  me  death  or  life." 

\raen  the  seraph  Eloah  (so  says  the  noble  bard  of 
tie  Messiah)  descended  into  hell  by  the  side  of  the 
Ef^ieeaxer,  and  there  beheld  the  darkness  and  the 
r  i^ry.  his  clear  sight  faded  into  the  mist  of  twilight 
.1  feeling  like  that  of  Eloah  had  taken  possession  of 
^ci-v-na  daring  Bruno's  confessions.  An  indescribable 
Wei jh:  had  settled  onY^ei  Ykcait  «sA  OaftcVad  Its  pulsa- 
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tion. — But  the  weight  was  removed ;  it  vanished,  just 
as  the  fresh  wind  chases  away  the  fog ;  as  the  star  shines 
in  a  dark  night,  as  the  morning  dawn  arises  and  illu- 
mines and  brightens  every  thing,  thus  love,  infinite, 
strong,  powerful,  sweet,  and  triumphant,  rose  in  Se- 
rena's heiirt.  Her  soul  within  became  lighter,  freer, 
more  fixed  than  ever ;  no  doubt,  no  disquietude  longer 
prevailed,  and  when  Bruno  had  left  off  speaking,  she 
inclined  towards  him  with  silent  tears  of  love,  and  said, 
"  I  go  with  you,  Bruno !  oh,  my  friend,  my  husband, 
it  must  be  so.  Let  us  walk  together  on  earth  ;  one  day 
may  we  kneel  together  before  the  throne  of  the  All- 
merciful  I 

Silently  Bruno  pressed  her  to  his  breast. 

Light  broke  in,  softly  and  solemnly,  voices  arose, 
and  enclosed  the  united  pair  with  waves  of  melody 
It  was  the  hymn  sung  in  commemoration  of  Him  who 
had  risen  from  the  dead,  which  echoed  from  the  temple. 


The  Shades  are  now  finished,  and  with  them  my 
business  ;  gladly  now  would  I  restore  the  pen  into  Ma« 
dam  Werner's  hand,  but  apparently,  as  if  she  were 
somewhat  offended  at  my  interruption,  just  about  this 
time,  viz.  immediately  after  Hagar's  death,  a  consider- 
able gap  follows  in  her  correspondence,  the  real  cause 
of  which  I  cannoi  state,  and  to  fill  up  which  I  am  un- 
able. You  must,  therefore  make  yourself  contented, 
dear  reader,  and  if  you  please,  pass  over  to  the 
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XXIV. 
TWENTY-FOURTH  LETTER. 

FRANCISKA  W.  TO  MARIA  M. 

Rosenvik,  Nov.  2Srd,  18— 
Once  more  here.  I  am  sitting  alone ;  have  sent  off 
Bjorn  to  Ramm,  that  he  might  take  a  good  observation, 
and  first  entertain  Atjn«e(/' and  then  me,  by  an  account 
of  the  festivities  following  the  wedding.  I  am  not  well| 
I  am  heavy  and  dull,  look  at  the  grey  walls  of  Ramm 
think  of  Serena,  and  long  for  Bjorn's  retmm.  It  is 
drawing  towards  evening ;  he  ought  to  be  here  soon. 
I  have  not  been  very  well  ever  since  Serena's  wedding- 
day  ;  I  was  too  excited  by  it.  Bruno's  uneasiness  that 
day, — his  almost  wild  questions  to  Serena  during  the 
morning, — **  Dost  thou  love  me ; — wilt  thou  be  mine,  in 
joy  and  in  sorrow,  in  time,  and  in  eternity?  *' — What 
do  they  mean  ? — "  I  will  answer  thee  this  evening,  come 
again  this  evening."  said  Serena,  in  her  sweet,  hearty 
manner.  This  pacified  him.  In  the  evening,  when 
they  were  married,  and  received  the  blessing,  he  was 
quite  changed ;  gratitude  appeared  to  elevate  and  tran- 
quillize his  general  character.  I  saw  him  embrace 
Serena,  and  weep,  ah!  why  this  disqietude,  his  pain, 
even  in  happiness,  if  his  conscience  had  peace. 
But  am  I  not  wrong  in  being  so  fearful  and  uneasy, 
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I  have  seen  so  much  of  true  love  in  Bruno,  as  1  have 
served  in  Serena  a  tenderness,  faithfuhiess,  and 
Huence,  which  can  ennoble  and  improve  every  thing. 
Juring  the  ceremony,  there  was  a  something  mani- 
fested in  lier  which  appeared  to  elevate  their  union 
beyond  the  power  of  misfortuue.  Upon  her  pure 
countenance  a  heavenly  brightness  rested,  and  those 
words, — "  to  love  thee  in  joy  and  in  sorrow," — she  pro- 
nounced with  firmness  so  lovely,  so  exalted,  that  I  in- 
voluntarily repeated  them  to  Bjorn,  as  I  stood  there, 
leaning  on  his  shoulder,  supported  by  his  faithful  arm. 
What  scenes  now  passed  before  my  mind  I  They  then 
affected  me  powerfully,  too  powerfully.  I  have  been 
ill  lately ;  I  only  hope  that  my  little  daughter  will  suf- 
fer no  evil  consequences  firom  it.  I  love  her  already. 
How  long  Bjbm  lingers  away.  The  shades  of  the  trees 
are  already  long,  and  the  birds  begin  their  evening 
song.  Heaven  grant  that  no  misfortune  may  have  hap- 
pened at  Ramm.  That  ancient  dark  house  certainly 
looks  like  the  abode  of  misfortune.  Why  was  Serena 
to  be  taken  there !  Heaven  be  praised !  I  now  see  my 
Bjorn  approaching,  I  will  go  down  to  the  Bridge  to 
meet  him. 
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and  undentanding !    you  certainly   speak   too 
^" 

should  not  wonder  if  you  were  to  wish  me  to 
:  heaven  that  they  have  not  been  quarrelling." 
!'ou  can't  do  that,  for  they  have  been  quanelling." 
}ood  Heaven,  what  about  ?" 
leaven  knows  why."    But  he  said :    **  My  sweet 
aa,  my  wife,  let  it  be  as  you  have  said,  it  is  best 

i^ell,  Heaven  be  praised  I    How  you  can  alarm 
And  how  did  Bruno  look,  when  he  said :  My 

?" 

How?— well,  like  a  man — " 

Who  worships  his  wife  ?" 

Well,  yes,  and  Tike  one  who  feels  that  he  ponsesses 

er  all  that  life  can  give." 

Now  you  speak  nicely,  my  Bjorn.     And  what 

jl  the  feasting,  Bjorn  ?  Tell  me  now  something 
at  the  dinner ;  describe  to  me  all  the  dishes  one 
r  the  other.  Don't  you  remember  ?  what  a  misery 
.  with  you.  Oh,  you  surely  will  be  able  to  think  of 
lething.    Let  us  see.    What,  for  instance,  what  was 

top  dish,  which  is  always  the  best?" 
'  I  believe  of  young  chickens." 
'  Young  chickens  ?    Impossible.    Serena  could  not 
'e  had  chickens  for  the  first  course,  for  then  she 
St  have  had  ham,  bam  for  the  roast  joint.      It 
impossible,  quite  impossible."     Bjorn  laughed  at 

warmth,  and  after  a  few  unsuccessful  attempts, 
ascertain  a  few  particulars  respecting  the  dinner, 
as  obliged  to  desist  from  it  altogether,  but  I  told 
im  that  he  had  been  an  unworthy  dinner-guest,  and 
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that  I  should  inform  Serena  of  it. 

In  order  to  divert  me,  Bjorn  conjured  up,  I  don't 
know  how,  a  bottle  of  Bishop,*  and  a  basket  of  choice 
preserved  fruit,  which  he  had  brought  with  him  from 
Ramm  for  me,  against  his  wishes  he  said,  but  forced 
upon  him  by  Serena. 

I  was  quite  in  ecstasies  at  this  present,  fetched  some 
gksses,  and  we  sat  down  to  drink  healths.  We  drank 
the  health  of  the  young  pair,  we  drank  the  health  of 
ma  chdre  mirey  we  drank  each  other's  health,  we  drank 
the  health  of  the  little  invisible,  we  had  grown  quite 
enthusiastic  with  the  drinking  of  healths.  We  alfter* 
wards  took  our  seats  near  the  window.  It  was  a  beau- 
tiful evening,  and  the  sky  was  quite  clear  over  Ramm. 
A  ray  of  the  declining  sun  illumined  the  dark  forest, 
and  reminded  me  that  I  had  seen  this  once  before,  and 
it  had  made  me  think  of  Serena  I  I  looked  at  the 
strand,  once  so  gloomy,  now  so  light ;  I  looked  at 
Bjorn,  who  did  not  turn  away  his  fuU-moon  face  at  all 
from  me ;  I  grew  warm  about  my  heart,  tears  filled  my 
eyes,  and  I  said,  pointing  towards  Ramm : 

"  It  is  bright  there  now,  Bjorn ;  now  there  are  happy 
hearts  there." 

**  Not  happier  ones  than  here,"  said  Bjorn,  whilst 
drawing  me  tenderly  to  him,  and  holding  me  upon  his 
knees.  The  sun's  reflection  now  gradually  died  away, 
a  shadow  fell  on  the  bank,  and  with  a  deep  sigh  I 
said: 

"  Ah,  who  knows  how  long  they  may  remain  happy 
there  ?     Heaven  knows,  whether  Bruno,  that  restless 

•  A  mixture  of  wine,  orangM,  and  sofar. 
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:,  will  ever  attain  peace  !'* 

melodious  quivering  moved  through  the  atmos- 
if  and  seemed  to  answer  to  my  sigh.  We  shrank 
her,  and  listened  at  the  open  window.  The 
I  of  Ramm  sounded,  but  not  in  a  melancholy 

as  formerly.  Sounds  like  those  of  Handel's 
;lujah  now  issued  forth.  I  leaned  my  head  against 
I's.  Thus  we  sat  for  a  long  time,  in  the  wann 
ng  of  May,  and  listened.  And  later  in  the  even- 
he  organ  sounded  still  more  beautifully,  more 
ffiilly,  as  it  seemed  to  mc,  and  I  was  struck  with 
ist  words  of  the  Neck : 
*hen  Neck  wept  no  more,  but  seized  again  his 

and  played  and  sang  lovely  until  late  in  the 
For  now    he  knew  that  he  would  become 

y-" 

The  25th. 
ne  Maria  was  yesterday  at  my  house,  and  was 
ful  and  happy.  I  learned  various  things  from  her, 
imong  others,  some  which  rejoiced  me.  Ma  chh-e 
is  gradually  growing  more  tranquil  and  gentle, 
often  to  church,  and  her  proverbs  are  becoming 
and  more  of  a  biblical  description.  Her  heart 
irs  to  be  more  desirous  than  ever  before  of  making 
8  happy  ;  she  gives  much  to  her  poor,  and  among 
things  old  linen,  and  prepares,  according  to  the 
expression  of  an  amiable  young  lady,  her  "  hea- 
Tobe.**  Jane  Maria  told  me  of  a  little  scene 
•en  Elsa  and  ma  chhe  mdrCf  which  highly  delighted 
Ma  cfUre  mh-e  had  during  the  last  few  days  thrown 
and  broken  a  couple  of  china  cups,  which  were 
ing  on  the  table.    She  was\exRdLi)a<3>a.\.\\.,V^^ 
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ng  on  an  alliance  by  the  young  Robert  Stalmark  and 
kdele  von  P.  They  have  discovered  each  other's  ex- 
ellencies  by  the  soirees  given  during  the  course  of 
ist  winter  by  Miss  Ilausgiebel,  have  fallen  in  love 
rith  each  other,  and  have  thereby  become  far  more 
miable. 

Counsellor  Hok,  who  during  the  spring  suffered  very 
luch  from  the  liver  complaint,  has  been  compelled  to 
;eep  to  the  house  a  long  time,  and  neighbours  and 
'iends  have  been  diligently  visiting  him.  Ma  chdre 
lire  has  been  twice  every  week  with  him.  I  also  have 
pent  an  hour,  now  and  then,  with  that  interesting  and 
enerable  old  man.  Yesterday — so  Jane  Maria  told 
lu — he  had  been  out  again  for  the  first  time,  and  gone 
3  Karlsfors.  Ma  chdre  mire  and  he  performed  their 
Yall,  to  which  she  kept  herself  by  a  line  drawn  across 
iie  saloon. 

It  is  said  that  cousin  Stellan  intends  taking  a  journey 
1  the  summer  to  Italy  for  the  benefit  of  his  health. 
No  doubt  to  escape  from  ennuif  but  I  fear  that  it  will 
ccompany  him.) 

Peter  and  Ebba  are  expected  to  be  here  in  the  winter. 

shall  be  glad  to  see  them  again ;  and  I  am  anxious  to 
ee  how  the  sisters-in-law  will  now  agree  together, 
ane  Maria  expects  a  visit  from  several  of  her  ac- 
uaintances  from  Stockholm,  and  prepares  herself  for 

pleasant  summer. 

But  whilst  all  around  me  are  reviving,  loving,  danc- 
ig,  visiting,  etc.,  I  perhaps  hasten  with  rapid 
tops  to  my  last  hour;  but  I  no  longer  think  of  it  with 
neasiness.  I  have  arranged  all  my  little  matters,  and 
repared  myself  for  every  thing.   I  have  sNt\U.^^  ^\%.\.\.vix 
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to  my  Bjom,  which,  in  case  I  should  die,  is  to  tell  him 
how  mueb  I  love  hitn,  and  how  happy  he  has  made  ms 
during'  our  sbort  uuion*  My  poor,  kind  Bjom !  U« 
is  so  uneasy  ac  present,  go  comceraed  ahout  uic,  that  it 
Is  lamentable  to  sec  him.  I  eed  that  he  won^t  do  for 
my  physician.  1  am  now  obliged  to  have  courage  for 
MS  both,  I  will  follow  the  est  ample  which  a  youngs 
womati^  a  friend  of  mine,  once  gave  me.  She  wm  iJi 
the  same  situatioTi,  moreover  in  the  country  and  siir- 
Tounded  by  snow- fields,  but  retain ed,  however,  her 
good  spirits  by  m^ans  of  tratidating  some  of  Shakspere^i 
ftn^^it  passages*  I  have  no  Shakspere  athand,butmy  ten 
daughters  are  in  my  mind  instead.  I  will  sit  down  and 
write  an  epistle 

TO  MT  DAUGHTERS. 

Above  all  things,  my  daughters,  consider  well,  that 
you  are  reasonable  beings.  Be  good,  be  true  I  for  the 
rest — 

As  much  as  possible  be  kind  towards  every  one; 
humane  towards  every  living  thing ;  be  so  without  con- 
ceit; without  affectation.  Affectation  is  a  wretched 
art,  my  daughters ;  despise  it,  as  sure  as  you  wish  to 
acquire  human  dignity. 

Do  not  attach  too  great  importance  to  whatever 
natural  gifts  or  talents  you  may  possess.  Contemplate 
life  and  nature,  and  be  humble. 

Be  not  too  depressed  if  you  arc  neglected  by  nature, 
crippled,  ugly,  etc.  You  may  still  approach  the  Most 
High. 

Expect  not  too  tnucK  ^xom  o\yv«  "^^o^le^  my  daugh* 
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ten!  especiidljr  not  firom  one  another!  The  ground 
of  dinatisfactioti  with  one's  self  and  others,  is,  '*  De- 
manding much,  giving  little." 

If  you  feel  straitened  on  earth,  look  up  to  heaven  ;  not 
like  torkey  hens,  but  like  believing  children.     If  one 
of  yoQ  fall,  let  her  seek  to  rise.    There  is  a  hand  ever 
stretched  out  for  the  erring,  as  weU  as  for  the  unfortu 
nate.    Lay  hold  of  it ! 

Ah!  my  daughters. — 

Fourteen  days  later. 

What  has  become  of  my  daughters?  They  have 
changed  into  a  son !  And  the  young  gentleman  was 
so  unpolite  as  to  break  off  the  epistle  to  his  sisters. 
There  he  now  lies  in  the  cradle,  under  a  green  taffeta 
cover,  majestically,  red,  and  fat,  and  the  great  Bear  is 
before  the  little  Bear  upon  his  knees ;  I  had  a  great 
mind  to  keep  him  company  in  his  idolatry.  But  Hear, 
the  father,  finds  it  more  proper  that  the  son  should 
wait  on  his  mother.  I  am  proud  of  my  little  boy,  but 
(such  is  human  nature)  I  had  as  surely  expected  a 
little  girl— I  almost  miss  it.  But  "  postponenieiit  in 
not  abandonment,"  was  tna  chire  mdre't  comforting 
remark  to  me. 

**  What  am  I  to  do  with  my  epistle,  Bjorn?  It  won't 
be  suitable  for  our  young  squire  there !  " 

"  I  shall  save  it  for  our  daughters ;  write  another  for 
the  boy." 

"  Happy  the  wife,  my  dear  Maria,  who,  like  me,  ean 
give  to  her  son  this  admonition,  with  all  her  heort  and 
all  her  soul." 

"Be  like  thy  father!" 

**  No,  Bjbm,  you  shall  not  see  what  I  «a  vrtluvvv 
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You  shall  not  takeaway  my  paper,  yon  tyrant 
mise  you  to  close  the  letter  soon ;  I  have  oi 
words  more  to  add." 

What  kind  people  and  neighbours  !  Fron 
they  have  sent  me  flowers,  jellies,  and  all  i 
good  things.  Serena  has  nursed  me  like  a 
wliole  of  the  time.  She  is  peaceful,  kind,  sym 
in  short — quite  herself,  and  appears  to  have  ai 
towards  Bruno  too  ardent  and  profound  to  be 
in  words.  Maria,  I  intreat  you  to  become  g 
to  my  little  Bjom.  He  is  to  be  called  L 
Ma  chire  mdre  will  herself  hold  the  boy  at  th< 
She  was  here  on  the  day  of  his  birth,  and  lai 
present  into  liis  cradle.  She  talked  to  me 
past  sufferings,  and  said  cheerfully :  **  Well, 
this,  as  with  life : — 

"All's  well  that  ends  well." 

"  No,  Bjorn,  my  paper,  my  pen ! — Ah,  yoi 
Bjom — " 
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